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Faith

What matters where I am:
With me You share.

Though joyous feast be spread
Or table bare,

It differs not at all

Since You are there.

Wherever You may be,
That is my Home.

What though an atom, 1,
The depths may roam?
Your Presence is my Life;
I’'m not alone.

In more or less degree
You compass space.

The Measure of the Man
Is Your embrace.

Span, therefore, all of me
With loving Grace.

In fiery circles dance

Your worlds, aflame,

And each your Center seeks,
Nor dares attain

That oltar of your dread
And Holy Name.

But I, by gift of Love,

Can veult the sun,

Your missions to perform

As aeons run,

And serve Your Wil Sublime,
Eternal One!

—WinpEr H. SURRENCY
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Looking Forward
By Kirtie S. CowEN

a I N considering the future destiny of mankind we find that there

"'] §| are two distinet and separate lines of activity which the indi-
V: vidual may pursue, one of which will lead him forward and
upward in perfect accord with the processes of evolution, or progressed
growth; the other will result in degeneratlon and final dissolution of
his laboriously acquired vehicles.

Considering conditions as they are in the world today, there is
every indication that the time has arrived when a choice must be made—
and that very soon. The forward line of action requires strong will
power, perseverance, sound reasoning, good judgment, careful dis-
crimination, and striet discipline of all the lower propensities, many of
which are exceedingly strong. The degenerative line of action leads to
the use of acquired power, knowledge, skill, and mental acumen for
selfish purposes and self-aggrandizement with little if any considera-
tion for the comfort and welfare of others.

Those on this path have little regard for anything which does not
serve to further self-interests and gradually this attitude stills the con-
science to such an extent that the individual does not hesitate, either by
fair means or foul, to remove any obstacle which tends to hinder the
accomplishment - of his objectives. This path leads all the way from
various forms of chicanery to downright dishonesty, theft, and even
murder.

At the present time the physical body is less than fifty per cent
efficient; and the moment an individual starts on the downward path
all further development of this vehicle practically ceases, for the rea-
son that the individual is no longer responsive to the cosmic processes
which develop the potential powers of the Spirit. The Ego senses this
lack of developing ability, and all too often resorts to outside stimulants
which sooner or later begin to weaken the overworked body and usually
result in an early death. Then, too, the thoughts of those on the.
downward path soon become out of tune with the cosmic rhythms of the
cosmos, and instead of strengthening the structures of the brain they
gradually disintegrate them, the result of it all being what might be
termed slow suicide.

Those who are working along forward lines of progress are already
beginning to develop their potential powers much faster than they have
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in the past, evidences of which discerning people are commencing to dis-
cover. Amn inereasing number of children are being born with ability
far beyond their years as judged by ordinary standards. A tiny tot of
seven months, Garay Kubiac, according to ‘‘Believe It or Not Ripley,”’
walks alone and drinks his milk from a bottle using a straw with which
to draw the milk into his mouth. Then there is the child orchestra con-
ductor, Pierino Gamba, to whose unusual talent a recent Ezaminer
American Weekly devoted one whole page from which we print an
excerpt: ‘‘A frail nine-year-old boy, scarcely over four feet tall,
stepped upon the podium of the Palais de Chaillot Hall in Paris re-
cently and assumed his conductor’s stance.

-“‘The pocket Toscanini, clad in knee breeches and looking more
like a puppet than a full-scale maestro, swept his baton down and the
opening bars of Mozart’s overture to ‘Clemenza Di Tito’ ﬁ‘led the
auditorium.

““Then for two hours, Wh]le the audience alternately listened and

_ shouted praise, little Pierino, never hesitating, led the seventy grown

musicians of the city’s Lamoureux Orchestra through Mozart, Rosini,
Schubert, and Beethoven, without benefit of score. .. .”

In the elementary school of Cedar Falls,
Iowa, in the State Teachers’ College, Melvin
Schneider is teaching children four and five
years of age to play such musical instruments as
the cello, viola, and the violin with such remark-
able success that he has been able to form a
string orchestra composed of children none of
whom are over six years of age. Then there are

e “‘Quiz Kids’’ of radio fame who weekly
astonish the listening public by their ability to
answer all sorts of intricate questions.

At the present time, so far as the masses are concerned, the five
senses belonging to the physical body are far from having developed
their destined efficiency. For example: the sense of feeling now fune-
tioning all over the entire physical body was once localized, heing re-
stricted to the activity of the pineal gland; and the time is coming
when the other four senses will no longer be localized. First, sight and
hearing will unite in a single sense; then taste and smell; and finally
all five senses will merge into one—knowing; after which time any part
of the physical body will be able to perceive all things.

Furthermore, the Spirit’s ability to convey thought to the brain
by means of: the mind will be developed in such a perfected degree that
telegraph wires and telephones will no longer be needed, for telepathy
will have been developed by all who are not retrograding, and even they
will have the power to use it to a limited extent. Etheric sight and a
considerable degree of clairvoyance will be common practically to all,
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and only the truly degenerate ones will not be able to contact the Etheric
Region which surrounds and penetrates our .globe. These advanced
people will know how to transport all sorts of commodities from place
to place by means of the force embodied in the ethers and they will be
able to travel from place to place in the new vehicle that even now they
are beginning to develop. This is known to the oceultist as the soul body
and is composed of the two higher ethers belonging to the vital body
vehicle. The travel speed common to this vehicle is almost bevond com-
prehension, and it is subject neither to heat nor cold nor to gravitation.
In the not too distant future, disease will become almost unknown

to the most advanced people who will be living in very close accord
with divine laws. However, until that stage in development is reached,
the disorders of the physical body will be healed through the vibrations
of color and music. .All sound and color in our particular sphere of
activity are emanations of the Creator of our solar system and stepped
down to us by means of the signs of the zodiac and the planets known
as Saturn, Uranus, Jupiter, Mars, Venus, Mercury, and also the Sun,
each planet being the physical body of a great spiritual Intelligence
whieh directs its activities. Powerful Beings working through the
zodiacal signs have supervision over the development of a special part
of the physical body; and the planetary Intelligences

& L;g?,,@" supervise the development of a specified ductless

oy e S = 1%;5} gland; and the means used by all of these great Be-

?’{ I ings to accomplish this development is the vibrating

) l AlL life force of God.

