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As We Go To Press

All of us are interested in the manner in which Jesus calmed storms, but there
are many different kinds of storms that our Lord had to deal with. Glenn Clark
(p. 1) does an excellent job with this engrossing topic. It is a chapter out of his
latest book, Come Follow Me, to be published this fall. There are more storms than
those of wind and water. There are storms of passion, politics, etc. that demand
our attention . . . Lewis F. Presna (p. 13) has written one of the most practical
and inspirational articles we have seen in a long time. Everybody wants to get
ahead of the crowd. We do not want to be slowed down, but a person with polio
is slowed down against his will Did you ever think there might be blessings
in being stricken with polio? If you never did, you have a surprise in store for
you in this personal experience article . . . The Sermon on the Mount is probably
better known than any other part of the gospels, and sometimes we become so
used to it that we lose the freshness of it and its real meaning. Ernest W. Dunning
(p. 17) will give you some new insights into its make-up and value . . . There
is a new idea about love that you will find by Rita F. Snowden (p. 23). It might
be summed up by the question, “What do you see?” Are there some things we
ought to see? Of course. But, then, are there some things that love will not permit
us to see? We have eyes to see, that is true, but we also have eyelids to shut out
what we ought not to see. Read it. You will like it . . . Did you ever stop to
think about what the next step is beyond faith? What should faith do for you?
The wise counsel of Bishop Pardue (p. 29) sheds light on this in a way that will
open your eyes . . . Nobody likes to go through crises, and yet without the struggles
we would really never achieve. Hebecca Beard (p. 37) does a most instructive
job on crises. This is a chapter taken from her forthcoming book, Everyman’s
Mission, $2.50. This will be her third book, and each one seems to thrill just
as much as her previous one. We hope she never runs out of material . . . Winslow
Beckles (p. 42) is a colored minister from Harlem who went to Merrybrook
in a most discouraged state. His article tells what happened to him. Stories such
as this tell us that the miracles of the New Testament are still happening . . .
Frank Laubach (p. 49) had planned on being at the Camps Farthest Out this
past summer, but God had other plans for him in India. His new work is closely
allied with Point Four, and instead of working from the top down, the new approach
is from the community level. Give him your prayers throughout this coming year,
for prayer works!
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€ Even the winds and waves obey Him.

Quelling Storms

Glenn Clark

NE morning the crowd
around Jesus was aug-
mented by a vast number

from neighboring cities, many of
whom seemed to know Simon, the
Zealot, very well.

“They are members of the Revo-
lutionist party,” Nathanael explain-
ed. “They are the modern Gideon’s
Band secretly preparing to over-
throw the Roman power. They have
come to see whether Jesus is the one
to lead their revolution.”

“God forbid!” said Phillip frown-
ing. “Then every one of us will be
crucified. We must get rid of this
crowd.”

“No,” said Nathanael. “You will
find them very receptive to Jesus’
words.”

They were indeed very receptive,
and Jesus healed many after he had
addressed them in parables. One of
them, in his enthusiasm cried out,
“You are the man we want for
King!” Thereupon followed a great
roar of approval. The cry became a
contagion and presently everyone
was shouting at the top of his voice.

Jesus lifted his hand and finally
quieted them.

“Do you not know that they that
would achieve their ends by the
sword shall perish by the sword?
No, my friends, seek first the King-
dom of heaven and its righteousness
and all these things shall be added
unto you—even freedom from the
Roman yoke. Now go in peace.”

He turned to the Twelve, then,
and said, “Let us cross to the other
side at once.” Quickly Peter and
Andrew helped him into their boat
and with four others pushed off.

“John and I have room for the
rest of you in our boat,” said James.
So another seven of us climbed into
his boat. Matthew and I sat in the
stern and Thomas sat alone in the
bow. Four, seated in pairs, did the
rowing. John and James pulled the
oars in the forward position while
Nathanael and Philip were imme-
diately facing me.

