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David Comes Home
Ernest Buckler

HERE WAS a stillness
in Joseph’s mind as he

plowed the first furrows
on the side hill below the or-
chard; not the stillness of the
weary, because it was only midaf-
ternoon and his muscles were with-
out weight; but the stillness which
comes over the mind when it has
searched so long, silently, for the
answer to a question not itself
quite clear.

When David, his son, had been
there to guide the horses, some-
times there would be no sound be-
tween them either, not even the
building together of small jokes.
Yet then the thoughts in his mind
had seemed to make a little cur-
rent moving shapelessly but as with
a gentle ringing through the quiet
minutes, the way the plow shelved

its soft path through the long,
curling sod.

At the top of the hill, Joseph
paused to give the horses their
wind. He could see his own house
now—the mneat, low clapboard
house that had been his father’s—
with the large chimneys showing
white and clean above the chestnut
trees. He turned over a sod, ab-
sently, with his heavy boot.

And when he did, he noticed
something fall away cleanly from
its tight pocket in the earth. It
was not a stone. Joseph picked it
up and looked at it. It was a spin-
ner he had plowed up, and it had
lain there, lost, for seven years. He
and David had searched for it but
they could never find it.

He remembered so clearly the
morning David had lost that spin-
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ner. It was the morning he had
taken him back in the woods fish-
ing and David had stayed all night
in the camp for the first time. He
could remember how David looked
then, the hair heavy and moist but
- the face and the body almost thin.
He could see the strange quickness
in David’s face and the eyes which
always seemed to have the heat
of fever in them. He knew David
was excited that day, in a secret
sort of way. And that night Jo-
seph could tell that he was lying
awake, quietly, in the dark.

But he was not sure whether
David had been happy or just
tired. He could not ask him, even
then. And when David grew up,
his strange quiet had still heen
there. Joseph had been proud of
the many new things that David
could read and understand easily.
But he had always felt that David
must leave the farm which he
loved so much himself. The steps
in the field, the slower steps in the
field as the day tired and grew
dark . . . and then the quiet kitchen
walled in from the swing of the
ax and the shoulder-bending and
the sun-bright sweep of the scythe
and the heavy plow handles and
the day-movement and the man-
business . . . the small, walled-in
place to come to at noon when the
sun was still high, and the food
warmed in you like a slow wine

. and soberly in the evening
when the lamp was lit, for peace
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. things like these . . . these
would be small things for David’s
bright mind, and Joseph was not
sure they were enough to hold him.

It was hard for a clumsy man to
show his own son a thing like that.
And yet, sometimes when they
would be plowing in the field to-
gether, he had hoped that the si-
lence between them might not be
a strangeness at all ; had hoped that
David was quiet because he knew
his father’s thoughts were not
word-shaped and bright like his
own but of one flesh just the same.
In that way the silence became a
bond. But Joseph could not be
sure that this was so.

If your son went away in anger,
even, then no matter what hap-
pened, he would be your son still.
But his son had seemingly gone
away with no keepsake at all of
the things they had had together.
He had tried desperately, that last
morning as David went off to
camp, to say some simple thing that
might make it plain between them,
but the slow erosion of minutes had
dumbed his tongue. And Joseph
knew that if they had loved noth-
ing in the same way, death would
leave him no part of his son to
cherish.

Joseph had read the first letters
that David sent, hoping desper-
ately for some sign, but there had
been none. Now he would never
know, for the phone call had ended:
that. The facts were all gathered,

1945

all there would ever be, and no
matter how long he thought, the
answer was in none of them.

Joseph sighed a little, quickly,
and turned the horses. He set the
plow in the furrow again and fol-
lowed it patiently down the long
face of the hill.

In the kitchen, Ellen, his wife,
was sitting quiet, waiting a few
minutes before she called to him.
The wrappings from the package
were on the table before her, and
one sheet of the papers inside she
held in her hands still. She was
letting the tears come a little,
casily, before she called Joseph.

The kitchen was small, but the
soft-wood floor was scrubbed and
white as cotton, and the sun seemed
always to be in it. It had been the
heart of the whole house. It had
been Ellen’s whole world — close
and quiet like the presence of a
friend—until that day weeks ago
the phone rang and the strange
voice told her in curiously flat
words about David. Ever since
that day, the kitchen had seemed
quite strange and, when she work-
ed there, it had seemed as if she
were not home at all.

Now she placed the papers to-
gether again, tenderly, and went to
call her husband.