N ‘‘ Fantastic, unheard of, erazy!’’ there are those,
& ) who for lack of vision will say, just as others before

them have said and persistently discredited, and
fought every new idea, every new discovery, every new philosophy—
yes, and have even gone further and persecuted, imprisoned, even mur-
dered those who discovered and proclaimed to the world hitherto un-
known truths. The Christ, foremost among all advanced Teachers, was
accepted only by an open-minded few, when He tried to lead the
masses out of the morass of mental blindness in which they floundered,
into the dawning light of a glorious new dispensation. However, truth,
progress, the great power of thought, and an ever increasing conscious-
ness can never be permanently suppressed; and in time all thinking
men and women will come to realize the prophetic truth recorded by
John, the inspired Revelator, when he proclaimed to the world the ali
embracing changes which were to eome into manifestation. ‘‘And T saw
a new heaven and a new earth . . . and there shall be neither sorrow
nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for the former things
are passed away. And He that sat upon the throne said, Behold, I
make all things new.”’
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THE MYSTIC LIGHT

Line Up for Peace!

By B. CoursiN BLACK

We shall one day learn to supersede politics by education. What we call
our root-and-branch reforms of slavery, war, gambling, intemperance, is only

medicating the symptoms.

VY
) i ploughman, his long day fin-
@S] ished, turns eagerly to the quiet
of his fireside, so does a tortured, ex-

hausted world look to the calmness of-

freedom from war.

However, we are prone to talk of war
and rumors of war. We cast affrighted
eyes at atomic power, watching other
nations with apprehension. We regard
war as perhaps more than a possibility.

Peace, despite our searching and hop-
ing, remains to us largely a negative
idea. It is the absence of war. We know
Jwell that war is a materialistic product
bred of hate, fear, jealousy, and sus-
picion, but we do not yet realize that
peace is more than a spiritual quality.
‘We have not yet come to recognize that
peace is equally a material possibility—
the result of love, understanding, toler-
ance, and harmony. Peace among indi-
viduals and among nations, is a positive
reality, not a negative possibility.

A returned service man, coming to the
store where I was employed, discussed
the chances of getting equipment for a
projected photographic business, but he
was plainly pessimistie.

‘“BEvery day of the year I spent in
Europe,’” he said, ‘I looked forward to
coming home, getting a little shop, and
starting life over again. But now I
don’t know. It’s tough to get equip-

E want peace. As a weary.

‘We must begin higher up, namely, in education.

—FEmerson.

ment; T still haven’t located any suit-
able shop. In fact, I still am living with
relatives because I can’t get a house.
It seems rather hopeless even to think
of going into business. I’ll probably be
in Europe again soon.’’

Millions of people are discouraged,
fearful, indignant, puzzled, in a melange
of negative and often hopeless attitudes.
Conversation in the daily line for mar-
keting is tinged with a sense of wonder,
of bafflement. It isn’t that we essen-
tially mind the inconveniences and short-
ages and the standng in line. We have .
endured those things before, and taken
them in stride with a grin. But we just
don’t understand. Is it all really neces-
sary? Is it leading us anywhere? We
feel as pawns in a gigantic game in
which we are helpless. ‘‘If we just know
we are going to have peace,’”’ one woman
in the lineup observed, ‘‘then everything
will get back to normaley.’”’ There was
a note of resignation in her voice.

The fact is that ‘‘normalcy of peace”’
can come only as the reward of under-
standing éffort. We must make peace
the star of our ideas and ideals—not the
passive, negative phase of minus-war.
Qur statesmen, including our peace con-
ference representatives, can but reflect
the manifold, crystallized thoughts and
wills of all of us.

. The small business is the bulwark of
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the community. If hundreds of thou-
sands of potential small business men
refuse to initiate their enterprises be-
cause of fear, doubt, or lack of faith; if
larger groups of employers and workers
distrust each other, seek to dominate and
dictate for self-gain; then inflation, in-
stability, and insecurity will be the
riders. We surely are what we think,
and our thoughts determine exactly
what will happen in our production
plants, farms, and homes. In the one
world of today not even a tiny commun-
ity is really isolated in its effects upon
the whole.

We are not a passive nation . We want
to ‘“do something about things.”” Appre-
hension, distrust, quarreling, and tim-
idity are not natural to any real Amer-
ican. Nor when we ‘‘let George do it,”’
can we be satisfied with results. We do
want to straighten things out. It all
may seem such a huge mess, such a gi-
gantic undertaking, there is a tendency
to take it out in philosophizing or specu-
lative waiting. But inertia did not win
the war. It will not earn the Peace.

Surely, there is something construe-
tive we can do!

‘We know what happened back in De-
cember, 1941. We know that some 140,-
000,000 people suddenly became one gi-
gantic unit. All of us became linked to-
gether. REach of us did his individual
job as he had never done it befere. Mil-
lions of us went into' the armed forces.
Other millions took up strange new tasks
in faectories and mines and shipyards
and farms and research laboratories. We
pooled our wealth of human and natural
resources, of imagination and skill and
determination and faith. And, together,
we did the job. We turned out such
incredible feats of production as the
world had never seen before. Indi-
vidually and collectively, we achieved
miracles, we proved our strength and
might and resourcefulness in a manner
we ourselves could scarcely believe. It
isn’t necessary to quote statistics. They
are available, and they literally stagger
the imagination.
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We are proud of that job. We are
proud of the armed forces that accom-
plished a victory unparalleled in the
world’s history. We are proud of the
scientists who perfected out-of-this-
world tools of victory; of the indus-
trialists and workers who through unity
and cooperation and all-out endeavor
gave our fighting men amazing stock
piles of needs; of the home makers who
did double jobs, working in factories
and keeping their families going, and
who saved fats and turned in paper and
scrimped and saved . .. to win. Now,
after more than a year, we are still will-
ing to do without, but we are beginning
to wonder the why of ‘‘no soap’ to
everything !

There, I think, is the answer. During
the war years we were united. We had
a purpose. We had a goal. We were all-
out for victory in the war.

‘We won. How we won! and then . ..
did we suddenly lose all our courage,
initiative, skill, inventiveness, produc-
tive capacity? Did we suddenly lose all
the lessons the war taught us of turning
out more and more goods, more and more
food? Did we suddenly revert to help-
lessness and inefficiency and chaos?

No. We did not. We lost none of our
abilities or skills. We did lose, however,
our harmony, our spirit of cooperation,-
our sense of unity. We lost a purpose.
We reverted to units, to individuals and
small groups, each working and quarrel- -
ing and arguing and striving for his or
its welfare. We became disorganized,
with diverse goals that conflicted with
each other.

Peace is just as much a condition, «
phase, as is war. Peace is just as vital
a challenge as war. Poverty, erime, im-
morality, lack of homes, churches,
schools, and hospitals, are as deadly
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enemies as any we face in war. Curtail-
ment of production, waste of food. waste
of manpower are as dangerous now as in
war years. And lack of faith, loss of
courage, shortage of determinalion are
-saboteurs of peace time victory.