I became fascinated watching the
long, powerful arms of Nathanael
look in his eyes that boded no good.

From Come Follow Me, Glenn Clark. Macalester Park Pub. Co., $2.50.
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and the wide sweep of his oar. A
wind from the north was rolling
whitecaps toward us. Overhead,
gathering clouds gave the illusion
of night and presently I found my-
self growing very drowsy. I was
sound asleep when a great wave
burst upon us, drenching me to the
skin and almost filling the boat.

“Start bailing!” shouted James.
“You three not rowing, start bailing
—fast!”

The waves kept rising in fury, un-
til 1 wondered if our boat—large
and strong though it was—could
weather the storm. Then just as sud-
denly as it came up, the storm sub-
sided. The water became smooth as
glass and the oars again took firm
grip upon the water.

“] never in my life saw anything
happen like this,” said Philip.

“That storm almost got us,” said
Simon Peter when our two crews
met on the opposite shore. “But I
have something wonderful to tell
you! Now I know that Jesus is the
Messiah! Even the winds and waves
obey him!” In Peter’s voice there
was awe.

The town of Gadara was set back
from the lake and approached by a
road along whose sides were cave-
like tombs cut out of the rocks. We
had hardly landed when a giant fig-
ure of a man, completely naked,
started rushing down upon us. He
had a club in his hands and a wild

“We come out of one storm only

to meet another,” said Simon Peter,
surprisingly calm and unconcerned
at this apparition. “Henceforth I
am afraid of nothing when Jesus is
with us. He calmed one storm. He
can calm another.”

This confidence was not shared
by Nathanael. “I've been here be-
fore. This man is known as the
Killer of Gadara. He breaks the
chains they try to bind him with.
No one dares go by this road for
fear of him. We must hurry down
the beach another way to the city.”

“No,” said Jesus, “let us wait. He
seems to be expecting us. Let enough
love go forth to this unfortunate
one, and no harm shall touch any
of you.”

The powerful figure was now
close upon us, flourishing his club
and gnashing his teeth.

For a moment fear seized me and
dammed back the flow of love I was
trying to send, in gelf defence, to-
ward him. Then I saw the serene
face of Peter upturned toward the
sky and I, too, looked up and
opened my heart utterly to God. In-
stantly I felt His great love flow
through me and I knew then we
were safe. The lunatic stopped in
his tracks.

“I destroy! I destroy!” he cried
and he began to strike his own body
with his club and throwing it down,
seized a rock and began to gash his
cheeks and breast with it.

“Now watch,” said John, stand-
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ing close to me. “You will see that
this will not be an easy healing. If
the demons are cast out it will be
at a price. Someone will suffer. For
there is not love enough.”

The man was now mumbling and
screaming, nothing articulate com-
ing from his lips. Jesus suddenly
silenced him with a loud voice.

“Come out of the man, you un-
clean spirit.”

At once the man relaxed, looked
up at Jesus with a wild stare, and
fell on his knees.

“Jesus, Son of God,” he scream-
ed, “Most High! What business have
you with me? By God I adjure you,
do not torture me.”

“See,” said Philip, “the man
senses that there is going to be suf-
fering in his cure.”

“Hush,” said John. “It is not the
man but the demons in him that are
crying out. They are the ones who
will suffer, not he.”

“What is your name?” demanded
Jesus.

“If one uses the correct name of
the demon he can command it,”
whispered John. “That is the method
of all prophets.”

“My name is Legion,” came from
the lips of the one possessed. “There
is a host of us. Send us into some-
one else.”

“No,” said Jesus, “you don’t be-
long in the habitations of man.”

“Let us enter the wild beasts—or
even the sheep yonder.”

“No,” said Jesus.

“Then let us enter the swine.”

“You are like swine and would
make men swine,” said Jesus, and

then in a voice of command, “enter
where you belong.”

