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As We Go o Pres

So much has been written about the book, What Would Jesus Do? by Glenn Clark
(page 1) that we thought you would like to hear directly from the author on how
he came to write it. The sales of this novel have been wonderful, and, as you may
have heard, all royalties go to The Foundation Farthest Out for the help of others. . . .
Mildred Long (page 5% lives on the West Coast, in Pomona, California, and from
what we have heard of her from friends, she is one of those rare souls who give others
courage and confidence simply by being there, She is an invalid and when she talks
of faith, she knows whereof she speaks. . . . When one of our readers came across the
article Ey Robert Yarbrough (page 7) she immediately said, “This is one for Clear
Horizons.” With the kind permission of Advance Magazine we are glad to give you his
ideas on how to live triumphantly. . . . Have you ever pondered over how it is that
one man is able to change the whole atmosphere and sgirit of a church? Be that as it
may, you will find the story of what is happening at St. Stephen’s—a thrill, and you
will like the way it is written by Gertrude McKelvey (page 15). ... Helen Mec-
Crocklin (page 19) visited the offices not too long ago and everyone enjoyed her
buoyant joyﬁilness and cheerful calmness. She has a good idea which you can undoubtedly
use in your own home. . . . Pamela Dawn (page 21) writes excellently about a must
of the spiritual life—the giving of thanks. More and more people are discovering it; and
more and more people ought to begin practicing it. . . . So many readers like the
article in the last issue titled “The Magnificent Meek” that we thought you would like
something else by Mrs. Samuel of West Orange, New Jersey. . . . Winfred Rhoades
(page 37) is that grand soul from Lane’s End, Sudbury, Massachusetts. He once
said that our business in this life is to grow a soul. Most people would say he has
been doing a good job of it, besides helping many another to do the same. . . . Many
of us would like to be “Just a Donkey” (page 47) like the author of “The Christian’s
Promised Land.” . . . And, if Doris Williamson’s (page 49) does not increase your
faith in prayer, then we will just throw up our hands and wonder what will. . . . We
met the mother of Elizabeth Searle Lamb (page 41) at the Minnesota Camp
Farthest Out this past summer, and now we understand something of why Elizabeth
writes as she does. We have more articles to come from Mrs. Lamb, and you will like
them just as well as this one.

All the staff of Clear Horizons and those in the office of the publishing company
wish to be remembered to the many friends we met at the Camps Farthest Out
giuring t{}? summer months. God bless you and may all the fruits of the spirit increase
in your €.
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How I Came To Write “What Would

Jesus Do?”’
Glenn Clark

(Well known is the story of Dr.
Charles M. Sheldon’s world-famous
novel, “In His Steps.” How he,
pastor of Central Congregational
Church, Topeka, Kansas, wishing
to guide his young people in Chris-
tian living, wrote the story and read
to them a chapter at a time on
Sunday evenings. How it was pub-
lished serially in the Chicago Ad-
vance, a religious weekly. How it
mmediately gripped public interest
when printed in book form. How
it sold millions of copies in the
U. S. How it was translated into
twenty-one languages and sold mil-
lions more.

It is still being printed and esti-
mates of its total circulation reach
the astronomical figure of 40 mil-
lion, which makes it second only to
the Bible as the world’'s greatest
best-seller.

Dr. Glenn Clark, a close friend
of Dr. Sheldon, has written a se-
quel to “In His Steps”—“W hat
Would Jesus Do?” While it may

not have the fantastic success of
its predecessor, Dr. Clark’s book is
still an absorbing and highly in-
spiring work. Dr. Poling terms it,
“a prophetic fulfillment.”)

Fifty years ago I read Charles
M. Sheldon’s “In His Steps” and
was almost as deeply impressed
with the challenge put before the
characters in the book as the char-
acters were themselves. For years
after that, I found, before I under-
took anything, I was asking, “What
would Jesus do?”

According to strict literary
standards, “In His Steps” is not a
great book. Greater novels have
been written by Cervantes, Victor
Hugo, Thackeray and Dickens. But
this book had something that defied
analysis. It was not a book to be
measured by conventional stand-
ards, or stuffed into categories, or
pigeon-holed. It possessed a plus
quality—something as life-giving
as blood itself. To read that book
was for me a blood transfusion.

From Christian Herald, March, 1951. By permission.
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After reading it, I was a bigger
and better man than I was before. I
was bigger because humbler.

A few years later I read it again
and as I did so I found myself
saying, “Fifty years from now I
am going to write the sequel to that
book showing how the grandchil-
dren of these characters meet the
challenge in their day.” Deep in
my subconscious I planted that af-
firmation.

As the years went by I found my-
self writing books on such themes
as: What would Jesus do in busi-
ness? What would Jesus do on the
athletic field? How would Jesus
save men? How would Jesus heal?
And above all, How would Jesus
pray?