Courage, initiative, and: determination
are individual qualities. So, tco, is the
faith that is always the spiritual spark
of accomplishment. As I think, so am
I, and this individual quality affects
the family; the group, the community,
the state, the nation, and the world.
Individual faith and determination
vitally affeet what Robert Millikan, the
scientist, calls the social morality by de-
termining the procedures that best pro-
mote the good of all.

We proved this during four years of
stupendous progress. We can ‘‘win the
peace’’ only by the same spirit, indi-

vidually and collectively, that won us

the war. We must know that. 'We must
believe it, whole-heartedly. We need
only the awareness that peace is the
same challenge to us as is war.

The results of Peace Victory will be

TaE ROSICRUCIAN MAGAZINE

wholly constructive. ‘‘Winning the
war’’ was negative; we were not seeking
for ‘“‘getting’’ or for annexing territory
or material riches; we were primarily
working and fighting together to preserve
our freedom and our country. In peace,
we are working and fighting to make
that freedom and that country finer than
ever before. We are working for better
living conditions, better working con-
ditions, better educational and health
conditions, greater opportunities . . . for
happiness, health, and prosperity that is
enduring. Those positive goals are the
highest spiritual and material aims.
They are deserving of the same coopera-
tion we gave to the war we ifought to
preserve our chance to develop just these
things.

Positive action must start with posi-
itve thinking by the individual. Now,
as never before, we must think, talk, and
act faith, hope, tolerance, unselfishness,
and love for our fellow men. Thus do
we join the lineup for Peace, and we -
may rest assured that our production
line will bring success in terms of a bet-
ter and happier humanity.

What Next?

By Juriana CLARK

-] OW, where on earth did you
Y] pick up such a crazy idea? That
e was my first reaction to the
theory that the human Spirit after deat
returns to earth and is born again in a
new body. Now, however, after more
thought and study, I am inclined to
consider this doctrine more seriously.

I once knew a child who seemed to be
an embodiment of her dead sister. She
seemed to know things which only ths
dead child knew, but I felt that it must
be only seeming. I could not then ac-
cept the idea of rebirth.

Nevertheless, in fiction, in poetry, and

in the study of the religions of Asia, the
idea became familiar, but not aceeptable
in my modern civilization.

So, when my sister’s friend returned
from a sojourn in the mountains, I was
completely bewildered by the strange
tale she told. In absolutely new terri-
tory, driving over a road she had never
seen before, she was suddenly over-
whelmed by a sense of familiarity. She
knew the road. She asked her friends
to stop the car. Half jesting, because
she couldn’t quite trust her own new
knowledge, she said, ‘‘Let me tell you
something. Around the bend ahead are
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a picket fence, a well sweep, and a
colonial salt box house overgrown with
Gold of Ophir roses.”” They drove on,
around the bend. There was the salt
house, with its well sweep, its picket
fence, and its Gold of Ophir roses.

Now what to do with that bit of his-
tory I did not know. I could not doubt
her word. What she related had actu-
ally happened! And yet it seemed im-
possible! But how did she, who was en-
tirely new in that section, know about
that house? She had never seen it in
her present life. Therefore, it looked as
if she had known that scene in another
life. However, I couldn’t believe it! Yet
how could one otherwise explain so pre-
posterous an experience ?

The matter rested in my mind, year
after year, puzzling and unexplained.

Many years after—long years—I read
a text book of an occult school in which
the theory was made plausible and ac-
ceptable, but still doubt lingered in my
mind. Was this just an ingenious theory
of the occultists? In the book was a
story of a child who remembered and
described a former life, identified photo-
graps from that life, and recognized a
man whom she had not seen in her pres-
ent short life. If that story were true,
then rebirth was a fact, and that ex-
plaing our friend’s story of the well
sweep and the salt box house.

I felt that I wmust know! If rebirth
were a fact, one’s outlook on life would
become entirely different. If each life
is an opportunity to learn some special
lesson, as the book suggested, we must
be sure not to miss that lesson. Life
would become an opportunity and a re-
sponsibility to one who believed in re-
birth.

But I had no way of testing the story
of the little girl. No names were given,
I couldn’t trace it. I told the story to
many friends, watching for their reac-
tion. Some of them told me of old mem-
cries which they had never mentioned
for fear of ridicule and misunderstand-
ing.

I read another book, containing a half
dozen instances of children who remem-

=
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bered, one of them giving names and
dates of the former life. Again there
was no proof. People don’t want their
names used in a book like that.

But friends to whom I mentioned my
doubt and puzzlement deseribed scenes
which I can explain on no other ground.
If rebirth is not true, where did they get
those mental pictures?

One person saw a stone staircase be-
tween stone walls hung round with
heavy tapestries in the faded ecolors of
an oriental rug! In a room below were
men in leather jerkins and wide boots,
gathered around a table discussing some-
thing wild and terrible. A flickering
light played over the men at the table.
‘With a sense of utter despair and the
consciousness that ‘“all is lost, T,”’ so the
story goes, ‘‘left that room, and with
lagging steps erossed the dimly lighted
hall and climbed the stair to the landing,
looking out at one star through the dia-
mond paned window, as I remember that
I always did. I think I died there that
night, for I can’t go on up the stair. I
do not see myself on the stair. I see only
the hall and the room from the stair, all
preserved in my feeling of utter hopeless-
ness.”’

Now who was “‘I’’? The wide topped
boots set the date. The one who remem-
bers thinks it was in Ireland. If so,
might it be some young boy, loyal to the
Stuart cause, just after the Battle of the
Boyne?

And what am I to think of a cultured
American who has never been in any
desert country, who yet remembers liv-
ing, an indulged, luxurious desert
woman, in a silken desert tent where
palm leaves whispered and the moon
shone on the sand?

A western lawyer, under ether in a
hospital, suddenly rose and began giving
military commands in a language which
he had never studied, and then delivered
an oration in the same language. Ger-
man it was, and he had never known any
(German people! Later, drawn for mili-
tary serviee, he was set to learn German
as a preparation for the invasion. He
found it marvelously easy. Sent to Ger-
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many with the Army of Occupation, he
found the country and its people im-
mensely pleasing and familiar.

And what of the sense of familiarity
that comes sometimes on seeing what
should be new to us? One musician, in
her study coming to the music of Bach,
found the whole score familiar, already
committed to memory. She needed no
coaching on that. One young man sud-
denly found a mnew road completely
familiar, so that he foretold for the en-
tertainment of his friends everything
ahead during the whole drive. And he
was right in every instance. One woman
recoguizes fabrics as familiar. In child-
hold she knew that velvet was hers, al-
though she had never worn it in this life.

