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As We Go To Press

You will be especially interested in the first rate story by Miles Clark (page 1).
Miles has conducted the Odyssey Religious Travel Tours to Europe, planned the
tours of Glenn Clark, done editorial work, writes the department in Clear Horizons
called “The World Needs Prayer,” and is active in political work. When the present
story was printed in War Cry it was only a matter of time before we wanted to reprint
it here. . . . Dr. Samuel M. Shoemaker (page 5) is the energetic rector of Calvary
Episcopal Church in New York City. He is the author of many books. If anyone gets
to New York and visits Calvary Church, he will be amazed at the many activities it
sponsors—from the common variety of church activities to the regular meeting of

Alcoholics Anonymous. . . . Grace Wittenberger (page 9) is the former secretary of
Glenn Clark, and a poet and author in her own right. Grace is now Mrs. Petersen and
lives in San Francisco. . . . Ralph W. Sockman (page 15) should need no intro-

duction to anyone. His Sunday morning sermons over a national network make him
probably the best known preacher in America. His many years on the radio is the
best proof of his ability to reach people where they are. . . . Derek Neville (page 27)
is the English author who is becoming more and more widely known in America by his
contributions to magazines. Long ago he decided to give up office work in order to
follow the promptings of the Spirit, and, as you might expect, the Spirit has never
failed him. . . . Nelle R. Cook (page 42) has spent a good part of her life making
good religious books available to readers. She has run a bookstore of her own, operated
book-tables in churches and camps, and is active in the Philadelphia Camp Farthest
Out group. She lives in Glenside, Pennsylvania.

The office staff of Clear Horizons wishes all our readers a good, refreshing vacation
this summer, and God’s blessing wherever they are.
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The Stranger of Bindle Hollow

Miles Clark

HE telephone call about

I little Effie Johnson had come

just before the Bindle Hol-
low lines went down. Starched
Nurse Hart hung up the phone
after Marvin Johnson had franti-
cally pleaded, “Send Dr. Bill, right
away.” His little girl was doubled
up in pain. Her whole right side
was too tender to touch. But most
of all, she was crying so. Miss Hart
said she would send him right
away, but she bit her lip as she said
it.

A car door slammed, and Nurse
Hart looked down from the second-
floor office window. Dr. Bill step-
ped out of his car into the rain
and slipped in the muddy street.
His little black bag spilled, and the
instruments, went into the mud.
Miss Hart gasped as he picked
them up and ran upstairs to the
office.

Dr. Bill, three years out of medi-
cal school, was too young, she
thought as she went to the steril-

izer. Too young and too soft heart-
ed to take care of these mountain
country people. It needed an ex-
perienced man, one of the old
school who could take care of any
emergency. Dr. Bill knew that
few doctors wanted to come out
here where there was little money.
This was Nurse Hart’s last week.
There was not enough money com-
ing in. Got to cut down, Dr. Bill
had said.

He entered the office, and she
told him quickly as they took the
dirty instruments out. He cleaned
the bag as she took hot instruments
from the steaming sterilizer.

“Effie Johnson’s father just
called from the Farrells’. He
doesn’t have a phone. Sounded like
Effie has a bad appendix, and Mar-
vin is having a fit. Then there's
the Farrells. The old man is dying.
He’s the rich one.”

“He’s been dying for the last
two years, ever since I came up
here,” Dr. Bill said.

From The War Cry for March 18, 1950.
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“But this is really it,” Nurse
Hart insisted, “and he’s got
money.”

“Sure he has plenty of money.
Four doctors in Harristown—but
the bridge is closed to Harristown.
Well, maybe I can make them both
over the Bindle Hollow bridge.
They’re not more than two miles
apart.”

Nurse Hart saw the fatigue lines
in the young doctor’s face. “How
long have you been going?”

“It’s about ten hours. It's the
weather that makes it bad. Seems
every time the weather gets bad,
everybody gets sick,” he said. “But
I'd hate to let Effie down.”

Dr. Bill walked down the street
for a cup of coffee. Then he climbed
into his little clay-covered sedan
and started up the hill through the
tiny town and off the pavement
onto the red clay roads leading to-
ward the bridge.

Water flowed along the ditches,
but the hard crown of the road was
still shedding it almost as fast as
it came down. The road wound
around up through the hills to the
creek. The rain increased in fury.
Back and forth, up, up he drove,
into one mud hole and out. It was
back-breaking work, but two years
of it had hardened his shoulder
muscles. The hazy glow that was
the sun faded, and he turned the
car lights on. Fatigue began to tell
on him.

As he came in sight of the
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wooden Bindle Hollow bridge the
little car skidded off the edge of the
road into another mud hole. Fran-
tically he raced the engine. The
wheels spun again and again, but
the car did not move. And then
his confidence snapped. He slumped
over the wheel.