Joseph could not think what
Ellen could want in the middle of
the afternoon. He glanced at her
face as he came through the door,
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but there seemed to be nothing
wrong.

“There’ were some papers,” El-
len said softly, pointing to the
table, “of David’s. They are little
things—notes he must have just
put down sometime, as one would
who lacks someone close to talk
with.”

There was a date at the top of
the page: August 30, 1944. That
was the very day before, Joseph
thought suddenly . . . it would be
the very last. And then, as he be-
gan to read, all the awkwardness
seemed to leave his hands at once.

“I guess the day I remember
best of all was the day I lost the
spinner . . . the day Father and I
went back in the woods and I
stayed all night in the camp for
the first time. I could not eat my
breakfast for thinking about it.
And when we were all ready I
started off, wanting to leave the
pasture road behind and get onto
the strange, exciting log road that
went where I had never been, deep
and deeper into the stfll woods.

“The log road was so beautiful
to walk along it made a song in
one's feet, and there was no need
to say anything, with all the bright
running things happening inside
There would be little patches ol
snow still under the big trees, and
I could feel the cool breath of it
as I walked along, but when I sat
on the big rock and looked at the
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line so steadily in the current, it
felt after a while as though I were
floating along with it. The sun
came out on the back of my shirt.

“And, then, later, when the
whole night was cool, there was
the dry wood Father could always
find somewhere for the fire. And
with Father there, it was dark and
quiet and warm in the camp, and
the big trees whispered together
their drowsy talk outside in the
dark. It was the first night I had
slept in the woods, and there had
never been anything like it . . . I
guess that was the best day there
ever was. I guess a guy should be
satisfied to have had just one day
like that.

“I remember lying awake a long
time that night. And I think Dad
was awake, too. He didn’t say
anything, but I think he knew how
it was. Somehow I think Dad al-
ways knew how it was. . ..”

“The horses,” Joseph said sud-
denly in a low voice. “I forgot the
horses.”

Ellen had seen him tie the horses
before he came over to the house.

But she didn’t say anything.

David! David! Joseph said his
son’s name over and over in his
mind when he was again in the
fields. He said it with an exalta-
tion, for the stillness was all gone
now from his mind, and the good
kind of tears were tight in his
throat. It had been David who
loved this place best of all. And
if your son loved the place he went
away from, then he could never
leave it. If he died even for these
things you both loved, then you
could hear his voice in their voice
still.

He took the spinner from his
pocket and made a hole deep in the
ground. Then he covered it over
gently with earth where the plow
could never reach it. That would
be David’s spot, always. He stood
for a minute, looking across the
valley from mountain to mountaip,
and then he turned the horses again
into the furrow. The field had
looked long and wide. But now it
seemed an easy field to plow. It
seemed as if everywhere he looked,
David had come home.

Whoso draws nigh to God one step
Through doubtings dim,
God will advance a mile,
In blazing light to him.

—Anon.

( Enter the Kingdom of Heaven right now.

Life Tbraugb the Resurrection

Glenn Clark

HE ONE essential require-

'l ment of being reborn as a

new person is that the old
person should die. Not until one is
willing to relinquish all of the
lesser will he be ready to accept
all of the greater.

Not until one is willing to die
unto his personal knowledge will
he be born again as a channel of
God’s Infinite Knowledge. “Who
is the wisest man?” was asked of
the Oracle. “Socrates,” was the
reply, “because he knows that he
knows nothing.” Thomas FEdison,
who was the wisest in his field,
considered himself a channel
through which wisdom from the
Universal Forces of the universe
flowed. Dr. Carver, Pasteur, Ein-
stein, and all the great ones, let
their knowledge die that the Great
Knowledge might be theirs.

Homer and Vergil and Milton
did not invoke the Muses as a mere
matter of form. They were actual-
ly and unqualifiedly putting their
little selves aside, “denying them-
selves,” that the highest spiritual
powers of which they could con-
ceive could flow through them.
Pericles began every oration with
prayer. Demosthenes opened his
oration On the Crown with prayer.

George Eliot said that all her
greatest writings came when she
let go and a “not me” took hold.
Joel Chandler Harris said he never
wrote anything worth while till
“the other fellow” looking over his
shoulder took the pen in his hand
and did the work for him.