Instantly the man fell to the
ground and lay relaxed and limp at
Jesus’ feet. Jesus reached out and
gently raised him up. To my sur-
prise the man had not swooned. He
was smiling, and his face was sim-
ply transformed by the light of that
smile. His eyes were bright and
glowing and beautiful; I could hard-
ly believe that he was the same
creature.

“Put some garments upon him,”
said Jesus. “This man will be our
apostle to the Gadarenes from this
time forward.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank
you,” said the man. And his voice
was calm and clear.

Someone cast a mantle over him
and led him toward the city. All the
rest of the citizens followed, leaving
Jesus alone with the disciples. Turn-
ing to them Jesus spoke:

“There are worse demons than
those which I cast out from this
man—the worst kind are those that
afflict a multitude of people at the
same time. When we crossed the
lake just now I was running away
from demons, only to run into new
demons along the way. A storm in
the air is only a reflection of the
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storm in the soul, and one is just as
easy to quell as the other. This after-
noon you have seen how a legion of
demons can enslave one man. This
morning across the lake you saw
how one demon could enslave a le-
gion of people.”

“What do you mean, Master?”
asked Thomas.

“] mean that when the multitude
pressed upon me the other day beg-
ging for another miracle of loaves
and fishes, they were possessed by
the demon of greed. They have
never forgotten that I turned water
into wine and have never ceased re-
peating Satan’s request to turn
stones into bread. Today the fanatic
multitude came seeking to make me
king in order that I would destroy
their conquerors for them. That was
the demon of hate—directed at
the Romans. Whenever a thought
presses in on a multitude that way
it is like a demon—to be cast out.
But alas, the fanatics of Galilee don’t
want it cast out.

“When individuals come asking
me and desiring in their heart that
I cast out their demons I easily cast
them out. But when they don’t want
to be free it comes with effort or
causes loss as when these demons
went into the swine. Multitudes
come possessed with demons that
they do not want cast out, clinging

to them with all their might. Then
only God through His great mercy
can save them. Then it is that I turn

away and leave them alone for
awhile with God.”

“So when you had us get into the
boats,” said Matthew, “we were flee-
ing from demons, not from people?”

“Yes,” said Jesus. “From the de-
monic desire to destroy the Roman
power by force.”

Just then we saw the crowd re-
turning from the city. '

“A drove of swine,” exclaimed
their spokesman, “has rushed into
the sea. The word is being spread
that the demons you cast out from
the giant entered into them and de-
stroyed them. Please, we beg of
you, leave these parls immediately

lest worse things befall us.”

“We shall go,” said Jesus.

And as we turned and trudged
northward 1 found that I was pon-
dering all that Jesus had been tell-
ing us. The raving of the multitude
for God to produce a king who
could raise up, as by magic, an
army to move and act with power—
oh, how like it was in my own day
—the day when the demon of Power
Politics was in control of the na-
tions of the world! So fixed are
these demon thoughts, these lusts
for ease, for wealth, for power, that
I wondered how Jesus, then or now,
could ever cast them out! And the
terrible demon-thoughts of jealousy
and hate that possessed the Phari-
sees! Because the people of Pales-
tine did not make haste to want these
demons cast out, because they did
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not become poor in spirit and pure
in heart, and because they did not
hunger and thirst eagerly enough
for righteousness, the demons in
them were destined to destroy both
them and him. It seemed as though
all Palestine right then was pos-
sessed of demons. It was as though
all the children of mammon were

marshalling their forces to cast out
the Son of Light.

‘As we walked on in thoughtful
silence I found John at my side.

“What is a demon?” I asked him.
John was the only one who seemed
able to answer my deeper questions.

He replied, “The demons are the
outer thoughts, the thoughts that de-
stroy and take. The angels are the
inner thoughts, the thoughts that
save and give. He who lives amid
the inward thoughts lives in the
Kingdom; he who lives in the outer
thoughts lives in hell. Jesus came to
put men in heaven and save them
from hell, to tell men how to turn
within and live in the Kingdom here
and now.”