One day I found that I had writ-
ten twenty books of and about this
subject, but I had not yet written
the book that I had promised my-
self that one day I would write.

The fifty years were almost up
when one afternoon I found myself
in Central Church, Topeka, stand-
ing face to face for the first time
in my life with Dr. Charles M.
Sheldon. Very graciously he came
to hear me speak. I felt very hum-
ble standing in the pulpit made
famous by him. The great man sat
in the front row before me.

The next day, in Dr. Sheldon’s
home, I laid before him the dream
I had carried in my heart for fifty
years.

“Dr. Sheldon,” I said, “the time
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has come when the world needs a
sequel to ‘In His Steps’ written
for this age and for this generation.
Would you give me permission and
lay upon me your blessing if I
should undertake to try to write
that sequel ?”

“You have my permission and
my blessing,” he replied. “It would
be a fitting time to ask that ques-
tion again, and see it applied under
the new conditions of this hour.
When I wrote the book the two
World Wars had not been fought.
The auto, airplanes and atomic en-
ergy had not come in. Times have
changed. Yes, it would be quite fit-
ting to ask that question again, and
see it applied in action. God bless
you.”

And so with his blessing ringing
in my ears I left his home, never
to see him on earth again. A per-
sistent desire came to write him a
letter, but I kept putting it off from
day to day until one day an over-
powering urge led me to sit down
and start the letter which follows:

“Dear Charles Sheldon: Ever
since I returned home I have been
carrying on a mental conversation
with you about the sequel to your
novel, ‘In His Steps.’ I want to
make the grandson of Henry Max-
well the ‘hero’ and I intend to call
him Charles Sheldon Maxwell, al-
though I may only use the middle
initial ‘S’ and not the full name.
The granddaughter of Rollin and
Rachel Page sings in his choir and

1951 HOW I CAME TO WRITE 3

the romance of the story centers
around her. Rachel’s grand-
daughter is named Frances Page,
which was my sainted mother’s
maiden name. Charles Maxwell
takes it upon himself to follow his
grandfather’s example and ask the
members of his congregation to
take the pledge to ask before they
undertake any important work,
‘What would Jesus do?’

“Everything in the book, al-
though woven together in a fiction-
al way, is to be taken out of the
real experience of hundreds who
have actually asked in their own
lives, ‘What would Jesus do?
Many of these people were in-
fluenced and inspired by your book,
‘In His Steps.” In other words, I
want this sequel to be a real grand-
child of your book—a spiritual off-
spring of the spiritual influence it
has created. When I begin the
writing of it I want your prayers
and the prayers of Mrs. Sheldon.
Later on I would appreciate the
privilege of mailing two or three
chapters at a time to you to enjoy
or criticize or amend.”

Just as this final line was written,
that day in February, 1946, word
came of Dr. Sheldon’s death.
Papers all over the world carried
the news. So I would never have
the privilege of his counsel and
criticism ! And he would never have
the satisfaction of seeing the sequel
appear !

Or was this God’s way of draw-

ing him into the place where he
could help in the writing of it more
effectively than he could ever have
helped on earth? I immediately re-
solved to lay my heart and mind
open to any help which he in heaven
would care to give me. Yes, I liter-
ally asked Charles Sheldon, if God
so willed, to take my hand in his
and guide the pen. Better still I
asked that he and I together, one
on earth and one in heaven, so
“agreed together” in Christ’'s Name
that Christ Himself should be in
our midst and do the writing
through the combined desire of both
of us.

And with that desire in mind,
and with my thought on Dr. Shel-
don now in heaven, I started to
write the book.

Then something began to hap-
pen. One by one the characters be-
gan to come alive. Before I knew
it they were moving out from the
grooves that I had outlined for
them and began to perform actions
for themselves. When I found my-
self getting into deep water—way
out over my depth—and had to
scramble back to shore, I found to
my amazement that these grand-
children of Dr. Sheldon’s book
could actually swim for themselves.
I felt as a mother hen must feel
who has unwittingly hatched a set-
ting of little ducks. For example,
the hero of the book, Charles Max-
well, dove into the whirlpool of
the war situation and Frances Page
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helped pull him out; then he fell
into the deep waters of divine heal-
ing, but managed, unassisted, to
keep his head above the waves.

Over all and through all, con-
stantly I felt the brooding help of
Charles M. Sheldon. Sometimes I
almost felt his hand resting on my
hand and pushing the pencil. He
was continuously stopping me when
I got on the wrong track and some-
times pushing me, almost against
my will, into the most radical and
unusual solutions to problems
which seem so big to us here, and
must seem so trivial and easy of
solution to those over there.