Not until one is willing to die to
his personal fame will the great
Universal Fame become his. Gren-
fell left the important posts that
were offered him in England and
buried himself on the bleak coasts
of Labrador. An unknown young
physician buried himself in a little
town named Rochester, in Minne-
sota. Rufus Jones buried himself
in a little college in Pennsylvania.
Someday we will learn that we
cannot hide a lighted torch under
a haystack. ‘

If this power, this renewed life,
this resurrection, becomes so mani-
fest when one dies unto his little
personal self, how much more
powerful it could be when one dies
unto his total self! In Dr. Buck’s
famous work, “Cosmic Conscious-
ness,” he states that very few
men achieve that consciousness
until around the age of thirty-eight
to forty-two. He cites Isaiah, Jere-
miah, even Plato and Aristotle as

b
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examples. During my thirty years
of experience with college stu-
dents, I found many that possessed
this power, but almost invariably
I discovered that someone who was
very near and dear to them had
stepped into Heaven.

My own spiritual growth began
when my twelve-year-old brother
died. T was fourteen at the time.
But my brother had opened a path-
way to the Eternal Verities that
has never been closed. When the
Atlantic Monthly described me as
“one who finds prayer as natural
as breathing, and whose every
prayer is answered,” I consulted
my wife with the thought of writ-
ing the editor not to make such a
sweeping statement. To my sur-
prise, my wife, who was known
for her modesty and understate-
ments, replied at once, “But that is
true, Glenn. T have noticed that
this has been so ever since your
mother died.”

Then I remembered that my
mother had always wanted me to
be a prophet rather than a poli-
tician, a maker of men rather than
a maker of money. But while she
was in the body, her wishes were
limited in power by inhibitions of
the mind, and by tensions of the
body. But the moment she was
liberated from body tensions and
mental limitations, her wishes be-
came multiplied in power by in-
finity itself. That raised in me a
great urge and opened a great
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question: why does one have to
wait until he dies in order to give
his prayers that power? Why can-
not one die unto his little self now,
and let his Great Self take control
immediately? Why cannot he take
an eraser great enough to erase
himself completely out of the pic-
ture, and let the Christ shine
through ? Why cannot we here and
now begin living in Eternity and
see the fulfillment of Christ’s
prayer, “Thy Kingdom come on
earth as it is in Heaven?” Why
cannot we breathe our prayers to
the Father in Heaven, knowing
that they are infinite, unlimited,
irresistible, even as they are infi-
nite, unlimited and irrestistible in
Heaven?

That is what I have tried to do,
and marvelous have been the re-
sults in ways past finding out. And
in doing this I have become in-
creasingly aware of the fact I am
immortal.

Yes, I believe in immortality! I
believe in it for the future life!
I believe it sweetens, sanctifies and
enriches the present life! I know
we shall enter the Kingdom when
we die! But—and this is the great-
est lesson [ have learned from my
years of studying the life of Jesus
—I believe we can start living in
the Kingdom of Heaven here and
now. Why wait? Why waste these
precious years that are spinning
away beneath us? How wonderful
if we could carry that divine rap-
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ture always with us through all of
life, and all of eternity, beginning
in the Here and the Now !

I can see what Jesus meant
when He said, “Greater works
than these shall ye do, because 1
go unto the Father.” He said
further, “If T go not away, the
Comforter will not come unto
you.” He seemed to imply that not
only was there power released
when one died unto himself, fig-
uratively speaking, but still greater
power was released when one died
literally. This explains Pentecost—
the prayer of Christ in Heaven
was in control ; it explains the con-
version of Saul on the road to
Damascus—the last prayer of the
martyred Stephen was taking
effect ; it accounts for the power in
our prayer today when we ask in
Jesus’ name.

And T am convinced that our

dear ones who leave us are not
dead, but in ways that we know
not are helping and blessing those
they left behind. If we only knew
it, believed it, welcomed it, they
are even now opening the win-
dows of heaven through which
God's Wisdom and Inspiration are
flowing into us, and His Love is
enfolding and strengthening us.

There is nothing to fear in death
if our faces are turned toward
God, for it is only through death
that real life and the power to
create life is ours. “When a man
is born,” says an old Persian
proverb, “he commences to die;
when a man dies, he commences
to live.”

Let us say with Paul, “I have
been crucified with Christ; and it
is no longer T that live, but Christ
liveth in me.”