“How can he destroy these demon
thoughts that do not willingly leave
the people and which they do not
willingly part with?” I asked.

“If a man clings to rubbish when
it is cast out into Gehenna, then he,
too, along with the rubbish which
he clings to, will also be cast out
into Gehenna.”

“Then all will be destroyed? Is
there no other way?”

“Apparently the only other way
to make men lose their clinging to
outward thoughts is for one to die,
Jesus tells us. For that reason it is
beginning to grow very clear to him,
he says, that he must let these de-
mon thoughts, these demon desires
and demon hates of people that are
seeking to make him king, and of
the Pharisees seeking to make him
a victim—he must let those thoughts
lift him up—what he means I do
not know—and destroy his body.
Only by giving his body a ransom
for the many who are obsessed by
outer thoughts, he says, can he
awaken their love sufficiently for
them to look within and find the
kingdom. Sometimes it seems clear
that it is actual death he means—
for he so often speaks of himself as
a sheep led to the slaughter—and
sometimes it is life I think he means,
for he always speaks as though he
can pick himself out of the tomb
they lay him in. In case they try to
kill him, I think he will rise right
up above the torture and move away
to safety, and they will find they
cannot touch him, even as when he
moved from the crowd on the Naza-
reth hill and none could touch him.
And yet—and yet—at that time and
at other times he says, ‘They can-
not hurt me for my time has not yet
come.” What means he by this? My
time! My time! What is that time?”



@ Congquest by force always loses more than it wims.

Blow Hard or Shine Hard?

Irene Merrill Mason

LEXANDER, from the diz-

A zying heights of his re-

alized ambition, wept be-

cause there were no more worlds to

conquer, and died in a scene of
debauch.

Hannibal, who crossed the Alps
and made Rome’s foundation quake
in terror, finally tormented with fear
of the very ones who had once done
him his greatest homage, put an end
to his life in a foreign country, un-
loved and unwept.

Caesar, who conquered 800 cities,
who dyed his garments with the
blood of millions of his foes, who
pursued his only rival to death, was
assassinated by his friends.

Napoleon, whose law kings and
popes obeyed, who filled the ea::th
with terror, and deluged it with
blood, died in exile, where he could
see his country’s flag waving over
the deep, but which could not suc-
cor the once mighty but now fallen

emperor.

Heil Hitler—

Well, no need to tell the present
generation how he ruled and died.

Whatever the above men accom-
plished, was accomplished by the
law of force. Their conquests were
not for the good of mankind, but
for the good of themselves. To
achieve, and as a result of, those
conquests, millions suffered and
died. Good came to none. Their only
legacy to mankind was the know-
ledge that conquest by force always
loses more than it wins.

Jesus came to teach the law of
love. His aim was to help mankind,
not himself. He died at the hand of
his enemies, it is true, but he rose
again and his influence endured not
merely for one brief span, but will
remain eternal.

Briefly, it's the same old story
of the sun and wind and whic-h
could make the man remove his
coat. Way back then, Aesop was
telling us. How slowly we learn!

The Golden Age Fairy Tales
Evelyn Whitell

i : o " ok
Glenn Clark considers this the most spiritual fairy story
he eve:n::aad.ar He and Mary Lou enjoyed reading them togethlg;‘.
They have the mythical quality of Hawthorne and a joyous uplift
that children love.—Cloth $2.00; paper $1.50.

Q The reason God permitted me to lose my sight and hearing
seems clear now.

Helen Keller

Jennie Esmond Wright

ELEN KELLER celebrated

her 70th birthday in 1950

by touring Europe on what

she called “My first vacation in 50
years.”

She was thrilled as her compan-
ion spelled into her hand vivid de-
scriptions of cities, lakes, rivers, and
magnificent scenic beauty of the
Swiss and Italian Alps.