So here is the book. What will
happen to it, and how it will be re-
ceived is up to the Lord. It is out
of my hands.

“My soul’s sincere desire,” I
wrote in the preface, “is that fifty
years from now the third book in
this series will appear, written by
someone under the guidance of the
Holy Spirit, in which the Kingdom
of Heaven will be even more ap-
parent than it can be made to ap-
pear in the age in which I am writ-
ing now. If my book is but a step-
ping stone connecting the shores of
these two centuries I shall be satis-
fied.”

My only regret is that I won’t be
here fifty years from now to read
the third volume in this cycle of
spiritual challenges. However, 1
assure you all that Dr. Sheldon and
I in heaven will be helping the
author do a better job, God willing,
than I have been able to do here.

love them.

MERRYBROOK OPEN ALL WINTER!

Of good news to everyone is the news that Merrybrook, the
home of healing and spiritual retreat, will remain open during
the winter months. Under the superb leadership of Rebecca and
Wally Beard, and of The Reverend R. E. Simpson and his wife,
Helen, Merrybrook has had its most successful summer season
since its founding. It is good to know that Merrybrook, located at
Wells, Vermont, is starting its first full year of operation.

During the winter months it will be directed by R. E. and
Helen Simpson. Both the Simpsons have had many years of experi-
ence as hospital chaplains, training under Rebecca and Wally
Beard, and are gifted with the spirit and art of healing. You will

Whenever you feel that “low-down feeling” this winter, pack
up and spend a few days at Merrybrook in Wells, Vermont. For
complete details write to The Reverend R. E. Simpson, Merry-
brook, Wells, Vermont.—T be Editors.

(I Faith grows as we use it.

Faith, the Light of the Soul

Mildred Long

AITH is an elusive thing,
Fyet it is as necessary for the

soul as light is for the grow-
ing plant. Like the light of the sun,
faith cannot be caught or confined
or defined, but its presence warms
and enlightens and gives growth.
In fact there can be no soul growth
without faith.

Jesus said repeatedly, “Accord-
ing to your faith so be it unto you.”
We can receive only in proportion
to our faith, and as faith increases
so also increases our power to re-
ceive God’s blessings.

We have faith according to our
consciousness of God within. When
we look within our hearts and find
God there, filling every room,
lighting every corner, inspiring
every thought and feeling, then our
confidence, serenity, and trust are
complete. We are then immersed
in God and know that He is all-
sufficient.

When we have problems to solve
we should center our thought upon
God and cease to think on our prob-
lems. When our attention is di-
rected toward the problem we
identify ourselves with it. But
when we center our attention on
God we identify ourselves with
Him and His power and His suffi-
ciency and the problem loses its

terror, often takes on a different
shape, is diminished in size, or
even vanishes away.

Once I had a dear friend who
came to me to help me. Often in
her absence I would think: when
she comes again I will talk over
this problem with her. Then re-
peatedly it happened that when she
came again I had such joy and
peace in her presence that I forgot
all about having any problems.
Then there came a time when it
was the same during my com-
munion with my Heavenly Father.
So let us lay our burdens at Jesus’
feet and look full into His wonder-
ful face. We do this in the imagina-
tion of our hearts, and when the
imagination of our hearts is made
perfect then most of life’s problems
will disappear.

One day Jesus walked the roads
of Galilee and was thronged by the
crowd. A timid woman came and
touched the hem of His garment
and she was made perfectly whole.
Jesus said, “Who touched me?”
And one of the disciples said,
“Master, the multitudes throng
Thee, and sayest Thou, ‘Who
touched me? ” “Yes,” replied
Jesus, “who touched me? For I
perceive that virtue has gone out
of me.” This woman had a great

3
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desire, a consuming need, and an
ardent faith. To her and to Jesus
nothing mattered at that moment
except that they were face to face
and His supply had filled her need.
We have no record that others
were healed that day. They were
with Him but they did not touch
Him. It is the touch of faith that
makes us whole. And we can be
whole today when we learn to
touch Him in faith.

Faith grows as we use it. We
set our sights a little way ahead,
and then when we approach that
goal, we know that there is more

&

beyond which we may attain, and
so we move our sights ahead again,
and we keep doing this until some-
day we shall climb to the heights.
There we shall see the great vistas
of God’s promises being fulfilled,
even as the mountain climber, when
reaching the top of the peak, sees
the vast wonders beyond of moun-
tains, sea, and sky. Then we come
into the consciousness that He is
our all in all and in Him we find the
supply for every need. By faith we
climb the heights, by faith we see
ahead in the darkness, by faith we
claim His glorious promises.

&

Things I Love
Shirley Tolles

I love the serenity of fog.