When T told those stories to a man of
some scientific education, he explained
them on the grounds of heredity. If
your ancestors inhabited an Irish castle,
you might possibly inherit a memory of
that castle. However, the one who re-
members the desert tent certainly does
not show Bedouin ancestry. The young
woman who knew the well sweep and the
picket fence knew where her ancestors
came from. None had been there, and
the house was so like her memory of it
that not many years could have elapsed.
The student who knew Bach might have
had musical ancestry, to be sure. But
the young man who knew the road
ahead had had no ancestors in this
country. Wouldn’t those facts dispose

of the theory of heredity?

Rebirth adequately explains those
things. Is there any other theory that
does?

Is there anything in the Universe be-
yond the physical? Are spiritual forces
real? Are we Gods-in-the-making, pos-
sessed of inherent faculties which may
be unfolded into dynamie powers by our
own efforts? If, so, isn’t it reasonable
that we should be sent back here many
times to learn necessary lessons before
we are perfect ‘‘as He is perfect’’?
Christ admonished us: ‘‘He that be-
lieveth on me, the works that I do shall
he do also.”’

TEE ROSICRUCIAN MAGAZINE

Some occultists believe that the doe-
trine of rebirth, carefully veiled, is
definitely taught in Seripture. Some day
I am going to buy the book that is sup-
posed to prove that.

Those friends of mine who have told
these tales are mnot ‘‘queer’’ people.
Maybe you know some of them. As they
go about their daily work, you’d never
suspect what strange secret memories
they carry with them.

So it is that until I find another
better explanation, I shall hold rebirth
as at least a possibility. And what
visions it opens up! What of the fu-
ture? What lives may we not achieve—
useful, constructive, triumphant—in the
building of a better world !

The Return

By PatsEy Bruis

Master, when Thou . comest, o’er the
low green hills,

(OR! the glory and wonder of it!
How my heart thrills!)

All the joyous fairy folk will bear Thee
company,

All the merry dancing rills will sing
lovely songs for Thee.

Master, when Thou comest, each flow’r
will lift its face,

To gaze with shining wonder on Thy
beauty and Thy grace,

Each tree will bend its limbs in ecstasy
complete

To lay their loving tribute at Thy
gentle, willing feet.

Master, when Thou comest, I hope that
I may be

As ready for Thy coming as a flower
or a iree

As ready as the fairies and the little
rills,

When Thou comest to Thy children
o’er the low green hills.
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“Not My Will, But Thine Be Done”

By CRESCENTA MAY

3 T has been aptly said that ‘“My
§ fi will, not Thine, be done,”” turned
E®m paradise into a desert. ‘‘Thy
will, not mine, be done’’ turned the
desert into paradise, and made Geth-
semane the gate of heaven. The path
whereon we learn to subject the personal,
individual will to that of Divinity is not
an easy one, but the reward is truly
fraught with the jewels of heaven. )

Of a certain person who learned to
find happiness in obeying the will of
God, it has been observed that:

“He asked for strength that he might
achieve : )

He was made weak that he might obey.

He asked for health that he might do
great things;

He was given infirmity that he might do
better things.

He asked for riches that he might be
happy;

He was given poverty that he might be
wise.

He asked for power that he might have
the praise of men;

He was given weakness that he might
feel the need of God.

He asked for all things that he might
enjoy life;

He was given life that he might enjoy
all things.

He has received nothing he asked for;

He has attained all he hoped for;

His prayer is answered. He is most
happy.”

‘Was it a miracle that he attained all he
hoped for, although he received nothing
he asked for? No. It was the natural
result of learning to submit his will to
that of God, and striving to follow in the
way shown him. Thus he was able to
create beauty and strength of character,
where one of lesser wisdom would have
given in to bitterness and fruitless liv-
ing.

his desires were denied him because he
had lessons to learn in the school of life,
he humbly and wisely surrendered his
will to the will of God. Thus he became

When this man began to realize that»

not embitered mnor disecouraged; his
Spirit was not crushed; he refused to
acknowledge defeat. Tracing his prog-
ress back over the years, he must have
clearly perceived that in the struggle of
subjecting his will to the Divine Will he
unfolded talents and powers he did not
know he possessed because they had

" never been challenged. He became aware

of the passing worth of things of the
world, and learned to see true values as
qualities of the Spirit.

This man did not waste precious time
in self-pity and inaction. ‘‘He asked
for all things that he might enjoy life—
he was given life that he might enjoy
all things.”” Life, and the spark of
Spirit which must be fanned into flame,
are the priceless possessions it is our
task to learn to use wisely. Even the
most prosaic existence, from a worldly
standpoint, may become an exciting ad-
venture when lived in an effort to know
and do the will of God.

Real success came to this man because
he realized the tremendous opportunity
to choose for himself the way he would
live. He learned to discriminate and
think constructively. Consequently he
began to act constructively. He learned
to control his appetite, with the result
that his health improved. Obstacles
taught him the need for supreme effort,
but effort always in humility to the
higher Will. It is not the will of God
that we remain slaves and resign our-
selves to unfortunate circumstances. He
wills that we exert our powérs to rise
above or master our conditions, but al-
ways in the spirit of ¢‘Thy Will be done.”’
There is a kind of spineless meekness
which is an insult to the Spirit. Tt bears
no resemblance to the meekness stressed
in the Bible, which is meekness toward
God’s will. Meekly we are to accept the
karma which we know is ours, but at the
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.same time use our faculties to pay off
our debts and create good destiny for
the future.

In the bitter struggle to achieve—ac-
cording to God’s will—this Ego de-
veloped a strong and beautiful char-
acter. He enriched his mind and heart
with wisdom and understanding, those
jewels of the Spirit which bless only
those who mightily strive for them. His
prayer was answered, but only after his
life became a prayer. His spiritnal treas-
ures came to him only when he made his
life a constant endeavor to find and fol-
low the divine will. .

Every conflict between nations leaves
in its wake many outstanding eases of
war wounded, and we hear of their su-
perhuman efforts to wrest a measure of
health and achievement from life in
spite of their broken minds and bodies.
Momentary despair is overcome as new
talents are discovered and developed.
Consciously or unconseciously these brave
ones are aligning their wills with that
Higher One which at all times knows
what is best for us. We, with our limited
mental and spiritual vision, do not al-
ways appreciate the lessons we have to
learn in redirecting our stubborn per-
sonal will, but to the degree that we come
to see the hand of God directing our
lives do we avoid suffering and make
progress.

Pain and suffering come to us as a re-
sult of living contrary to God’s im-
mutable laws. They are thorough teach-
ers, restraining us from continued in-
dulgence in worldly pleasures and fore-
ing us to.go within in our search for the
cause of our mental and physical ail-
ments. Yet we should remember that
it is our mental attitude, and not the
actual ‘suffering, that destroys health
and happiness. Many great artists, phi-
losophers, and scientists suffered in-
tense physical pain, but knew indescrib-
able happiness and high accomplishment
because they lived the rich inner life of
the Spirit.