We gaze too long at the tombs of the world. We ask them to swing
open their doors and release that which they never could hold as prisoner.
We petition the dust of the earth to restore that which never became
dust. We request the graves to upheave and give back that which never
entered into the grave. We ask Death to reveal to us the mystery of Life
and then we wonder why the answer is not given. We declare that we
are seeking the proof of immortality even while we give undue empha-
sis to all that is associated with mortality. Why address the grave when
what we want is the answer of Heaven?

When a sower goes forth to sow his grain, he does not expect to
recover from the ground the seed he has scattered. Rather does he go
forth in the time of harvest to gather that which the miracle of life
has created anew. He forgets the seed which was dissolved in the ground
and rejoices in the grain which has grown in the light of Heaven.

—Henry Hallam Saunderson



([ Death gives real meaning to the question of life.

In My Father’s House

Willis J. King

OB CAME to the conviction

that ultimately there would

be vindication for the inno-
cent sufferer. Jesus spoke frequent-
ly of the life eternal and the urgent
need for trying to attain it. The
biblical writers were of the opinion
that the life of a human being,
made in the image of God, did not
terminate with his physical dis-
integration. Mankind belonged to
eternity. The hope of an abundant
life beyond has been the main-
spring of the Christian faith.

As man comes face to face with
death, the last and greatest enemy
of the race, he has had to face the
question of its relation to human
destiny. It is the fact of death
which gives real meaning to the
question of life, The most faithful
interpreters of the life and death
of Jesus have insisted that in both
of these experiences, life and death,
he gave the most significant an-
swer. That has been the faith of
the church all through the cen-
turies, and in this faith it has
triumphed.

And what is the rational basis
for this faith? In the ethical argu-
ment, the reasoning has developéd
in two different directions: the

need of the future life to redress
the wrongs of the present life ; and
the need of another world theatre
in which to develop the life so im-
perfectly lived here.

The religious argument takes
into account both the nature of
God and the nature of man. Man
seems instinctively to long for im-
mortality. This would seem to
argue for the validity of the con-
ception.

The final and most convincing
proof of the life after death would
seem to be found in the nature of
God Himself, as revealed in Jesus
Christ. Said Jesus in that great
passage which was his answer to
the heart hunger of mankind
through the years: “Ye believe in
God, believe also in me. I go to
prepare a place for you. And if I
go and prepare a place for you, I
will come again, and receive you
unto myself; that where I am,
there ye may be also.” That is to
say, God’s nature demands that
another world theater be prepared
for the restless and eternal spirit
of man; and faith in God, as re-
vealed in Jesus Christ, is the as-
surance of the fact that such a
provision has been made.

From Christian Bases of World Order, Abingdon-Cokesbury Press. Copyright

1943. By permission of the publishers.
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( Values in life which are immortal.

Belief in Immortality as a Spiritual

Achievement
Lynn Harold Hough

HE MOST significant fact

!l about human life is the

emergence of values which
give to the world a new meaning
and in whose presence death is
seen for the deceiver that he is.
What values have emerged in hu-
man life which have in them the
seed of immortality ?

First there is the sense of truth
as something to which you must
be loyal at any cost. The moment
you begin to think of truth as
something which has a right to
demand your allegiance, something
superior to physical pleasure or
pain and transcending physical
comfort, you have already passed
out of the world of mortality and
entered into the world of eternal
values.

Then there is beauty as some-
thing greater than any particular
expression of beauty. There is a
beauty that shines in every lovely
thing and yet is beyond them all, a
beauty that gives a soul a loveli-
ness to the material world. As you
give yourself to the thought of this
beauty, as you try to express it in

lovely words, or to capture it in the

net of mind, or to pour it out in
the graciousness of daily living,
you have already passed into a
realm which mortality cannot
touch.

Whenever you meet goodness
you confront another challenge
to mortality. Goodness transcends
the material order. It is a value
that belongs to eternity. You
cannot exhaust goodness. Not
merely does it deserve eternal life.
It is in quality itself eternal.

The experience of deep and
genuine human fellowship often
transcends the limitations which
belong to mortality. To love men
as Professor Rauschenbusch loved
them is to enter a region where the
biology of time becomes incidental.
You can only love men with the
greatest sort of love by assuming
that they have a kind of infinite
worth. You must lift them into the
region of permanent values before
you can give to them the greatest
devotion. The great friends of men
have been those who considered
mankind to possess a value beyond
price. Great saints like Francis de
Sales were always seeing in men

¥
_ From If I Had Only One Sermon to Preach on Immortality, edited by W. L.
Stidger, Harper & Brothers, publishers, N. Y., 1929,
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more than men saw in themselves.
The very offer of such fellowship
takes us out of time and puts us
into eternity, Death has no domin-
ion in the world of moral fellow-
ship. You have here a kind of value
which death cannot touch.