Once I stood listening in my close little space and felt God there with

me. Silvery and still with the stillness of peace it was and all the earth
hummed gently in unison. Outside somewhere was the world, but here in
our little universe were Nature and God and I. The voice of Nature was
muted to make way for the quiet insistence of God. The trees drank deep
and silently passed their cup to the earth; sleepily crickets lulled them-
selves to stillness; bird voices were soft and questioning. Everything
listened and waited.

And then came the sun and everything he touched was transformed
so that over the earth were poured silver and gold. The stillness gave way
to life, vibrant and shining; the trees stretched out their arms and the
earth warmed ; the birds took up the joyous song and the crickets, too,
and a voice within me cried,

“This, then, is the answer—through stillness to God to joy unsur-
passed I”

(I We will never be spiritually solvent until we increase our operational reserves.

How to Live Triumphantly in a
Trying Time

Robert Clyde Yarbrough

HEN Winston Churchill
&j&/ visited France during the
dark days before the fall of
the French Republic, he held a
conference with the generals of the
French Army. In characteristic
Churchillian manner he dispensed
with superficialities and put to the
French generals this vital ques-
tion: “Where are your reserves?”
They answered, “We have no re-
serves.” And that of course was
one of the major reasons for the
tragic collapse of France: she had
no reserves. '

Anyone who is to meet these try-
ing times without crumbling before
the battering assaults of confusion
and frustration, of tragedy and
trouble which characterize so much
of our present world, had better
face realistically the fact that this
truth about reserves applies to the
individual life of the spirit quite as
much as it does to the military
situation of nations.

Modern Crises

No one can live triumphantly in
the present world without con-
stantly being confronted by various
kinds of crises. “Have you any
fresh strength you can throw in at
this critical moment? Have you

any inward resources you can
bring to the front in this dark
hour? Where are your reserves?”

If the empire of strong charac-
ter and purposeful living is not to
collapse there must be adequate in-
crements of extra spiritual power
upon which one can draw to see
him through when the enemies of
the spirit launch their invasion.

1. One of the most effective ways
of developing and maintaining such
desperately needed reserves of the
spirit is to nurture a sense of God’s
presence. The world’s great per-
sonal victories are always won
through reliance upon that unseen
guidance and help which comes
with the facing of life in a con-
scious fellowship with God. Here
is Saint Paul, for example, win-
ning the most astonishing inner
victories against the most formida-
ble external odds! He did it, he
said, by the power he received
from his alliance with God: “If
God be for us, who can be against
us?”’ That is, if we have God on
our side because we have first
placed ourselves on his side, we
are supported by the sort of spir-
itual reinforcements which can re-
pulse any assault of evil.

From Advance, April 2, 1951. By permission.
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Divine Presence

Or, here is Jesus, from whom
Paul rececived his understanding of
God’s presence and power: here is
Jesus, saying, “Yet I am not alone,
because the Father is with me”;
and going on from there to live
one of the most inwardly triumph-
ant and outwardly significant lives
this earth has ever known.

Or, coming nearer to immediate
experience, consider this statement
from a letter recently received from
a young man who went to college
and found out for himself that the
first year away from home requires
some rather difficult adjustments:
“It does a great deal,” he writes,
“for a person’s morale to know that
his church is behind him . . . Self-
discipline is facilitated by the
knowledge that you are reinforced
by something greater than your-
self.”

From the time of Jesus, down
to this year’s crop of college fresh-
men, those who face life with a
consciousness of God’s presence
have inwardly found that they can
count on inner reserves from
which to draw strength for the vic-
torious confrontation of life in any
time of critical need. One may call
this experience by whatever name
he may please : mysticism, illusion,
wishful thinking or perhaps mere
“tommyrot.” But no reasonable
man can pretend that such experi-
ence is trivial to the person en-

gaged in life’s battle. When a sense
of being reinforced by something
greater than one’s self can make
an individual adequate to cope
with existence, it hardly is a trivial
matter. Blessed is the one who,
when asked in the midst of some
personal crisis, “Where are your
reserves?” can answer, “They are
here in my consciousness of being
backed up by something vastly
greater than myself; of being
linked with a power, not my own,
which can strengthen me beyond
my native powers.” This, indeed,
is basic.

2. If one, going a step further, is
to have the quality and the quan-
tity of spiritual reserve which can
be depended upon to see him
through in the hour of emergency,
to provide that life does not col-
lapse and become futile and mean-
ingless, he must bring up the added
spiritual resources which come
from a well-cultivated sense of
moral and intellectual serenity.