Two outstanding examples of those who
have exemplified supreme endeavor and
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achievement in the face of tremendous
obstacles, and demonstratd the wisdom
of living according to God’s beneficent
will come to mind.

Helen Keller lost her sight and hear-
ing through illness when nineteen
months old and soon afterward became
dumb. As heavy as her unhappy des-
tiny was, the good destiny she had paid
into the cosmic bank returned to her in
the person of a wonderful teacher, Anne
Sullivan, who through unselfish devotion
and patience awakened and freed the
prisoned Spirit of the child. She suec-
ceeded in penetrating the physical and
mental darkness of her helpless charge,
opening the door to a busy, useful life.

The life story of Helen Keller, her
achievements, despite her discouraging
handicaps, are known the world over.

She learned to speak, read, and write,
She mastered several languages. She
wrote several books. That aroused spark
of God within her being would not let
her rest. With an indomitable will she
broke down every barrier and accom-
plished more than most people do who
are in full possession of all their facul-
ties. During the intense struggle to ex-
press the God within, to free herself
from her unhappy destiny, her inner
vision opened and she perceived those
spiritual truths which enabled her to be-
come a willing instrument for the ex-
emplification of God’s will. She became
an inspiration to all who contacted her
or read about her—and still is. We may
all ask ourselves what we have done to
uplift and inspire our fellow men in
comparison with her who knew neither
sight nor sound.
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Ludwig van Beethoven, considered one
of the greatest among the great mu-
sicians, is another outstanding example
of those through whom “the divine will
has manifested, though in a somewhat
different way. In his case it was his
surrender to his art, as a manifestation
of Divinity, that left to humantiy an im-
perishable inspiration.

The childhood of this genius was one
of poverty and sadness. He was a lonely
soul all his life. His early compositions,
when he still possessed the faculty of
hearing, were considered medioere. He
wanted so much to do great things, but
his infirmity urged him on to do better
things. Signs of deafness began to ap-
pear in his twenty-eighth year.

It is recorded that Beethoven was pre-
vented from taking his own life by the
thought of his art. It seemed to him
impossible to leave the earth until he
had brought out all that of which he felt
himself capable. He experienced nearly
the whole gamut of human emotions and
imagined the rest of them, as Cyril Scott
points out in his book, Music—Its Secret
Influence throughout the Ages. Thus
he was able to give to the world the mu-
sic which ‘‘induced Sympathy on a
scale hitherto unknown,’’ and ‘‘made
possible the introduction later on of the
science of psychoanalysis to a baffled
and horrified public. ... . In fine, his
music helped to bring about that greater
unity between the heart and the mind
which is the prerequisite of true under-
standing : it humanized humanity.’’

It is God’s will that his human chil-
dren should learn the great lesson of
understanding themselves and their fel-
low men so that a balance of the head
and heart powers may be achieved and a
higher plane of living be embraced. Thus
we see His will manifesting through
those who seek to give His truths to the
world, consciously or unconsciously, and
regardless of whether their outer lives
conform to a generally accepted pattern
of right and wrong. The highest achieve-
ment of course lies in transforming both
the inner and the outer selves into con-
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scious channels for the expression on
earth of the Father’s truth and beauty.

It is God’s will that we acquire full
knowledge of spiritual laws and direct
our live§ in aecord with them. It is
God’s will that we develop that inner
culture which finds its outward expres-
sion in kindness, courtesy, and considera-
tion for others. It is ever His will that
we use our own will to unfold the latent
faculties of both the head and the heart
and thus become more like Him.

How best can we evolve that spirit-
ual will which binds us ecloser to God
and man? Such a will—one which en-
ables us to control our thoughts, de-
sires, and emotions—is evolved only in
the school of our daily lives. We must
practice facing life’s problems with
courage and fortitude, bravely meet
changes and make adjustments to new
conditions, do today what we would
rather put off until tomorrow, substi-
tute a kind word for a harsh one, grasp
every opportunity to serve another.

Now, someone may ask, ‘‘How may I
know what is the will of God in my
everyday personal life? Should I not
use my own judgment and diserimina-
tion?’” The answer to these questions
may be summed up in one word:
Prayer. Certainly we should use and
unfold our faculties of judgment and
discrimination, but mnot arbitrarily.
‘When we humble ourselves and ask God
to forgive us for any wrong we may have
done and to show us the way, we will be
shown and thus given the opportunity
to prove whether we really wish to do
God’s will or our personal, selfish will.

"We will be given the opportunity to

clothe our own judgment in the light of
higher wisdom, and thus bring our judg-
ment into line with that of God.

We never go wrong or hurt ourselves
and others when we willingly surrender
to the dictates of love, and humbly and
lovingly submit to the will of the Father.
Even that Great One, Christ Jesus, sur-
rendered and prayed in His hour of
agony and loneliness: ‘‘Father, not my
will, but Thine be done.’’
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Call Them Not to Thee

By S. B. McINTYRE

(CoNcrusion)

é6 ES, T shall be glad to. Be a
good thing to get it all off my
chest so I can forget the whole

of it and go on with my professional

work.”’

Angus pushed himself back in his
chair and began: ‘‘My parents live in
a different part of this state, and I came
here to attend medical school. When
half through the course my father’s
failure in business brought to light the
fact that he had never had the wealth I
thought him possessed of, and that he
was then penniless. Mother had a small
income sufficient for their needs, but
not enough for my school expenses.

“I was on the point of giving up my
studies, for there was no way I could
think of that I could work and carry
them on, too. Then I thought of Matilda.
I had met her when I first came here.
She had always been particularly
friendly. to me, had entertained me a
lot, and I knew she was wealthy. So I
came here and asked if she’d loan me
money to carry me through collage, after
which I'd repay every penny.

“Imagine my amazement when she
told me that if I would marry her, she
would pay all my college and other ex-
penses until I was established in a
lucrative practice. She said that the
late death of her mother had left her
alone in the world; that she loved com-
pany, but that it would be bad for her
reputation if she lived here alone with
the house full of company every night;
that she’d had many offers of mar-
riage—all money hunters; knew that I
was not that sort; that she liked me very
much, and thought we’d get along well
together ; but most of all she wanted me
for a protector.

““I asked for time to think the matter

over, and the more I thought of it, the
better the proposition appeared to me. It
would free my parents from grief over
their failure to educate me; it would en-
able me to live in comfort and in free-
dom from worry, so that I could give my
whole attention to my studies. I was in
love with no one and Matilda was
pretty. She claimed to be a little older
than I, but I paid no heed to that then,
as she promised that I should be totally
free to carry on my studies away from
the group of older people who were her
especial friends and nightly visitors.