“God give me strength,” he mur-
mered. The driving rain beat stead-
ily on the roof of the car. The only
thing that came to his mind was a
prayer, The Lord’s Prayer.

“Our Father . . . ” Dr. Bill
smiled, his eyes closed. “. . . who
art in Heaven . . . ”

“...hallowed be Thy name ... "

There was a tapping on the win-
dow beside him. “ . . . Thy King-
dom come . . . ” He looked out into
the rain and darkness and saw a
man beside the car. “Thy will be
done. .. ."”

“Can I help you?” the man asked
as Dr. Bill rolled the car window
down.

097 onvertth 2

Dr. Bill smiled and shrugged
his shoulders. “Maybe so. I've
given it up.”

“ . ..asitis in Heaven . . .
The words still came to him phrase
by phrase as the stranger climbed
in beside him.

“Back up a little,” the stranger
said. Dr. Bill started the engine
and backed up slightly.

“.,..forgive us. ..

“Now try it.” Dr. Bill shoved
the gears into low, and the car slid
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slowly out of the mud hole.

“...our debts...”

Rain fell harder, and the road
leading up to the bridge was like
a wet washboard. Dr. Bill strained
to see. But he felt refreshed.

“...as we forgive ... ”

He was surprised to see a stran-
ger out this far and in this weather.

“ .. .our debtors . . . ” he
thought.

“Going far?” he asked the stran-
ger.

“No, just up the hill to visit an
old man.”

“Lead us not
tionE ke, >

“I hope the bridge will hold us,”
Dr. Bill said. “I've an important
visit myself to make up in the hills.”
The stranger had not moved. Dr.
Bill had not seen his face at all.
When he had tapped on the win-
dow, Dr. Bill had the idea the eyes
were very friendly. But he was
tired then. Now his heart sang.
The hills were suddenly friendly.
The car seemed to have lost its
damp chill.

X . but deliver us from

»

into tempta-

evili: o

The bridge loomed ahead. It was
still standing. They raced and
skidded along the creek bank where
the road was beginning to wash
away. The creek was now a boiling,
raging river, and for an instant the
fear and fatigue hit Dr. Bill again.

S5 for Thihe " 2

The approach to the bridge was
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partly washed out, and they struck
the first wood plank with a jarring
thud. Past the “bridge closed” sign,
they started across.

“ . ..is the Kingdom .. .”

The words pounded in his head
as though they were being sung
by a Heavenly chorus accompanied
by the symphony of the storm.
Slowly the car edged across.

“...and the power ...’

The chorus was louder, just as
though it were in the back seat.
The bridge swayed under the
weight of the car. Foot by foot he
pushed the car along.

“...and the glory . . .”

Finally the end was in sight and
he speeded up, swerving at the end
to miss the “‘bridge closed” sign.

Slsiadforevers. o

New strength was in his arms as
he fought the wet, red clay roads
up the long hill where a muddy
country lane crossed the road.

“...andever...”

A hand was on his arm. The
stranger said, “Will you let me off
at this crossing ?”

Dr. Bill stopped the car, and the
stranger got out. The door closed
as a great roaring noise came from
the creek.

o apAmen

Dr. Bill thought he caught a
glimpse of the stranger heading
down to the right as he was off
again. The tiny farm house of Mar-
vin Johnson was in a grove of
pines on the hill. He raced to make

»
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the hill and shut off his engine. His
eyes closed, and the words formed
on his lips, “Thank You, God.”

Car lights were coming up right
behind him, and then Marvin
Johnson jumped out shouting, “Hi,
Doc. Let me help you.”

His pale, faded wife, who had
been watching from the kitchen
window, took his bag and Marvin
took his wet coat as they tramped
into the warm kitchen.

“Man, how did you ever make
it? This is the worst rain I ever
did see.” Marvin was amazed, in-
credulous, beaming and relieved
all at once. “Now Effie will be all
right, won’t she, Doc?”

Dr. Bill smiled. It hadn’t been
so hard coming as he thought it
would be. But he moved swiftly to
his work. Effie was in bad shape.
She never would have lasted the
night. Dr. Bill worked with strength
and confidence as with a new-
found faith. His only helper was
Mrs. Johnson, who had to spend
most of her time keeping Marvin
out of the way. The tiny infected
appendix came out successfully,
and at last Effie lay sleeping peace-
fully, safely out of danger.

As Dr. Bill was putting on his
coat, he asked Marvin, “How do I
get to the Farrells’ place? I'm sup-
posed to see old Mr. Farrell. They
say he’s dying.”