Strident Distractions

There is an Italian fable which
suggests the condition in which
most of us are presently involved ;
and which indicates also one of the
things that we must do to achieve
sufficient serenity to withstand the
multitudinous  bombardment to
which our secularized culture sub-
jects us through all our waking
hours. According to this fable, a
king once sent one of his subjects
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upon an errand to a distant part of
the kingdom. As the man trudged
along the dusty road, he became
increasingly aware of the strident
chirping of grasshoppers in the
fields on either side. He became so
annoyed at last that, forgetting his
errand, he left the road in order to
kill the grasshoppers and so put
an end to the din. But, after pur-
suing the insects with great fury
for some time, he lost his way and,
not being able to find it, could no
longer continue upon his mission
for the king.

If we are to win the struggle for
strong character, and build suffi-
cient reserves for the execution of
the missions of God our king, we
must learn at least to install
“spiritual static reducers” which
may enable us to keep imperturba-
bly on our way in the midst of all
the noise and confusion by which
our minds are distracted from our
main obligation and purpose.

There are many ways by which
to secure such needed poise and
serenity. Some people are able to
do this by occasionally going alone
into the woods or among the hills
or beside the sea. Others, for
whom such withdrawal is impos-
sible, learn to accomplish it by
selecting a few minutes out of each
day when the household is quiet
and they can retire in solitude to
some empty room and sit quietly
with closed eyes.

Silent Meditation

Some individuals make provi-
sion for a few extra minutes, three
or four times a week, to enter some
empty sanctuary and sit in silent
meditation as they draw strength
and peace from the beauty of the
place and from the message of its
religious symbols.

And more than one person has
been kept out of the fields of futili-
ty and upon the road of meaning-
ful living by relying on the divine
promise contained in such moving
and unforgettable words as those,
for example, of the prophet Isaiah;
words not spoken from some ivory
tower during a period of tranquil-
lity and peace, but uttered with
staunch assurance from the midst
of the Babylonian captivity when
the bottom had dropped out from
under Israel’s world: “Thou wilt
keep him in perfect peace whose
mind is stayed on Thee.”

How each one who reads these
words may best go about the build-
ing of serene reserves against the
incessant tumult of his existence,
who can tell? How one may most
readily learn to ignore the fabled
“grasshoppers,” who can say?
There is one thing, however, that
all of us should know: If we are
to gain the stamina to stand up to
life’s crises, and to make the most
of every opportunity, we must
learn how to live without letting
useless things, insignificant events
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and irrelevant associations so press
upon us that we forfeit our sense
of mission and wander vaguely in
search of the lost way.

3. Nurturing a sense of God’s
presence, and cultivating a sense of
inner serenity, we are directed by
logical steps to the place where
means may be found for making
the fortress of creative living safe-
ly impregnable to the onslaughts of
every destructive force. It is here
that we learn to trust our destiny
to God!

Spiritual Ilinesses

Religious faith assures us and
reassures us, again and again, that
the God whom we worship is able
to deliver to the utmost those who
put their trust in him; that his
power is inexhaustible; that his
love and mercy are omnipotent;
that his will is sovereign; and that
he holds our lives in the hollow of
his hand. He created the depend-
able laws that govern the surround-
ing universe. There is nothing of
which we need be afraid, if we face
the facts with him. In every emer-
gency there is help for us from
God. To him we may safely trust
the future, and in his confidence
we may call upon his reserves as
a guarantee of victory.

Some of us may have heard Dr.
Leslie Weatherhead of City Tem-
ple, London, when he delivered the
Lyman Beecher Lectures at Yale

Divinity School. Dr. Weatherhead
is not only a great preacher; he is
also a widely known and trust-
worthy consulting psychologist.

Among the many helpful things
that he explained or suggested
were certain basic principles well
known by every competent coun-
sellor. An increasing number of
people, he reminded us, are de-
veloping pathological symptoms for
which there is no physical etiology.
That is to say, their illness is not
basically organic but functionally
psychosomatic. There may be little
or nothing the matter with them
in a strictly physical sense, al-
though they may present certain
physical symptoms. Their difficul-
ty is, at bottom, psychical or
spiritual. The origin of their
trouble lies in the emotions. When
such people are confronted by
some overwhelming, heavy strain,
some poignant fear or special
anxiety, some devastating loss or
catastrophic change, their spiritual
foundations collapse and their
bodies begin to express in physical
symptoms the emotional traumas
and psychic conflicts which their
conscious minds are unwilling or
unable to face. When a personal
crisis confronts them, therefore,
with the pointed question: ‘“Where
are your reserves? Have you any
sustained inner life which you keep
up at full strength?” they have no
answer except that of the French
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Army generals: “There are no re-
serves.”

Such people find themselves, in-
deed, in precisely the same difficul-
ty at the spiritual level as was the
business firm financially when it
called in an efficiency expert to
diagnose its problems and received
the verdict: “The trouble with you
is, your margin of operation is too
thin.” Many a battle for the kind
of individual life that can face a
trying time, and come through in-
wardly victorious, is lost only be-
cause there are no inner reserves
which can be drawn upon. The
spiritual margin of operation is too
thin. We will never be spiritually
solvent until we increase our oper-
ational reserves.