And multitudes of men have
found satisfaction in what they
confidently declared to be fellowship
with the living God. Jesus seized
upon this in his imperial way. God
is not the God of the dead but of
the living, he declared. To know
God is to share the triumphant life
of God. Such was the faith of
Jesus. Such was the confidence he
bequeathed to the world. The men
of the New Testament came to
realize that their fellowship with
Christ took quite away the sting
of death, and the power of the
grave. All sepulchers are open to
those who know the meaning of
that high fellowship.

Of one more value which trans-
cends the limits of mortality we
must say a word. This value is Sac-
rifice. “Nobody denies,” wrote Dr.
Horace ]. Bridges, “that gallant
gentlemen, whose talents and genius
the world could ill spare, did a
splendidly right thing when, in the
wreck of the Titanic, they stood

aside and accepted certain death
to give -a chance for life to stew-
ardesses and immigrant women.”
We are abashed by the moral mag-
nificence of such actions. What-
ever else they may mean, they
surely do mean that here you touch
values in whose presence death is
without power. Such attitudes chal-
lenge eternity to justify them.
Great self-sacrifice sets a standard
to which the vast scheme of things
simply must measure up.

All these far-flung values—the
greatness of truth, the imperish-
able quality of beauty, the vistas
of goodness, the abiding satisfac-
tion of fellowship, human and di-
vine, the strange wonder of sacri-
fice, are things we reach by taking
adventures in their name. When
we take risks for them they be-
come our own possession. And if
we take risks in the name of all of
them we find that the inward man
is renewed by a force which has its
own vast power. To fight for these
things and to make them our own
is to come into a new world. And
as we dwell in that world we dis-
cover that immortality has ceased
to be a problem. It has become an
authentic and undeniable experi-
ence.

It was Horace Bushnell who said, “The faith of immortality depends
upon a sense of it begotten and not on an argument for it concluded.”

( An ancient writer stresses the lessons to be learned
from the human sufferings of the Christ.

A Meditation on the Passion of Christ

H. Suso
(1295-1365)

HEN said the Eternal Wis-

|I dom to the Servitor, Attend

and listen dutifully, while I

tell thee what sufferings I loving-
ly endured for thy sake.

After T had finished my last sup-
per with my disciples, whenll had
offered myself to my enemies on
the mount, and had resigned my-
self to bear a terrible death, and
knew that it was approaching very
near, so great was the oppression
of my tender heart and all my body
that I sweated blood; then I was
wickedly arrested, bound and led
away. On the same night they
treated me with insult and con-
tumely, beating me, spitting upon
me, and covering my head. Before
Caiaphas I was unjustly accused
and condemned to death. What
misery it was to see my mother
seized with unspeakable sorrow of
heart, from the time when she be-
held me threatened with such great
danger, till the time when I was
hung upon the cross. They brought
me before Pilate with every kind
of ignominy, they accused me false-
ly, they adjudged me worthy of
death. Before Herod I, the Eternal

Wisdom, was mocked in a bright
robe. My fair body was miserably
torn and rent by cruel scourg-
ings. They surrounded my head
with a crown of thorns; my gra-
cious face was covered with blood
and spittings. When they had thus
condemned me to death, they led
me out with my cross to bear the
last shameful punishment. Their
terrible and savage cries could be
heard afar off: “Crucify, crucify
the wicked man.”

Servitor—Alas, Lord, if so bit-
ter were the beginnings of thy pas-
sion, what will be the end there-
of ? In truth, if I saw a brute beast
so treated in my presence I could
hardly bear it. What grief then
should I feel in my heart and soul
at Thy Passion? And yet there
is one thing at which I marvel
greatly. For I long, O my most
dear God, to know only Thy God-
head ; and Thou tellest me of Thy
humanity. 1 long to taste Thy
sweetness, and Thou showest me
Thy bitterness. What meancth
this, O my Lord God?