“It’s back at the crossing to the

Summer

left, but I can save you the trouble
of going down there,” Marvin said,
a smile covering his big face. “I
was down there just before you
came. Called you from there in fact,
and followed you up here. I saw
the old man, myself, when he died.
My friend, Jim Tully, is the butler,
and he took me up to see the old
man. All the servants were sur-
prised because the old man was so
different from how he'd always
seemed before. He was kind and
smiling, and he prayed for all of us,
especially asking forgiveness for his
own sins. Just like he had seen the
face of God Himself.” Marvin
paused, a little awed by his own re-
mark—a poetic phrase which he
never would have admitted he was
capable of uttering.

“Say,” he went on, “Jim and I
thought we saw the Bindle Hollow
bridge wash out an hour before we
saw your lights come across.” He
looked at Dr. Bill and then laugh-
ed. “It sure was a miracle how you
made it.”

Dr. Bill looked at the two of
them—happy, safe and loving the
world and God. He saw Effie sleep-
ing in the next room, safely tucked
in by her mother. Then as he look-
ed out into the storm, a flash of
lightning, bigger than all the rest,
illuminated the valley of Bindle
Hollow, his beloved village.

“Yes,” Dr. Bill said, “it sure was
a miracle.”

( Don't think of yourself or of anyone else in old molds.

Don’t Pigeon-Hole People!

Samuel M. Shoemaker

LL OF US have a tend-
A ency to put people in cate-

gories —to classify them
and pigeon-hole them. Many have
a few close friends whom they
white-wash and in whom they find
no faults ; and then there are others
whom they just don’t like and in
whom they find little good. We
think of a few people as being flaw-
less, and this is sheer sentimental-
ity ; and of the rest as almost identi-
fied with their faults.

There’s Mrs. So-and-so who is a
gossip. There’s Jones—the grouch-
iest man on the street. Old Brown
—you know he’ll “do” you if you
give him half a chance. And when
anybody begins mentioning the
fact that Christianity can change
human nature, we say: “Well, you
just don’t know this person—
nothing will ever change him!”

Do you know what this does? It
hardens the person down into a
mold from which it is still more
difficult to extricate him. Even if
he has some desire to change his
ways, our expressed opinion of him
puts a fence around his better de-
sires. What do you think Jesus
meant when He said: “Judge not,

that ye not be judged?” He could

not have meant, “Do not form
opinions about people.” He Him-
self formed opinions about people,
and they were not always compli-
mentary, either, as in the case of
the Pharisees.

I do not think He was asking us
not to use our intellectual faculties
in sizing up people and situations ;
I think He was saying to us,
“Never put people in final cate-
gories, for that damns into them
more deeply the very things you
should be helping them to lose.”

For the fact is that human na-
ture does change. Now and then
my opinion of someone crystallizes
and I put him in a pigeon-hole,
only to find later that he has be-
come almost another person. Years
ago I knew a young fellow who
was weak and wishy-washy; his
face was weak, he was weak all
over. But I saw him again after a
lapse of some ten years. He had
been drawing ever deeper mean-
ing from his church and growing
ever closer to his Lord—and when
I met him again, such a strength
and poise had come into him, such
a firmness of will and character,
that I would scarcely have recog-
nized him. I had been wrong in my

From The Evangel, May, 1949. 61 Gramercy Park, New York, N. Y.
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opinion, not of his status, but of
his possibility. Have you ever mis-
judged people?

Of course, the chief thing about
all this is that, not only are we not
meant to fix people in pigeon-holes
by judgment, but we are meant to
help them recognize and discard
their faults. People’s faults are
often as much trouble to them as
a pain in the body, and if not to
them, then to others about them.

Few of us are wholly blind to our
faults; we'd like to overcome them
if only we knew how. If only some-
one could slip alongside us, and
make us feel that he has some needs
too, and then begin to tell us what
Christ has done to help him to meet
those needs, we might join him in
the joyous company of the con-
scious sinners who have known the
blessing of forgiveness and a new
life in Christ which changes our
natures radically.

The desire to do this, to help
people out of their difficulties and
over their faults, is in direct con-
tradiction to the desire to fix them
in final negative categories; for
such a change implies hope, and
such hope only comes from faith,

@
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and faith knows that “all things
are possible to him that believeth.”

I would urge you also not to put
yourself in a final category. Some
of us have rooted beliefs that we are
better than we are, some that we
are worse than we are. So many
people say, when you tell them
they can be in living touch with
God, “But I am not a mystic”; or
if you tell them they can be used to
help others spiritually, and bring
them to Christ, “Oh, I could never
do that.” This passes sometimes for
humility, but it is really a lack of
faith in God.