Sufficient Resources

In the last analysis, “the spirit-
ual stability that can stand the
strain of life’s toil and the shock of

o8

life’s tragedy” comes from confid-
ing in the knowledge that the busi-
ness of life as a whole is protected
by God’s spiritual reserve system.
The knowledge that God can be
counted on, no matter how strident
or numerous the distractions may
become, enables one to face the
siege of the spirit’s enemies with
assurance, knowing that since God
is his ally, his resources are suffi-
cient for all emergencies.

To face the daily round with
stamina and courage, and to make
the spirit’s citadel impregnable, de-
mand of us that we keep our
spiritual reserves at fullest
strength, by nurturing a sense of
God’s presence, by cultivating an
attitude of serenity in a chaotic
world, and by learning to trust
one’s destiny to God. Where then
are your reserves? Do you sustain
your inner life at highest level and
potential ?

4

It Is a Present Choice
“Train up a child in the way he should go; and when he is old

he will not depart from it.” This ancient word is as true for the
spiritual life as it is for ordinary manners and habits. It is a tragic
fallacy to assume that the child can or should wait till adulthood
before receiving Christian training and before making the Christian
choice. No parent is willing to wait till the child comes to adult-
hood to see if the child “wants” to go to school, to learn manners, or
to be personally hygienic. Certainly the child should not be per-
mitted to assume that the way of God for all life is a secondary
matter or an optional decision. It is life’s primary choice and deci-
sion. And the parent is obligated to assist his child here as elsewhere
both by example and direction.—Frederick M. Meek.



([ “Faith is the evidence of things not seen.”

Dividends from Disaster

Tom Lashar

doing metallurgical re-
search in a defense plant.
One day a large tank of inflam-
mable gas exploded, enveloping me
in a sheet of flame. I knew I was
badly burned but God gave me the
presence of mind I needed. While
smothering my blazing hair I
phoned for help.

After much confusion I found
myself in a car, speeding off to the
nearest hospital. My face felt as if
I were standing before an open
furnace door. However, T opened
my eyes and saw a green traffic
light turn red and gave thanks
that my vision had been spared.
Also T could now smell my burned
hair and flesh and knew my lungs
and nasal passages were not in-
jured.

) URING the last war I was

He Feared the W orst

While skilled hands at the hos-
pital gave me first-aid in the emer-
gency-room, I began to fear the
worst about the seriousness of my
burns. T pictured a man whose
face was so badly burned that he
had to wear a mask in public.

Since Josie and I had been mar-
ried only four months, I thought of
her having to live with a badly
scarred person the rest of her life.
Then into my mind came the
quieting words, “Yea, though I
walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil
for Thou art with me.” God was
speaking directly to my need
through His scriptures and I was
grateful that I knew this powerful
Bible verse.

Josie was in Connecticut with
her sister-in-law, closing mother’s
house, when my company phoned
the bad news to her. My accident
occurred four days after my moth-
er’s funeral, whose death had been
a sudden shock to us all. And Josie,
who was in the process of over-
coming a heart condition, had be-
come overfatigued under the strain
and this second shock was too
much for her. She had a heart at-
tack and had to be put to bed.

So here we were—she disabled
in bed in Connecticut and T band-
aged and bewildered in the hos-
pital! Then she decided that this

From The Evangel, March, 1951. Used by permission.
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was no way for a Christian wife to
behave in a crisis. With the loving
aid of my aunt and sister-in-law
she was able to pack her bag that
afternoon and take the train to the
hospital.

When she entered my room she
found me covered by a sheet, head
and all! This was done to hide the
extent of my burns and the many
frightening bandages. She had
seen a burned victim of an explo-
sion years before who did not live
through the day, and here was the
unknown facing her—and the
sheet only heightening her active
imagination. But the Lord showed
her right then and there something
we never want to forget—how to
make her imagination an ally in-
stead of an enemy! By faith in the
power of God to do the “impos-
sible” and by an act of the will she
made a choice, as she looked at
that sheet. She chose to believe that
with God all was well with me,
and then she put her imagination
to work on the positive side, using
it constructively instead of destruc-
tively. She began to ignore the
whole incident and picture me as
I would be soon—perfectly healed
in spite of everything that appeared
to go counter to such a belief.

She Clasped His Feet

As she came forward to pray
with me, she suddenly realized we
could not join hands, as we so often
had done at home, kneeling to pray

together each morning. But she
knew my feet were not burned so
she took hold of them and prayed
a quiet prayer of thanksgiving
that my life was spared, and for
the loving care given me by my
company and the hospital. I prayed
with her from under the sheet, al-
so giving thanks and asking for
the Heavenly Father’s help in my
need.