Wisdom—No man can come to
the height of my Godhead, nor at-

From Freedom, Love and Truth, edited by Dean Inge. Ralph T. Hale & Co.,

publishers.
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tain to that unknown sweetness,
unless he be first led through the
bitterness of my humanity. My
humanity is the road by which men
must travel. My passion is the
gate through which they must en-
ter. Away then with thy cowardice
of heart, and come to me prepared
for a hard campaign. For it is not
right for the servant to live softly
and delicately, while his Lord is
fighting bravely. Come, I will now
put on thee my own armor. And
so thou must thyself also experi-
ence the whole of my passion, so
far as thy strength permits. Take
therefore the heart of a man; for
be sure that thou wilt have to en-
dure many deaths before thou
canst put thy nature under the
yoke. I will sprinkle thy garden of
spices with new flowers. Many are
the afflictions which will come up-
on thee, till thou hast finished thy
sad journey of bearing the cross,
and hast renounced thine own will,
and disengaged thyself so com-
pletely from all creatures in all
things which might hinder thine
eternal salvation, as to be like one
about to die, and no longer mixed
up with the affairs of this life.
Servitor—Hard and grievous to
bear are all things which Thou
sayest, Lord. I tremble all over.
How can I bear all these things?
Suffer me, O Lord, to ask Thee
something. Could’st Thou not de-
vise any other way of saving my
soul and of testifying Thy love

toward me, so as to spare Thyself
such hard sufferings, and so that I
need not suffer so bitterly with
Thee?

Wisdom — The unfathomable
abyss of my secret counsels no
man ought to seek to penetrate, for
no one can comprehend it. And
yet that which thou hast sug-
gested, and many other things,
might have been possible, which
nevertheless never happened. Be
assured however that as created
things now are, no more fitting
method could be found. The
Author of nature doth not think
so much of what He is able to do
in the world, as what is most fitting
for every creature: and this is the
principle of His operations. And by
what other methods could the se-
crets of God have been made known
to man, than by the assumption of
humanity by Christ? By what
other means could he who had
deprived himself of joy by the
inordinate pursuit of pleasure be
brought back more fittingly to the
joys of eternity? And who would
be willing to tread the path avoid-
ed by all of a hard and despised
life, if God had not trodden it
Himself? If thou wert condemned
to death, how could anyone show
his love and fidelity to thee more
convincingly, or provoke thee to
love him in return more power-
fully, than by taking thy sentence
upon himself? If then there is
anyone who is not roused and
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moved to love me from his heart
by my immense love, my infinite
pity, my exalted divinity, my pure
humanity, my brotherly fidelity,
my sweet friendship, is there any-
thing that could soften thy strong
heart?

Servitor — The light begins to
dawn on me, and I seem to myself
to see clearly that it is as Thou
sayest, and that whoever is not
altogether blind must admit that
this is the best and most fitting of
all ways. And yet the imitation of
Thee is grievous to a slothful and
corruptible body.

Wisdom — Shrink not because
thou must follow the footsteps of
my passion. For he who loves God
and is inwardly united to Him
finds the cross itself light and easy
to bear, and has nothing to com-
plain of. No one receives from me
more marvelous sweetness than he
who shares my bitterest labors. He
only complains of the bitterness of
the rind who has not tasted the
sweetness of the kernel. He who re-

lies on me as his protector and
helper may be thought to have ac-
complished a large part of his task.

Servitor—Lord, by these consol-
ing words I am so much encour-
aged that I seem to myself to be
able to do and suffer all things
through Thee.

Wisdom—No one more truly
testifies his grief over my passion
than he who in very deed passes
through it with me. Far more
pleasing to me is a heart disen-
tangled from the love of transitory
things, and earnestly intent on
gaining the highest perfection ac-
cording to the example which I
have set before him in my life,
than a heart which continually
weeps over my passion, shedding
as many tears as all the raindrops
that ever fell. For this is what I
most desired and looked for in my
endurance of that cruel death—
namely that mankind might imitate
me; and yet pious tears are very
dear to me.

LEST THEIR EYES SHOULD REST ON ME
M. Okuno (a Japanese minister)

Now let me live

To manifest thee, O Lord,

Unto my people—

But let me hide behind thee

Lest their eyes should rest on me.

From The World at One in Prayer. Edited by Daniel Johnson Fleming. Harper

and Brothers, publishers.



(. A Jewish Rabbi shows the spiritual
truth of the resurrection.