““I married her, and for the month
during which she was having my study
sound proofed, I was fairly happy.
However, not a moment’s freedom or
happiness have I known since. The day
she had me moved into that study, she
began to force on my attention the
depths of slavery to which I had sunk.
I could not buy a book, an instrument,
a pencil for my work, nor a garment to
wear without begging her for the price
of it.”’

“Had she always been stingy in en-
tertaining you before your marriage?”’

Rap! Rapapapap! sounded from the
table. Mr. Gaylord raised a silencing
hand, and Angus continued: ‘“No. I
think she cared nothing for the money,
but wanted to keep continually in my
mind my dependence on her. Another
thing, I could not speak to a girl friend
on the street—most innocent conversa-
tion—but what Matilda learned of it,
would browbeat me for hours about it,
and perhaps threaten to divorce me.
Because of my ambition to finish my
education, this caused me intense men-
tal anguish. How she ever learned of
such meetings, and imputed to me the
vile intentions she did, is beyond me!”’

Rap! Rap! thundered on the table
top. Mr. Gaylord listened, then said,
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‘“‘Matilda claims that Omah told her of
your carryings on with girls, and kept
her continually upset with upbraidings
because she had married you. Who is
Omah?”’

““I never heard of him before.’’

Rap! Rap! Rap Mr. Gaylord listened,
then said, ‘‘Matilda asserts that when
she was on earth, Omah was her guide in
the spirit world.”’

“I don’t care who or where he was!
He lied! T was never more than polite
to any girl throughout my married life
till a month after Matﬂda was taken to
the hospital!”’

Rap! Rap! on the table. Mr. Gaylord
interpreted, ‘‘Matilda claims that three
days after she was eremated, you mar-
ried your present wife.”’

“I did! And why? Matilda had
been in the hospital a month when 1
went there one evening to visit her. She
was asleep. A cap she had been wear-
ing since entering had fallen from her
head. Her former long golden hair had
been cut, and the new hair growing in
was snow white. I was horrified, left
without waking her, came here and
immediately went through her private
papers. From them I learned that she
was twenty-five years older than I, and
that for years she had been paying sur-
geons and every sort of beautician im-
mense sums to keep her young appearing.
All that didn’t enrage me so much as the
knowledge that after catering to her
vanity by enticing me through my am-
bition for education to become her young
husband, she had relegated me to a life
of jealousy and penury; used me as a
front for her disgraceful seance activi
ties in this house ; made me the laughing
stock of hundreds of her seance practic-
ing companions, who knew all the time
how she was hoodwinking me.

““Nights for the week following I
walked the streets in deepest self-abase-
ment over the faet that I had been so
gullible and unsuspicious; so deter-
mined to get an education at all cost that
I had permitted myself to be deceived
and maltreated. When I could think
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normally again, it oceurred to me that
there would likely be many years ahead
of me in which I could forget the dread-
ful experiences I had endured because
of her, and find happiness for myself.
“Finally, I became possessed of the
idea that by her own acts Matilda had
cancelled all my obligations to her, and
that I should return her gift and take
steps to free myself from her and her
nefarious activites. But before I could
take the necessary legal steps, Matilda’s
physician told me that her end was near.
Therefore, I could not conscientiously
do or say anything at that time that
would upset her, or make her passing

barder. However, I did take steps to-
ward insuring future happirvess for
myself.

““A year before, a nurse near my own
age had come to the hospital. I was
much attracted to her at once, but my

vows to Matilda had kept me from be-
ing more than frigidly polite to this
girl. Now I let her know of her attrac-
tion for me, and soon she told me that
the attraction was mutual.

‘‘I married her, as Matilda said, three
days after Matilda’s death. T brought
my wife here, and for a month life was
so free from horrible experiénces such
as I for five years had known, that I was
unutterably happy. Then Matilda and
her harpies began their nightly torture
of us and drove my wife from the house.
There are no vacant houses nor apart-
ments to be had, so she is living with her
people and T here until I can make other
arrangements. I am now satisfied that
the only way I can rid myself of Ma-
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tilda and her brood of demons, is to de-
stroy everything here ever used by her
or them.”’

During Angus’ recital interrupting
raps had resounded throughout the
room, but Mr. Gaylord had ignored
them. Now he motioned Angus to si-
lence and listened intently for some
minutes. When he again turned to
Angus his face was grave.

““‘Matilda’s is a very sad case, Angus.
In the beginning her vital and dense
bodies were much more loosely inter-
locked than are those of most human
bodies. This enabled her to contact
denizens of the earthbound regions with
ease. In youth she felt highly flattered
by communications she received from
them through ouija board manipulation.
This beginning work with disembodied
entities prepared the way for those in
the earthbound region to use her freely
to carry out plans for their amusement
in later years, when she had become a
medium. There was no one to warn her
of where she was drifting, nor to point
out the dangers of striving to ecommuni-
cate with those who had passed on.

‘‘Then years before Matilda met you,
she had a vision of a very king among
men, who called himself Omah, and de-
clared himself to have been her soul mate
and husband through many former in-
carnations. .She did not see him again,
but could hear his voice—the most
melodious she had ever heard-—-charm-
ing her with words of affection, and
guiding her in all her activities. At the
end of a few months she was so in-
fatuated with her recollections of his
face and form, with the sound of his
entrancing voice, and with his word pic-
tures of the land of bliss where she
would dwell with him some day, that
she became a willing slave to carry out
his every wish.

‘¢ At his instigation she began holding
seances here, and in a short time de-
veloped into a trance medium. While
entranced she knew nothing of what
went on here, and when told of sadistic
experienees that some of her companions
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had been subjected to, she would not be-
lieve them. She was too infatuated with
her ideas of Omah to believe anything
wrong of him,

‘““When it became evident that Ma-
tilda’s mother, who had served as a-
chaperon for her daughter’s activities,
was about to pass on, Omah told Matilda
that she must find a husband who would
serve as chaperon in her mother’s place.
Matilda was horrified. She had thought
of Omah as her husband in the spirit
world for so long, that thought of a
physical husband was sacrilegious to
her, and she rebelled. Then Omah told
her if she did not accede to his wishes,
he would leave her.

‘“While she was in deepest fear of the
loss of the one who by now had become
a part of life itself to her, you made it
easy for her to carry out Omah’s wishes.
Then, though he had influenced her to
marry you, he econtinually upbraided her
for so doing, and by his pretended jeal-
ous rages and threats to leave her, he
foreced her to carry out his wishes to
humiliate and enrage you for the amuse-
ment of himself and his companions in
the earthbound regions.

‘“When Matilda awoke to conscious-
ness -in the hospital, realized by her
physical condition that she would soon
be leaving her body, her consecience fully
awoke to her maltreatment of you. Im-
mediately, in spite of Omah’s influence
to the contrary, she tried to atone to you
for her misdeeds by giving you all her
earthly possessions. That settled, she
was Impatient to join Omah in that
world of bliss that he had often pictured
to her.