Don’t think of yourself or of any-
one else in old molds. Say your
prayers, get back into touch with
Christ again, accept from Him
fresh forgiveness and fresh grace;
and remember that every time you
touch God, and God touches you,
you are different and make a new
start. “If any man be in Christ, he
is a new creature.” If we and those
we seek to help are “in Christ,” we
need never, and must never put
ourselves or them, in despairing
and negative categories! Don’t
pigeon-hole people.

Alexander, Caesar, and I myself have founded empires; but upon
what do these creations of our genius depend? Upon force. Jesus alone
founded His empire upon love; and to this very day millions would

die for Him.—Napoleon.

( “It looks like the Man Upstairs must
have had His arm around us.”

His Arm Around Us

Genevieve C. Parkhurst

bus had pulled out, leaving

a number of passengers on the
platform at El Reno, Oklahoma.
Our faces were long. But we smiled
as an old touring car drove up to
take us on our way. Nine of us
were packed into the seven passen-
ger car, which had seen many bet-
ter days. But we were in no mood
to criticize any sort of conveyance.
. Those in the back of the car
laughed and talked. I kept very
still. I was sitting beside the driver.
Plainly he had enough on his
hands.

A strange foreboding came over
me—a sense of danger. This im-
pending danger settled over me—
gripped my heart. I clapsed my
hands together and prayed. That
was all I knew to do and something
must be done. I knew that.

“What is that scraping?”’ some-
one asked, voicing the question
ringing in my mind. But no one
answered and the faint swish, swish
continued with every revolution of
the wheels. We rounded a hill and
started down a long steep grade.
Suddenly it seemed I must lift that
vehicle and these people up, beyond
sure disaster, into the realm of the
Eternal. With all the purpose and

J:[T WAS war time. The packed

power of mind, soul and will, I set
my heart upon God and lifted all
of us to Him. Closed to the ma-
terial surrounding, I held steadfast-
ly to the reality of God’s Kingdom
of harmony and held all of us there.

The car slowed down, drew into
a small town. Before we reached
the bus station people were gaz-
ing at us. Small boys ran, yelling,
after our faithful old car. Men
called to other men and all followed
us. By the time the car had stopped
rolling a crowd had gathered. “Did
you ever! How on earth! I never
saw anything like it!” came from
them.

The driver jumped out and
pressed his way through the
crowd. He stood speechless as he
ran his fingers through his hair.
And well he might as he looked
at the right rear tire. The casing
had a long break in the side
through which the inner tube pro-
truded, a long, transparent water-
melon-shaped balloon. It was thin
as tissue paper for it had rubbed
the fender at every turn. The
crowd watched the driver, then
they, too, were speechless.

As T got out of the car, a maga-
zine fell from my lap onto the
ground. There it lay, not two feet

7



from the miracle inner tube, open
to an article headed in bold caps,
THE POWER OF PRAYER.
The driver looked at the magazine.

>, »,

A smile twisted his mouth as he
said, “It looks like the Man Up-
stairs must have had his arm
around us.”

@
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Leave Room for God to Change

Your Plans
R. G. Johnson

words “in sh’ Allah” (God
willing), the Arab acknowl-

edges his humility and trust in God.
He accepts calmly the fact that his
best laid plans might be upset.

We of the Western world would
do well to adopt the philosophy of
the Arab. It would save us need-
less anguish when we fail to attain
the goals we set ourselves. Instead
of believing ourselves miserable
failures, we would be in the right
frame of mind to face disappoint-
ment if we started all new ven-
tures remembering that “Man pro-
poses, but God disposes.”

Psychiatrists reveal that almost
all their patients confess to feel-
ings of inadequacy and frustration,
and consider themselves failures.
This is proof of a deplorable lack
of faith that God has a Divine plan
for each of us which may be en-
tirely opposite to the plans we
make for ourselves.

]:[N the frequent use of the

Successful people are just as
prone to this feeling of failure as
others who are less gifted. A
wealthy businessman feels he has
failed because he wanted to be a
writer. The successful writer is un-
satisfied because he once wanted to
become a minister.

Let us consider our own faith.
Can we accept our defeats strong
in the faith that God has other
plans for us?

If tragedy strikes in our lives
and we are overcome with grief
and dark despair, perhaps we feel
that God has forsaken us. Remem-
ber that though our Lord cried,
“My God, my God, why hast thou
forsaken me ?” His last words were,
“Father into thy hands I commend
my spirit.” His serenity and trust
were fully regained. This is the
great example of faith we must all
hold before us.

( The Kingdom of Heaven can be brought to earth through His Servants,
for through them, He can command that the Father's will be done.

One Pathway to Spiritual Union

Grace Wittenberger

NION with the Father is
l! ] the goal of the Soul. Chris-

tians attain that union
through the Christ, Who said, “I
am the Way to Union, the Truth
about Union, the Life of Union.”