Then something began to hap-
pen! A great peace came upon us.
Fears and tensions seemed to melt
away. We did not realize then how
perfectly we had claimed Jesus’
promise in MartaEW 18:19 when
He said, “If two of you shall agree
on earth as touching anything that
they shall ask, i shall be done for
them of my Father which is in
heaven.”

I believe as I look back that my
healing was clinched at that mo-
ment !

Doctor Seemed Surprised

A short time later the doctor
met Josie in the hall and said,
“What on earth did you do to your
husband ? He is a different person
since you came. He has relaxed
completely and lost his fear and
this is so important for good cir-
culation, which is needed in heal-
ing a burn.” Then he told her re-
luctantly that grafting was indi-
cated and that I would be in the
hospital about two months.

Right at the beginning Josie dis-
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covered, quite by accident it
seemed, a very powerful method
of prayer. In her suitcase she had
brought several pictures of me,
taken when I was young, well, and
happy—with perfect skin. These
she put on her dresser, saying as
she looked at them, “Lord, I be-
lieve this is the way Tom’s face
will look again soon, for this is
the way you see him now under
the burns.”

The second day when she was
allowed to see me without the
sheet the sight was almost too
much for anyone and the man who
came with her turned white and

-looked away. I demanded a mirror
from my nurse; I must know the
worst and not fool myself. It was
a hard moment for us all when I
looked in the mirror. However,
Josie was soon back at her pictures,
replacing the negative image with
the positive one and holding to the
image of perfection. Agnes Sanford
often tells this story to illustrate
the necessity of seeing the patient
whole, rather than sick.

By now Josie and I were pray-
ing together twice a day, not only
for ourselves but for the doctors,
nurses, and other patients in the
hospital, especially the burned
cases. We gave thanks for my prog-
ress, which as yet could not be
seen. This is praying by faith.
“Faith is the evidence of things
not seen.”

In a few days, groups of doctors
began to visit me for observation.
They were puzzled and amazed at
the speed of my recovery. It was
as if they were watching a moving
picture of my healing with the pro-
jector running at an unexplainable
speed.

In nine or ten days my burns
were perfectly healed and my re-
covery exceeded Josie’s faith that I
would have skin like that in my
pictures, for I did not get the skin
of a young man but that of a
young baby—smooth, firm, and
pink. I was dismissed from the
hospital in fifteen days but in the
last few days I was there I was
allowed to visit sick patients who
needed encouragement.

So instead of remaining in the
hospital for two months for graft-
ings, I walked out of the door that
wonderful day the end of May
with a new kind of faith in God
and a grateful heart. But that was
not the end. If it had been I would
not be sharing this experience with
you. For from that day to this I
have been telling people about the
Great Physician who cares deeply
about our every need—the needs of
our bodies, as well as our souls.
We have since seen many healings
in answer to our prayers and it is
with great thankfulness that I here-
by testify to the great mercy and
healing power of my Lord Jesus
Christ.

(I In quiet reverence they kneel at the altar and find life changed for them.

Miracles at Old St. Stephen’s

Gertrude D. McKelvey

IRACLES are happening
M every day in the midst of
busy downtown Philadel-
phia. The place is massive, digni-
fied St. Stephen’s Episcopal church,
just off the spot where the crowded
ways of Tenth and Market streets
Cross.

While other city churches here-
abouts are worn down in their los-
ing struggle for existence, old St.
Stephen’s vibrates with more life
than it has known during many of
its 127 years of service.

Thousands of people from the
suburbs as well as downtown areas,
from all classes and social strata,
from many callings and none,
stream into the beautiful cathedral-
like church to attend the healing
services at 12:30 and 5:30 o’clock
Thursday afternoons. In quiet rev-
erence they kneel at the altar to
find life changed for them. Many
claim they have found complete
healing of many types of physical,
emotional, and spiritual distress.

Correspondence with people from
all over the country is an increas-
ing problem to the rector and his
staff. Letters asking confirmation
and information concerning rumors
about St. Stephen’s, requests for
prayers, and glowing letters of

gratitude from those helped, make
up the bulk of the mail.

It was the seeking of so many
frightened, lonely, frustrated
people for peace of mind, body, and
soul that sent the present rector,
Rev. Alfred W. Price, to his knees
in earnest prayer for God’s sus-
taining power and guidance in a
task that was becoming too much
for even his six-foot-four frame
and great heart.

Eight years ago he left a flourish-
ing suburban church in Brooklyn
to answer the call of St. Stephen’s,
which had reached a low point in
its long history. His first move was
to open the church doors wide. On
Sundays, on Holy days, and all
other days throughout the week, a
huge sidewalk sign invited all who
would to come, enter, and find
peace. Besides, he went about the
nearby streets, mingling with the
people and telling them about the
church.