‘““‘Imagine her emotions when after
leaving her body, she found Omah’s oft-
pictured world of bliss a gray abode of
unhappy creatures too evil to get away
from it, and her long-worshiped spirit
husband, Omah, a hideous old crone,
head of a band of necromancers who had
spent lives here in duping people for
financial gain.

“Distracted with grief and disap-
pointment, Matilda rushed to you, hop-
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ing that in some way you could help to
free her from further influence of Omab.
She found you and your wife in her
home, but with Omah and a coterie of
demons in full control. She tried to
oust them, but was powerless to do so.”’

Mr. Gaylord sighed, was silent for a
moment, as soft taps on the table ap-
peared to be pleading for help.

Angus listened while Mr. Gaylord
softly talked: ‘‘Sins committed in igno-
rance, Matilda, are not unpardonable
if you sincerely repent, seek forgiveness,
sin no more, and by service to others try
to compensate for the evil you have
done. . . . Yes, as there are teachers on
this plane, so there are also teachers on
your plane from whom you may learn
the laws of right living. If you strive to
keep those laws, you may advance to
worlds higher than that in which you
now are. . . . If you seek purification,
and prove yourself worthy, you may be
permitted to work with a band of help-
ers on your plane, and that will expedite
your advancement. . . . It need not take
long if you are sincere. . .. Yes. I will
ask for a helper to be directed to you.
... I'll tell him.”’

Mr. Gaylord turned to Angus. ‘‘Ma-
tilda said it has lifted some of her bur-
den of sorrow to know that you have
been told of the influence back of her
association with you. From observation
of you and your wife when here together,
she feels that both of you are very fond
of this house and its treasures. She
hopes that you will not destroy it or
them, but keep all as a token of an
effort on her part to atone for all the
humiliation and suffering she caused
you. And that while you may feel great
bitterness toward her now, she hopes
that as time passes, that bitterness may
be softened until you will be able to
feel nothing but forgiveness and pity
for her in your heart.”’

A wave of compassion for the mis-
guided and suffering Matilda swept over
Angus, and he exclaimed, ‘‘Because of

my experiences in this house, Matilda, I.

can understand and realize to a great
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extent the power of the influence ex-
erted over you.  You, in ignorance of
forces back of that influence, as most of
us in human bodies are, and with no
one to warn you of the evils of the road
along which you were drifting, will
never henceforth be blamed by me for
what you did as far as I am eoncerned.
Instead, I thank you for the experiences
along this line that have come to me
through you. They are likely to be
priceless to me when treating cases such
as yours in my future practice.

‘‘Furthermore, all my life I shall he
grateful to ycu for making it possible
for me to acquire the education that
without your help I could not have
gained in this life. So free your mind
and heart of further worry and grief
on my account. My sincerest wish for
you is that greater happiness than you
have yet known may soon be yours.’’

The sound as of a woman sobbing fell
distinetly on Angus’ ear. He saw Mr.
(taylord’s hand take a position above the
table, as if it were softly laid upon a
woman’s bowed head. A moment passed,
the hand was raised, a forefinger out-
lined a small five-pointed star where a
woman’s forehead would be. Then while
Mr. Gaylord softly uttered the words,
““Go in peace!’”’ his hand was raised
still higher as if in benediction, and
slowly came to rest again upon the table.

He rose then and turned a saddened
face to Angus. ‘I sincerely thank vou
for providing me with an opportunity
for helpful service to Matilda, Angus.
Through her ignorance and persistence
in contacting a world and its denizens
about which she knew nothing, she has
brought terrific suffering upon herself,
and contracted many debts that will be
hard for her to pay. Neither she nor
any evil intentioned beings on the plane
that she has been contacting will ever
enter this house again. You and your
family may enjoy it in peace and hap-
piness! "But let us not forget Matilda,
for she will need our thoughts of help
and prayers of love for some time before
she will be able to go on alone!”’
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Letters to My Missing Son

By GrAcE WILLEY WAKEMAN

At the time I wrote these letters I had
no idea of having them published. The
writing of them brought my son very
close to me in spirit, and, too, I wished
to keep a record of the vivid dreams I
had concerning him. However, during
the summer of 1946, the Inner Voice
kept telling me that God wanted me to
have them published. Finolly, I decided
that no matter how much it hurt, I must
be disobedient no longer—THE AUTHOR.

(SEVENTH INSTALLMENT)

, January 3, 1945
Dearest Bill:

Last night after I retired and closed
my eyes, pictures began to form before
me. I saw a ruined dock. The piles, all
charred and blackened, were sticking
Ligh out of the water. A little way from
the shore I noticed a large life boat. The
boat looked as if it might have been in
a fire too. "The edges of it looked uneven
and charred.

There was one young man in the boat.
He had no oars, only a long pole by
which to manage the boat, and it was
whirling perilously in the sea. Every
time it came close to the ruined dock, he
steered it off by going first to one end
of ‘the boat then the other. Suddenly,
1 realized that the piles were only half
as far out of the water as they were
when T first saw them. ¢‘That’s funny,”’
I said to myself, ‘‘how can water rise so
quickly ?’’ Then I knew that the scene
I was watching must be taking place on
a sea coast where the tide was coming
in. I wateched with interest, half asleep
and half awake, as the greenish water
rose until it was swirling about the tops
of the piles. Then, the piles were cov-
ered altogether.

The boatman was still struggling with
the boat to keep it away from the dock.

By and by he began to steer the boat
toward the dock, which by now must
have been several feet below the surface
of the water. He seemed to be taking
great care, however, and I realized that
some of the piles had been longer or
higher than others. He was trying to
land evidently, I thought. With that I
must have fallen asleep, for I felt a
soft, soft hand stroke my cheek, in order
to waken me, and a voice said, ‘“You
haven’t prayed yet.”’

I wondered how I eould have been so
negligent, for usually I am quick to
realize that these visions come to me as
a command to pray. I made up for lost
time, however. I saw the young man en-
folded safely by God’s protecting Love.
I declared, in the Name and through the
power of the Christ, that whatever it
was he was trying to do, was crowned
with God’s success, and that all was
well with him and anyone else whom he
was trying to help.

““I fold you safely around with In-
finite Love and Wisdom.”’

Mother.

% % % ¥ % % ¥ ¥ %

February 22, 1945
Dear Bill:

I have an awed, elated feeling this
morning because of a marvelous dream
I had last night.

I think the reason for the dream is
the fact that I have been doing a lot of
praying for those in concentration
camps. We are getting such a lot of ter-
rible news reports about the appalling
things that are going on in those camps.
I don’t know whether to believe them or
not.