One of the relationships with
Jesus Christ we experience that
leads us into that perfect union is
the relationship of servant to mas-
ter. To be a servant of Jesus Christ
brings us into that union we seek.

One of the first things demanded
in this relationship is a totality of
self-giving through body, mind and
will.

When we give ourselves in serv-
ice to Jesus, He as Master com-
mands our body according to the
will of the Father. Where He sends
us, our feet go. As He directs, our
hands move. OQur energy, our
strength, are used in the duties He
commands us to perform. We as
servants are acted upon by our
Master, and in turn we act.

When we accept Jesus as our
Master, our mind comes under His
direction. To serve Him adequately
we must keep in our mind His
needs, His desires, always antici-
pating His wishes. In this service,
demanding the use of our mind,
there is no room for self-thought.

But though our body and mind
be dedicated to our Master, the
service we render is only dull
drudgery unless it is seasoned with
joy, the salt of the spiritual life.
And there is no joy in service, no
joy in being the servant of another
—even though our Master be our
Lord—unless our will has become
the will of our Master. Then His
commands become joyous, spon-
taneous impulses toward action on
the part of His servants.

When Jesus” will is impressed
upon His servant’s will, when the
commands of His mind fill the
minds of His servant, when His
needs and desires direct the activi-
ties of His servant—then the serv-
ant’s self is lost in the Master’s
Being—and that is an experience
of union.

It often happens that the spirit-
ual life begins in fear, and that
fears drive us into the apprentice-
ship of servanthood. Saint An-
thony, the first saint of the estab-
lished Christian Church, entered
upon the spiritual life as a servant
at the age of twenty, motivated by
the fear aroused in his heart when
there were read to him in a church
service these words: “And behold,
one came and said unto him, Good

9
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Master, what good thing shall I do,
that I may have eternal life? . . .
Jesus said unto him, If thou wilt
be perfect, go and sell that thou
hast and give to the poor, and thou
shalt have treasure in heaven: and
come and follow me.”* The son of
a rich farmer, heir of his father’s
property, Anthony left the church
service, sold his possessions, and
for the next eighty years lived a life
of renunciation, poverty, severe
discipline — placing himself under
the will of God, but doing so in
fear. But when he was one hundred
years old, perfect love entered in
and cast out that fear, as is so
beautifully described in these words
from his biography as presented in
Saints That Moved the World, by
Fulop Rene-Miller: “Fear of the
Lord had prompted Anthony to
leave the world and fear of the
Lord had made him the strict task-
master of his body and soul. But
upon reaching his hundredth year,
fear of the Lord had turned into
love, and negation became a tri-
umphant yes! Now Anthony could
say, ‘I do not fear God. I love Him.
And love does away with fear.
What up to now he had attained
through fear of the Lord, love gave
him now in abundance. As a mes-
sage of joy he handed it on to his
disciples. He who fasted through-
out his life now taught that love is
more than fasting. He who had

IMatthew 19:16, 21.
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mortified his body for eighty years
counseled his followers : ‘Be of good
cheer, for when the bow is drawn
too taut it snaps.’ ”

Real servanthood develops love
for the Master, and in loving Jesus
our soul finds the union with the
Father she seeks.

To be a servant of Jesus Christ
is to live the law of relinquishment
and joyous acquiescence, and gain
contentment and peace. For the
Master is in control. He stabilizes
the worrying, fretful, impulsive
little self. To the Master belongs
responsibility, and in Him is the
ability to care for all that is His,
and all who are His. All concerns,
all problems, belong to Him. All
the servant needs to do is present
them to the Master and await His
guidance and direction concerning
them. And so everyday-living
loses much of its strain for the
servant of Jesus. To him belong all
the promises in the Bible of rest
and comfort. “Casting all your care
upon Him, for He careth for you™;
“rest in the Lord, wait patiently
for him” ; and a host of others. As
the servant yields, the Master takes
care of all things, and confidence
and serenity become the keynotes
in the life of the servant. The
Master is the Shepherd, the serv-
ant, the loved and tenderly-cared-
for sheep.

What is the way to servanthood ?

1950 ONE PATHWAY TO SPIRITUAL UNION 11

One day there stood on the shores
of the Jordan a man giving his life
as a servant of Jesus, and calling
all who would hear into that same
service. He proclaimed the open
door into servanthood when he
cried, Repent! Give up self-will
for the will of the Master, and allow
the law of exchange to operate.
Give to the Master your weakness
and receive His strength. Give to
Him your vices and receive His
virtues. Give Him your manufac-
tured gayness, your artificial hap-
piness, and receive His spontaneous
gladness and simple joy. Give Him
your sinful desires and receive His
saintly aspirations. Give Him your
remembrance of pain and receive
His anticipations of wholeness.
Salvation lies in servanthood. As
servants we are justified in all we

®
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do by our faith in him we serve.
Justification by faith gives salva-
tion.