The saying, “There is no wall
without a door,” seemed untrue in
her case. When but 19 months old
scarlet fever deprived her of both
sight and hearing, engulfing her in
a deep, black silence, yet she found
a way out.

Her parents were shocked and
heart-broken when their baby did
not respond to the ringing of a bell,
nor her blue eyes blink at a brilliant
light. She soon forgot the few words
she had learned.

Before the door opened the little
deaf mute grew strong and well
formed but, bitterly resenting her
inability to make herself understood,
would throw herself on the grass in
tantrums and fits of screaming.

When six years old her father
took her to see Dr. Chrishold, who
said she could be educated, and ad-
vised that Dr. Alexander Graham

Bell of Washington, D.C. be con-
sulted for information about schools
and teachers for deaf and blind
children.

Miss Keller writes, “Dr. Bell held
me on his knee while I examined
his watch. I did not dream that in-
terview would be the door through
which I should pass from darkness
into light, from isolation of friend-
ship, companionship, knowledge,
and love.”

Three months before Helen’s sev-
enth birthday an Irish girl, Anne
Sullivan, who had been blind, and
recently graduated from Perkins
Institute, became Helen’s beloved
teacher and inseparable companion
for the next half century. Of her
Helen wrote:

“When I heard approaching foot-
steps I stretched out my hand as I
supposed to my mother. Some one
took it, and I was caught up and
held close in the arms of her who
had come to reveal all things to me,
and more than all things else to love
me.

“The morning after my teacher
came she led me into her room and
gave me a doll. When I had played
with it a little while Miss Sullivan
slowly spelled into my hand the

7
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word doll. T was at once interested
in the finger play and tried to imi-
tate it.”

When Helen finally succeeded in
making the letters correctly she was
flushed with pleasure and pride, but
not knowing she had spelled a word.

She wrote, “Another time when
some one was drawing water my
teacher placed my hand under the
spout. As the cool stream gushed
over my hand she spelled into the
other the word, water, first slowly,
then rapidly. I stood still, my whole
attention fixed upon the motion of
her fingers. Suddenly I felt a misty
consciousness of something forgot-
ten—a thrill of returning thought,
and somehow the mystery of lan-
guage was revealed to me.

“] learned many new words that
day. It would have been difficult to
find a happier child than I was as
I lay in my crib at the close of that
eventful day and lived over the joys
it had brought to me.”

Helen’s mother had given in to
her unfortunate daughter at every
point, and when Miss Sullivan failed
to do so there was such a resistance
that Miss Sullivan moved her young
charge to an adjoining cottage
where the battle raged for several
days. Miss Sullivan would hold
Helen down by force for two hours
at a time to quell her fierce resist-
ance and so finally won.

When she was eight Miss Sulli-
van took her young charge to Per-

kins Institute where she picked out
words in Braille books before she
could actually read them, and she
associated with children who knew
the manual alphabet.

Later, Helen was taken to see
Miss Sarah Fuller, principal of the
Horace Mann School for the deaf
in Boston. Miss Fuller placed
Helen’s hand lightly over the lower
part of her face, and Helen’s fingers
into her mouth, so she could feel
the position of the teacher’s tongue,
teeth and movement of her lower
jaw.

Then she put Helen’s forefinger
against her teeth and a finger on
her throat and repeated the sound
«1” geveral times. Then Helen put
her fingers in her own mouth and
on her throat and made a similar
sound. After her seventh lesson she
was able to say to Miss Sullivan in
a hollow, breathy tone, “I am not
dumb now,” her first use of words.

While preparing for college she
was intensely tutored at Gilman
School in Cambridge, Mass., where
Miss Sullivan read the lectures into
her hand and said, “The eagerness
with which she absorbs ideas is de-
lightful.”

When twenty she enrolled at Rad-
cliffe, the first student thus handi-
capped to enter college. Four years
later she graduated with special hon-
ors in English.