Now for the dream: I found myself
standing before a huge, dark grey stone

_building—not the field stone type of
building that we often see out here, but
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solid, grey stone, something like our
Parliament buildings in Winnipeg, only
a darker color. A massively built place
it was. The entrance I was facing had
a wide stone arch over the doorway.

My heart was heavy with a sickening
heaviness. I was worrying about the
atrocious treatment those inside the
building were receiving. I felt so help-
less. “‘Oh! God!”’ I prayed.

Then, I saw a Being standing there
between me and the door. He looked
just like the conventional picture of
Jesus with white, flowing robes. He
reached up and smote the top of the arch
over the doorway with the side of His
hand. By smote, I mean that He struck
it sharply, firmly. There was nothing
meek or mild about the action. As He
struck it, He said aloud in a voice of
authority. ‘‘There shall be no more
atrocities committed in this building.
The mantle of God’s Love shall hang
over every doorway.’’

Then the scene changed. I was inside
the building, looking down a long, long
stone corridor which ran at right angles
to the main entrance hall. I saw a great
many cell doors on both sides of the
passageway, and over each doorway
hung a dark red mantle.

This dream makes me very happy and .

satisfied. I am still all aglow. The glo-
rious Christ Presence seems.to be still
with me.

I think this dream was given me to
show that my prayers are being an-
swered. I am so thankful! [ praise
God!

Surrender to the Christ Presence
within yourself, Bill. He will guide and
protect you from all evil. Bless you,
dear.

Mother.
* % * * * * * * %
March 21, 1945
Dear Bill:

T awakened in the middle of the night
last night, in fear and trembling. It
seemed to me that I had just returned
from some horrible place. I couldn’t
recall anything that I had seen or heard,

ing.
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but I was frightfully upset emotionally,
and my room seemed filled with an un-
familiar, heavy odor. I got up and went
through the house to see if anything was
burning, although, I couldn’t say that
it was the odor of burning. T simply
couldn’t possibly place that peculiar
smell. However, I felt that I should
pray. I realized that the odor must be
coming to me through my spiritual
senses. I cannot say that I felt you were
in danger especially, but I felt that some-
body was. Therefore I made my prayers
general at first, covering everyone every-
where who needed divine protection.
Then I narrowed my petitions and af-
firmations down to you and your friends
and crew members.

The strange, disagreeable odor re-
mained in my room for hours, or so it
seemed. All my love, dear.

Mother.
* * ¥ * * * * * *
Avpril 3, 1945
Darling Bill:

I awakened with my nostrils full of
the horrible odor again last night. It
was exactly the same smell. I am not
certain if it is supposed to be a disagree-
able odor or not. It may be some kind
of incense or a perfume with which I
am entirely unfamilar. I cannot say
that I appreciate perfume of any kind,
at any time, and to have it come to me
in such overpowering profusion in the
middle of the night is rather frighten-
I had the feeling last night that
vou were in danger, so I prayed and
praved. Then, I switched the light on.
The odor persisted, unaffected by light
or darkness, and I picked up the Bible,
praying that I would find some comfort
in it.

This is the passage my eyes fell upon,
as I opened it:

““Behold, God will not cast away a
perfect man, neither will he help the
evil doers:

““Till he fill thy mouth with laugh-
ing, and thy lips with rejoicing.”’

I read no more. I felt T had my an-
swer. I am not sure that it isn’t co-
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lossal conceit to take that passage to
apply literally to you, but I feel that
God was assuring me, through that
Scripture, that He would not allow you
to. be cast away. Your safe return would
most surely fill my mouth with laughter
and my lips with rejoicing. The pas-
sage gave me the spiritual uplift that I
was seeking, so that I could pray with
rejoicing. I have learned that it is most
important to get into a state of rejoic-
ing and thanksgiving while we pray, in
order to obtain the surest and quickest
results. Therefore, I did not stop pray-
irg because I had ceased to worry about
you. On the other hand, I redoubled
my efforts and prayed for you and
everyone I could think of, and everyone
I couldn’t think of, also.
Mother.

* %

May 8, 1945

LI S T T T

Dearest Bill:

Peace! 1 feel so excited and happy
and I am thanking God. Surely it will
not be long now until we hear from you.

God bless you. Love.

' Mother.

* % % %

May 9, 1945

* %k % %k %

Dear Bill:
I had a mixed up dream last night,
and I don’t know whether I should con-

sider it significant or not. It was very -

vague, but it seemed to me that there
were five or six of you Canadian Air
Foree boys being held in a German camp
or prison. You were one of them. A
German official or some such person
came in and ordered one of your num-
ber into a separate room for question-
ing. The rest of you in the room gath-
ered into a little knot, and you said,
“‘They are trying to get an excuse to
shoot us. He’ll bring a charge of in-
subordination or something of that na-
ture. We’ll have to be very careful how
we answer him when our turn comes.”’
That was all to the dream. 1 awak-
ened. I realized that it was a call to
prayer and I put everything I had into
praying for the protection and salvation

part of the ninety-first Psalm.
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of you and your pals. I feel a little
anxious this morning, because I cannot
remember that I prayed until I got to
the stage of rejoicing. However, I do
remember that I placed you lovingly in
the hands of the Father, and I recited a
““There
shall no evil befall Thee, neither shall
any plague come nigh thy dwelling.
For He hag given His angels charge over
thee, to keep thee in all thy ways. They
shall bear thee up in their hands.”
And, ‘“He shall cover thee with his
feathers, and under His wings shalt
thou trust.”” I kept saying them over
and over. I love that last verse espe-
cially. It is so reassuring:

‘‘He shall cover thee with His feathers,
and under His wings shalt thou trust.”’

Of course, the fact that I drzamed you
were one of the boys does not necessarily
mean that you were in danger, for some-
times I am led to believe that it is one
of my own family that is in trouble be-
cause no doubt I pray more fervently
for one of my own. For example, eight
years ago, I dreamed I was walking along
an icy street with your Aunt Beth
and a friend. Beth fell and was badly
hurt. I awakened and spent much time
praying for her protection and healing.
I wrote to her and she replied that she
had not fallen and had met with no
accident of any kind. I praised and
thanked God for her protection.

The next day I received a letter from
the friend, and she told me about falling
on the icy streets and hurting her back
so badly that at first her doctor thought
she wouldn’t walk again. But she said
she was making such rapid improvement
that her doctor was amazed. She be-
lieved, as I did, that since Beth did not
need my prayers that the God-power
that was released through me, as I prayed
for Beth that night, was used for the
healing of my friend.

God bless and keep you, dear, and all
of your friends, helpers, and crew mem-
bers. Be it unto you according to the
will of God. Love, Mother.

(To be continued)
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