Jesus has need of servants. He
can use them with power. The
Kingdom of Heaven can be brought
to earth through His servants, for
through them, He can command
that the Father’s will be done. He
commands the energy, strength and
health of His servants be turned
into positive, constructive pursuits.
He commands that the central

. thought of His servants be upon

serving Him. He commands that
their wills be the establishing of
the Father’s Kingdom in the earth
of their everyday living, there to
grow and multiply and replenish
all the world with the fruits of His
Spirit.

@

Design for Living
Harriet Knight Salvage

Whatsoever things are lovely

Live them in your heart—
Whatsoever things are just

Is man’s noblest art—
Whatsoever things are honest

Let every man embrace
Whatsoever things are pure

Lend beauty to your face.
If there be any virtue;

If there be any praise
Think on these things . . .

Let them design your days.



( “Let us never become so blinded in our love for

Him that we place Him beyond us.”

Christ In Our Midst

William J. Murdoch

HERE is a story, of obscure

l origin, concerning a statue

of Christ that withstood so
many attacks of war and attacks
of vandalism that the elders of the
church in which it stood decided it
must be enshrined.

Here, they said, in this beauti-
fully carved stone figure was evi-
dence of divine protection. Had it
not escaped without a nick while
the thick walls twenty feet to either
side were bombed into dust ? Stand-
ing serene and noble in the rubbled
nave, it had endured the bullet
and grenade of the barbarian. Tt
had remained upright in invitation
to all to come and worship, while
even the altar itself had been blown
to atoms.

The church officials and congre-
gation agreed that surely that
statue must be placed in the
museum of a nearby city where it
would be beyond further risk of
injury.

Improvising cranes and rope
slings, the people carefully removed
the statue from its pedestal. They
loaded it gently on a truck whose
platform had been piled three feet
deep with straw, and cautioned the
driver to utmost prudence in
traveling the rough road to the
city, thirty miles away.

12

At the museum, the slings were
placed around the statue: one at
the head, another under the out-
stretched arms, and a third at the
feet. The curator signalled for a
mobile crane to lift the precious
load slowly, an inch at a time. The
craneman pulled a gear lever, the
chain clinked faintly and grew
rigid under its load, and the
statue of Christ broke in three.

The church people were shocked,
even fearful they had participated
in sacrilege. But the pastor, in
whom the mishap had kindled a
light of understanding, dismissed
their anxiety. They had simply
learned a lesson, that was all. For
all of them, from himself down to
the least zealous member of the
congregation, had been guilty of
breach of faith in removing the
statue to a place of asylum.

“Let this be our lesson,” he told
his people. “Let us keep Christ in
our midst always. Let us never be-
come so blinded in our love for
Him that we place Him beyond us.
We must exalt Him, certainly, but
not to the extent that we thrust
Him from our everyday lives. So
surely as we do that, we dismiss
His influence on our lives. Pamper-
ing our faith to the extreme that
we remove it from our daily use
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can only weaken it; but bringing
it into constant, daily contact with
our lives and making it a part of
our being keeps it strong.”

Indeed, far from being a fragile
faith, a filmsy flower of philosophy
that must be treated with consum-
mate care lest it wither and die,
Christianity is a faith of such tre-
mendous vitality that it thrives
only through usage. It is like a
great, powerful muscle : the more it
is used, the greater and stronger
it becomes. To revere it too sacred,
too holy for practical use by mor-
tal man only results in the atrophy
that must follow when any living
thing is permitted to lapse into
disuse.

Throughout the New Testament
vou will find passage after passage
in which Christ asks to be used.
He does not seek to be exalted
beyond the reach of man, to be con-
sidered so sacred that we may not
reach Him.

“And whatsoever ye ask in my
name, that will T do, that the
Father may be glorified in the
Son.

“If ye shall ask anything in my
name, I will do it.” (John 13: 13,
14.)

“Ask, and it shall be given you;
seek, and ye shall find ; knock, and
it shall be opened unto you;

“For every one that asketh re-
ceiveth; and he that seeketh find-
eth; and to him that knocketh it

shall be opened.” (Matthew 7:
7, 8)

“Come unto me, all ye that
labour and are heavy ladden, and
I will give you rest.” (Matthew
11:28.)

There are many, many more,
and their common lesson is that
only through full dependence on
Christ can we reach the perfection
for which we strive. And this
means keeping Him close to us all
the hours of all our days. To medi-
tate upon Him and pray to Him
a few hours one day a week, and
then place Him in a remote nook
of our minds where He will keep
safely until the next worship time
—that is preposterous. We give
Him miserably small opportunity
to demonstrate His insuperable
strength when we accord Him se-
clusion for which He never asked.