The Crucifixion

Rabbi Abraham L. Feinburg

UR Christian friends dedi-
cate one of their most
sacred periods to the resur-

rection. May 1 present my per-
sonal concept? The resurrection of
Jesus takes place wherever men
follow the ideals he drew from his
Hebraic forbears and proclaimed
in fresh cadence and emphasis to
the world. Having lived and died
physically in the fellowship of
righteousness and for the triumph
of love, he rises spiritually from
the dead, to inspire men with
loftier aims, incite to nobler actions
and fill hearts with an invincible
passion for brotherhood, justice
and peace. This is the only sense
in which Jesus, or anyone else, can
be resurrected for the purpose and
within the kin of earth. But it is
a superlative thing.

Wherever peace is pursued and
justice defended, wherever the
poor and lowly are helped and
pitied, there Jesus lives, together
with all others who stand beside
him in the company of those who
loved their fellow-men. Not in
panoplied hosts nor temporal pomp
but in the tears of those who suf-
fer does Jesus renew his being.

And Jesus is made to breathe
again, not by the persecutors who
avenge his death, but by the perse-
cuted who still trudge up Golgotha,
as he did, under the heavy burden
of an aged calumny. Israel, the
people of Christ, the Christ of peo-
ples, Israel thou art the resurrec-
tion for thou dost wear a crown of
thorns, thy weary feet are driven
upon every blood-stained highway,
thou hast again become the foe of
Caesar’s might, thou wilt witness
to the everlasting glory of God’s
spirit and even in thy torment thou
dost cry out, “Forgive them; they
know not what they do.”

For twenty centuries we have
been crucified; have we cried for
vengeance? And could the maxi-
mum suffering of the German peo-
ple for two decades from 1918
compare with the suffering of
Israel for 2,000 years? Yet we
have not sworn vengeance.

The crucifixion of Jesus and the
crucifixion of Jewry — together
they agonize on the cross, for they
are one in suffering and together
they will be resurrected in a new
dawn of human regeneration, for
they are one in their triumph.

From Current Religious Thought, September, 1944,
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( Death is nothing to be afraid of.

The Boy That Was Scaret o’ Dyin’

Annie T.

NCE there was a boy that
O was dreadful scaret o

dyin’! Some folks is that
way, you know; they ain’t never
done it to know how it feels, and
they're scaret. And this boy was
that way. He wasn’t very rugged,
his health was sort o’ slim, and
mebbe that made him think about
sech things more. "T' any rate, he
was terr’ble scaret o’ dyin’. "Twas
a long time ago, this was—the
times when posies and creatures
could talk so’s folks could know
what they was sayin’.

And one day as this boy Reuben
was settin’ under a tree, an ellum
tree, cryin’, he heerd a little, little
bit of a voice—not squeaky, you
know, but small and thin and soft
like—and he see ’'twas a posy
talkin’. 'Twas one o’ them posies
they call Benjamines, with three-
cornered whitey blowths with a
mite o’ pink on 'em, and it talked
in a kind o’ pinky-white voice,
and it says, “What you cryin’ for,
Reuben?”’ And he says, ‘“’Cause
I'm scaret o’ dyin’,” says he; “I'm
dreadful scaret o' dyin’.” Well,
what do you think? That posy jest
laughed — the most cur’us little
pinky-white laugh ’twas and it
says, the Benjamin says: “Dyin’!

Slosson

Scaret o' dyin'? Why, 1 die my-
self every single year o' my life.”
“Die yourself!” says Reuben.
“You're foolin’; you're alive this
minute.” *“’Course I be,” said the
Benjamin; “but that’s neither here
nor there—I've died every year
sence I can remember.” “Don't it
hurt?” says the boy. “No, it
don’t,” says the posy; “It's real
nice. You see, you get kind o’ tired
a-holdin’ up your head straight an’
lookin’ peart and wide-awake, and
tired o’ the sun shinin’ so hot, and
the winds blowin’ you to pieces,
and the bees a-takin’ your honey.
So it’s nice to feel sleepy and kind
o’ hang your head down, and get
sleepier and sleepier, and then find
you're droppin’ off. Then you
wake up jest 't the nicest time o’
year, and come up and look "round,
and—why, I like to die, T do.”
But someways that didn’t help
Reuben much as you'd think. “I
ain’t a posy,” he thinks to him-
self, “and mebbe I wouldn’t come
up.”