On making her first speaking ap-
pearance she wrote:

1952 HELEN

“My mind froze. I prayed. Words
rose to my lips but I could not utter
a syllable. At last I forced out a
sound that felt like a cannon ball
going off. Later I learned it was
only a whisper.” But later she and
her teacher made many appearances
in public.

She reads lips by vibration. Plac-
ing the middle finger on the nose,
forefinger on the lips, and thumb
on the larynx she hears what others
say. It is said that, “With her fin-
gers on his lips Caruso poured his
golden voice into her hand.”

“Literature is my Utopia. Here I
am not disfranchised. No barrier
of the senses shuts me out from the
sweet, gracious discourse of my
book-friends. They talk to me with-
out embarrassment or awkward-
ness.”

In Paris she met Gutzon Borglum,
who took her to the Rodin Museum.
She wrote, “And for two hours—a
flash from Eternity!—one genius
showed me the masterpieces of an-
other. Call me not deaf-blind after I
had beheld their miracles.”

When at her attractive home in
Westport, Conn., she rises early,
spends hours at her typewriter, often
filling requests for messages to the
blind in various countries through-
out the world.

Her daily routine includes a forty-
five minute afternoon nap after
which, by aid of a hand-rail and ac-

—_é'

KELLER 9

companied by her dogs, she goes on
a long walk in the woods, enjoying
the woodsy smell.

She has her own suite, makes her
})ed and keeps her rooms tidy. Miss
Thompson reads to her the news-
paper headlines. Items in which she

is especially interested are Brailled
for her.

Deeply interested in unfortunate
people, she has raised some two mil-
lion dollars for the handicapped,
and has received honorary degrees
and decorations from various coun-
tries. The first public library estab-
lished in Alabama was named
“Helen Keller Library.”

She wrote, “The reason God per-
mitted me to lose both sight and
hearing seems clear now—that
through me He might cleave a rock,
unbroken before, and quickening
streams flow through other lives
desolate as my own once was. I am
content. For me there is never a dull
day.”

In 1936 she and Miss Sullivan
were awarded the Roosevelt medal,
“For Cooperative Achievements of
Unique Significance.”

The tireless industry of this triple
handicapped woman still persists,
increasing her already highly devel-
oped powers.

While living in her own dark
quietness she has risen above seem-
ingly insurmountable barriers and
become one of the best known per-
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sons in the modern world—an in-
spiration to the blind and to the see-
ing everywhere.

Helen Keller’s amazing mastery

L3

of speech through super-human ef-
forts has been called “The greatest
individual achievement in the his-
tory of education.”

L

Dream Into Reality

Jeanne Ackley Lohmann

ND a Voice came unto me,
saying — “Declare now
your faith in the world you

are building. Put aside your tools
for an instant; show us the struc-
ture, and tell us what you believe
about tomorrow.”

Then suddenly the whiteness
dazzled me and 1 saw the world
radiant and alive and changing.
And I lifted my head and answered.

“This then is my faith for the
world I want. It shall be a com-
munity of mankind, and all na-
tions shall bring their gifts and
their failures to its councils. And
no people shall say which contrib-
utes most nor shall any dispose of
another’s genius and use it as his
own. And its people shall be the
poetry of every nation, free as there
is freedom in singing when the
great laws of music govern its
harmonies; beautiful as light where
all colors are blended into radiance!

“Fach man shall find his own
faith that it may be strong, nor
shall he who has faith impose it

on another, but only share that both
may grow.

“And the world shall need crea-
tive love more than all else—be it
expressed in momentary conform-
ity which secks the slow growing
of seeds dropped into darkness, or
in rebellion which flings itself
whole-souled against injustice. In
the economy of brotherhood both
are needed, and God in history
alone shall judge.

“And the world I want shall not
be finished nor complete, for al-
ways there will be struggle and a
striving after perfection. But we
shall thank God for this divine dis-
content which sends us from the
valleys into the mountains, and
from the mountains again to the
cities where men labor and suffer
and seek together! For the only
hell shall be isolation from those
who are our brothers, and from the
heart of the universe, which is
God!”