The congregation of that church
in which the statue of Christ en-
dured so many mishaps perpetrated
a paradox when they dispatched
the figure to a museum. For, al-
though it had demonstrated its
invulnerability to wanton destruc-
tion, yet these people because of
that very fact were constrained to
shelter it, to substitute man’s
feeble efforts at protection for
God’s which had proved so un-
assailable.

Let us, in our relationship with
Christ—and our faith is nothing
more than a healthy, respectful
relationship with Him—let us re-
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member that His strength is in-
exhaustible. Let us not refrain
from relying on it constantly lest
it fail us. For then we shall find
ourselves plunged into a paradox,
even as were those church folk.
Sheltering our faith, protecting
and conserving it, we shall but
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Summer

weaken and eventually destroy its
influence upon our lives.

Indestructible, imperishable
Christianity has been ours for the
asking. “Whosoever believeth in
Him should not perish, but have
eternal life.” It will always be ours,
just for the using.

&

Ten Commandments for the
Modern Home

Roy C. Helfenstein

1. Thou shalt honor the Lord
thy God, and Him shalt thou rever-
ence in thy home, and Him shalt
thou worship in His Church, that
thy home may be blessed with His
constant presence.

2. Thou shalt live “in honor pre-
ferring one another,” that honor
and understanding shall character-
ize all your home-life.

3. Thou shalt recognize Christ
as “the unseen Guest at every meal,
the Quiet Listener at every conver-
sation.”

4. Thou shalt have the best re-
ligious books and magazines in thy
home.

5. Thou shalt each one share the
duties of the home, that the joy of
each member may be complete in
the home which the Lord, thy God
has given thee.

6. Thou shalt make thy home a
rendezvous for fellowship, where

friends shall delight to come for
wholesome fun and uplifting con-
versation, that others may share
the joy that is thine.

7. Thou shalt rejoice and make
gladness to resound in thy home,
that happy memories of home shall
ever be an inspiration to the lives
of all who live therein.

8. Thou shalt cultivate coopera-
tion, family loyalty, and apprecia-
tion of each other, that harmony,
good will, and love may ever pre-
vail in thy home.

9. Thou shalt always speak with
gentle voice, and calm, and in tones
of kindness shalt thou call to each
other.

10. Thou shalt seek to make thy
home attractive and inviting, a
place of beauty which shall be a
joy forever, that thy home may be
a blessing to all who enter there.

From Advance Magazine, October, 1948, 289 Fourth Ave., New York, N. Y.
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( We simply must stir up God’s gift of discipline and
develop sound and orderly minds.

You Have a Gift

Ralph W. Sockman

you, “Stir up the gift of God

which is in you,” what would
you think he meant? Most likely
you would ask yourself, “What
special gift have I?” Commonly,
when we speak of gifts of God, we
think of unusual native endow-
ments such as a glorious voice, an
artistic sense or touch, a power of
literary expression.

Not many of us, however, have
these outstanding talents in such
degree that we could be called
gifted. Most of us are just ordi-
nary run-of-the-mind individuals.

Of course, we can always think
of some persons who seem less
gifted than ourselves. But it is not
very satisfactory to fluctuate thus
between deflation and inflation be-
cause our self-valuation depends on
such comparisons.

Emerson once said, “Every man
I meet is my superior in some way.
In that, I learn of him.” What if we
caught Emerson’s insight and atti-
tude, and instead of looking at our-
selves to see how our traits stand
out from others, we were to study
others, looking for their gifts that
we might learn of them and link
ourselves with them. Certainly
such an attitude would enrich our
inner lives and sweeten our rela-
tionships with others. When we

]:[F SOMEONE were to say to

speak of having “a gift of God,”
we should stop scanning ourselves
to see what we have that others
might envy, and start looking
around to see what traits we might
develop whereby we all, common
or uncommon, mediocre or brilliant,
can make the most of ourselves.

Before me is a letter written by
an elderly man. The snows of age
are upon him, but the light of his
eyes is undimmed. The writer of
this letter was in prison awaiting
expected execution, but his hard-
ships had not put out the fire of his
spirit.

He is writing to rekindle the en-
thusiasm of a young friend. So
far as we know, this young man
was not of exceptional ability. He
was not gifted in the current sense
of the word. But he had something
which is possessed by every one
of us who has had contact with
godly parents and teachers. That
something is a spirit which the
writer thus defines: “Stir up the
gift of God which is in thee by the
putting on of my hands; for God
hath not given us the spirit of fear;
but of power and of love and of a
sound mind.” Bible readers at once
recognize this as the counsel which
Paul wrote to young Timothy in
the first chapter of his second letter
to him,

16
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Timothy’s earlier confidence and
enthusiasm had died down. He was
beginning to realize how hard it
would be to preach and live the
gospel which Paul had committed
unto him. Timothy was overtaking
him. He was drawing into himself.