The attendance gradually in-
creased. Timid souls, weary and
distressed, sought the study of this
big, kindly minister, to unload up-
on him the burdens which they
could no longer carry.

“So many came that I realized
I could no longer handle the job

From The Christian Adwvocate, July 20, 1950.
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alone,” he remembers. “I had
trouble sleeping nights, for fear one
man and his family, including a
sick mother, would be thrown out
of their home in the morning. Or, I
wondered if a woman from the
Main Line would learn that her
hospital reports showed a malig-
nancy.

“Then, too, I had to be able to
separate the sincere seekers from
those who only wanted to relieve
their minds and spirits periodically,
while they kept right on their dis-
sipated way in an endeavor to
escape life’s problems.”

One day there came to Dr.
Price’s study desk a small pamphlet
on spiritual therapy. It was no new
subject to him. He knew that the
Church of England sanctioned its
use all over Britain. In this coun-
try he knew such men as John Gay-
nor Banks and Glenn Clark, who
were already working miracles in
changed lives through this kind of
ministry of healing. And he was
sure that the persons who flocked
to his study were sick in mind,
body, or soul-—some in all three.
Here would be a chance for these
seekers to help themselves.

Once convinced that herein lay
his ministry, Dr. Price began at
once what he called the “Laying-
on-of-Hands” service. It is a
simple, dignified, and most im-
pressive service, as I have seen it.
There is nothing of the sensational
about it.

First comes a sermon based
strictly on the New Testament.
Then the minister takes his place
at the altar, turning his back upon
the people while he seeks dedica-
tion with the following prayer:

“O Lord, take my mind and
think through it. Take my heart and
set it on fire with love. Take these
hands and through them bring to
these, thy suffering children, the
fullness of thy healing power.
Amen.”

Following this prayer those sick
of heart, mind, and body make
their way to the altar. Some hob-
ble with canes. Some who are too
weak to come alone are helped by
friends. Others come perfectly able
to walk, but every movement of
their bodies tells plainly of defeat
in their souls. Many faces are har-
assed or sad. Some few who have
been there before smile confidently
with expectation.

An awe-inspiring silence per-
vades the church, and one seems to
sense the Unseen Presence hover-
ing over these waiting souls as
this tall, priestly man of God places
his hands upon the heads of two
people bowed before him and prays
quietly :

“May the mercy of God and the
love of our Lord Jesus Christ and
the power of his Holy Spirit, which
are here now, enter your soul, your
mind, and your body for healing.
Amen.”

When all have received the lay-
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ing-on-of-hands, they rise together
to return to the pews as others
make their way to fill the altar
again.

But how they leave that altar is
indeed the miracle. The hobbling
old lady may come away carrying
her cane on her arm, as she slowly
makes her way down the aisle,
smiling. An overtired executive, a
moment before dejected, may re-
turn erect with new determination
in every stride. Faces glow with
some newly-found hope and, al-
though some are not immediately
healed, there is the glorious hope
that complete recovery will come.
The healing is God’s work.

Typical of the letters of testi-
mony that flood Dr. Price’s desk
is this one:

“Before I leave for my home in
Watertown, Mass.,, I want to tell
you of the marvelous cure that hap-
pened to me at the altar of your
church.

“I came to Philadelphia to inspect
the records of the branch office of
the concern which employed me.
I was staying atthe _________ hotel
and contracted a fungus growth on
my right leg. It grew steadily
worse and my leg from the ankle
to the knee was a mass of running
sores. Gangrene set in and the
doctor despaired of saving it. It
looked like a sure amputation.

“Alone in the city and panic
stricken, I happened to see the sign

in front of your church calling
attention to the Healing service. I
was on my way at the time to
Jefferson hospital where the doc-
tor had engaged a room for me. It
was close to 5:30 p.m. and I en-
tered St. Stephen’s church. I lis-
tened to your address on healing.
Your words seemed to reach my
inner consciousness and led me to
come forward in faith with the
others to receive the laying on of
hands. I cannot describe the feeling
that came over me. I seemed to
receive immediate healing.

“I walked away without the help
of my cane. I continued my journey
to the hospital and the next morn-
ing when the bandages were re-
moved the surgeon noted with
amazement the improved condition.
In two days I was discharged as
completely cured.

“I have been a lifelong member
of the Episcopal church but I have
never known about this work of
spiritual healing until by chance I
came into your church.”

Obviously those who attend this
service are not seeking another
health cult, but rather look for an
opportunity to grasp the true pur-
pose of the Incarnation, “I am
come that they might have life,
and that they might have it more
abundantly.”

The manual act of the laying on
of hands is explained by Dr. Price
thus: “The laying on of hands is
a symbolic act signifying the will-