Well, another time he was set-
tin’ on a stone in the lower pas-
tur’, cryin’ again, and he heerd an-
other cur’us little voice. "Twa'n’t
like the posy’s voice, but 'twas a
little, woolly, soft, fuzzy voice, and
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he see 'twas a caterpillar a-talkin’
to him. And the caterpillar says,
in his fuzzy little voice, he says,
“What you cryin’ for, Reuben?”
And the boy, he says, “I'm power-
ful scaret o’ dyin’, that's why,”
he says. And the fuzzy caterpillar
he laughed. “Dyin’!” he says. “I'm
lottin’ on dyin’ myself. All my
fam’ly,” he says, “die every once
in awhile, and when they wake up
they’re jest splendid—got wings
and fly about, and live on honey
and things. Why, T wouldn’t miss
it for anything!” he says. “I'm
‘lottin’ on it.” But somehow that
didn’t chirk up Reuben much. “I
ain’t a caterpillar,” he says, “and
maybe I wouldn’t wake up at all.”

Well, there was lots o’ other
things talked to that boy, and tried
to help him—trees and posies and
grass and crawlin’ things, that was
allers a-dyin’ and livin’, and livin’
and dyin’. Reuben thought it
didn’t help him any, but I guess it
did a little mite, for he couldn’t
help thinkin’ o’ what they every
one of 'em said. But he was scaret
all the same.

April

And one summer he began to
fail up faster and faster, and he
got so tired he couldn’t hardly hold
his head up, but he was scaret all
the same. And one day he was
layin’ on the bed, and lookin’ out
o’ the east winder, and the sun
kep’ a-shinin’ in his eyes till he
shet 'em up, and he fell fast asleep.
He had a real good nap ; and when
he woke up he went out to take
a walk.

And he begun to think o’ what
the posies and trees and creatures
had said about dyin’, and how they
laughed at his bein’ scaret at it,
and he says to himself, ‘“Why,
someways I don’t feel so scaret to-
day, but I s’pose I be.” And jest
then what do you think he done?
Why, he met a Angel. He’d never
seed one afore, but he knowed it
right off. And the Angel says,
“Ain’t you happy, little boy?” And
Reuben says, “Well, T would be,
only I'm so dreadful scaret o’ dy-
in’. It must be terr’ble cur’us,” he
says, “‘to be dead.” And the Angel
says, “Why, you be dead.” And he
was !

Winter is always followed by spring. Death which hovers over all
of outdoor life during the wintry months becomes new life as the cold
season goes. Night always gives way to dawn. Here is no end, only
change. God is true to physical nature. Shall He be less true to man, as
yet the highest expression of His creative power and will and wisdom ?
“There is no death, what seems so is transition.”

—Harry Levi

( In post-war planning we dare not forget

the foundation of immortality.

Immortality a Necessity
Joseph M. M. Gray

ITHOUT immortal life
for men the universe is
not only irrational; it is

immoral, for without immortality
the major wrongs that afflict hu-
manity are never righted. There
is a popular disposition of the
future with the protective thesis
that “one gets his hell in this life.”
But no one claims that he gets his
heaven in this life. If pure affec-
tion, crucified in life, has ulti-
mately no fulfillment of its thwart-
ed happiness, the universe which
evoked it is without affection; if
the cry for justice from the
martyred victims of societies or
men too strong for them has in the
end no redressing answer, the uni-
verse which implanted in them the
intuition from which the cry arose
is itself without justice; and the
question remains forever un-
answered as to how affection and
the sense of justice ever came to be.

Nothing will do for us but an
eternal life and a God whose re-
deeming purposes and powers no
mortal mind is wise enough to
limit to the world of time.

Is the strategy of religion in the
post-war world to be no more

than a repetition of age-old beliefs,
while conflicts and the way to
peace, confusions and counsels of
direction, wrongs and opportunities
to right them, clamor around us on
every side? But unless these age-
old beliefs become again the vital
background and sustaining forces
of human conduct, our cause is
already lost. Dean Inge uttered
one of his greatest words when he
said that the Church for the age is
the Church of the ages. The basic
truths for contemporary men are
likewise the truths which men of
all times have proved, by exempli-
fying or by denial, to be necessary
to sustain moral purpose, the
quest of justice, and the loftiest
conceptions of human life. The
supernatural world; a living God;
an eternal life, in which the wrongs
of time shall be redressed, its ills
redeemed, and in which the aspir-
ing minds of men find opportunity
for infinite advance—these are the
basic truths. Only religion is com-
missioned to declare them, and its
declaration must be heard in all it
undertakes. They will undergird
its social gospel and inform and
restrain its aesthetic search.

From The Post-War Strategy of Religion by Joseph M. M. Gray. Abingdon-
Cokesbury Press, N. Y., 1944, By permission of the publishers.
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