And Paul is writing to remind
him that such a spirit of fearfulness
is not what God gave us. God gives
us the spirit of power. He meant
us to have a trustful attitude to-
ward life. The normal, healthy
child reaches out its arms to life.
And when we let that affirmative
attitude fall into a negative, sus-
picious cast of mind, we become
like the fearful man in our Lord’s
parable who buried his one talent
and had it taken away from him.

So, says Paul, one must stir up
the gift of power, which God gave
us. And the word Paul uses sug-
gests the stirring of a fire. Well,
when a fire has died down, what
is the first thing you do to it? You
poke it. And in plain down-to-earth
language that is the first thing most
of us need when we get into our
low moods of fearfulness and with-
drawal. Our lack of interest and
courage is often due to an inertia
from which we must start to free
ourselves by our own initiative. We
have unworthy states of mind
which we must tackle first by say-
ing sharply to ourselves, “Oh, come
out of it.” “Shake yourself out of
it,”

Summer

Saint Paul not only bids Tim-
othy stir up his gift of power, but
he reminds him of the faith that is
in him and which dwelt first in his
grandmother Lois and his mother
Eunice. Faith is both an attitude
of will and also a content of mind.
I can put my faith in things—that
is an act of will. Then there are
things which put faith in me—that
is a content of mind. And Paul was
bidding Timothy not only to stir up
his will, but to put more fuel into
his mind. A fire must be fed as well
as poked to revive it. So with the
fire of our own spirit.

Recall how Jesus developed His
disciples. Those humble fishermen
before our Lord found them were
the kind of persons who shrank out
of the way when the Roman
soldiers and the rich Sadducees
came along. They were common,
ordinary folk who no doubt felt
themselves underdogs in Palestine
society. Then Jesus took that im-
mortal eleven and coached them
into a winning team, not merely
by flogging their wills but by feed-
ing their minds. He fed them with
thoughts like this: “Fear not little
flock, it is your Father’s good plea-
sure to give you the kingdom” ; and
this, “Ye believe in God; believe
also in me. In my Father’s house
are many mansions.” He built up
their morale by feeding them the
kind of thoughts that make men
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brave—thoughts about whatsoever
things are true, honest, just, pure,
lovely and of good report.

Yes, when the fires of faith and
courage are low and need reviving,
we must bestir our wills and then
feed our minds with more and
better fuel. And then something
else. We must open the draft so
that the fire draws in fresh air. Re-
call again what Jesus did with his
disciples. He set them at tasks too
great for their own strength. He
sent them out to teach and heal in
the middle of his ministry. When
we are up against tasks too great
for us, we either give up or we
draw on a power higher than our-
selves. It is the latter which
Christ’s disciples learned to do.
And we too must open the draft of
our spirits and draw on God.

Yes, God gave us not the spirit
of fear but of power. Stir up that
gift of God. Poke it with your will.
Feed it with ideas that build
morale. And then open the draft
and draw on God.

And now let us go on with
Paul’s statement to Timothy. God
gave us the spirit of power “and of
love.” Love is a gift of God, for
God is love.

The fire of love does not often
start as spontaneous combustion.
Recently I was lunching with a
couple, now happily married for
some twenty-five years. In the
course of the conversation, I asked

how they happened to meet. The
husband said that they had first
met at the wedding of her brother.
And then the wife quickly added:
“The first time I saw him, I didn’t
like him at all.” Most of us hus-
bands and wives did not just fall in
love. Some of us had to run quite a
way to catch our partners. No, in
all truth we “make love” by atti-
tudes, attentions, actions.

Likewise in the larger circles of
life, we have to “make love.” That
is what Christ was commanding
when he said, “Love your enemies,
bless them that curse you, do good
to them that hate you, and pray
for them which despitefully use
you.” That is not easy, nor pleasant
at first. We must force our wills to
stir up the fire of love.

And then we must feed our
minds with the fuel that warms
the heart. There are plenty of heart-
warming things even in this cold,
throat-cutting world, if we let our
minds dwell on them. Take time
to meditate on God’s goodness, his
mercy, his love revealed in Christ,
in the good earth and morning
skies and evening stars. Take time
to look into the eyes of loving
friends and listen to the laughter
of little children and count the
kindnesses of even casual acquaint-
ances. Read some religious jour-
nals and let the bad news of the
daily press be balanced by the good
news of countless workers for the