Then the Voice whispered, “It is
a dream, but it is good. Go and
work, and believe it into being, and
it shall be yours.”

{ We are brothers in the deep currents.

Declaration of Brothers

Otto Mallery

We speak:

Sons of God:

Black and white, red, brown and yellow—men of all nations;
The halt and the hale; ’
The filled and the empty; the naked and the clothed;

The builders of buildings, the dreamers of dreams—
Women, too, and youngsters still growing:

All sons of God;

All brothers in our deep currents.

If the belly pain, the mouth cries out;

If the limb weary, the heart aches also.

(And if my brother starves, shall I not hunger?
If he sickens, is there health in me?

Shall I see past his blindness?

I am my brother.)

I said: Hold my hand; we shall walk together;

We shall destroy fear, you and I;

We shall fill the empty ones and ease them who suffer; we shall strengthen
the feeble; the tyrant shall flinch from us; we shall impart knowledge;

And feeding them, be fed; and healing them, be healed. So shall we proﬁt’
the one by the other; :

For we are the sons of God;

We are brothers in the deep currents.

You and I moving forward united; so it shall be. 1 swear it;

Who whispers evil of you, I will not hear him.

Who strikes at his neighbor through greed, you and I will not add to that
striking.

We will not march in the army of the aggressor.

Swear with me; for we are brothers in our deep currents.

From “Declaration of Brothers”, P 1
o A s R R Ph{tsdelphi:il?; Growth Leaflet, Copy on request from Otto

11
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his brother may rest also; and where one eals,

Surely, where one rests, ere one ea
- there shall be no discrimination

his brother may break bread;
between us. i ;
Send me your bales. I will buy them, and send in turn; we will exchange
freely according to our needs. .
Seck forthrightly your particular good; I will help you. :
For it was said, “No man lives to himself, and no man ,dlis to hi
s

living or dying, we are the Lord’s and each other’s.

mself; but

We say to our leaders, Lead us in the ways of love and reconciliation, and

we shall follow;
We shall toil up the steep slopes,
Till we greet the day of justice and love,

This is our pledge and our contract—
The black and the white, the red, the brown and the yellow, men of all

the day of freedom from fearing.

nations—
This is our pledge to our Father.
For we are Sons of God: Brothers in our deep currents.

e B3 e

Rendure
Lois Christy Tewell

The year is at autumn,
And autumn is best

For it leads into winter’s
Luxurious rest.

And after? Awakening;
Awakening to sing
Praise to the Maker,
The Maker of Spring

Who added the summer
With purpose, no doubt,
For happy reunions

At Camps Farthest Out.

B e s i o G B e S e B e

@ Almost every day I was finding new uses for polio.

A Preacher’s Experiment with Polio

Lewis F. Presnall

AR time disabilities and
the increase in polio epi-
demics have greatly in-

creased public interest in the prob-
lems of the physically handicapped.
New articles and books constantly
appear on some phase of emotional,
physical, or occupational adjust-
ment of the disabled. We are de-
luged with suggestions, most of them
good, about ways to meet these cri-
sis situations. It is all very confus-
ing, and if one’s rehabilitation de-
pended upon following this moun-
tainous mass of advice, he would be
as frustrated as the mother who
reads every book she can find on
child guidance. It is a compliment
to the resiliency of the human spirit
that so many people make reason-
ably good adjustments to physical
handicaps in spite of this flood of
instruction.

But there is a better way. The
method is not original with me.
There is nothing essentially new
about it. But having experimented
through nearly twelve years with
polio, I can say with some assurance
that if one follows this simple tech-
nique he will achieve a better, easier
adjustment to normal living than if
he tries to follow the detailed and
often Pollyannish advice of every
Tom, Dick, and Harry. He will be

able to meet the difficulties and em-
barrassments of his situation with a
high degree of confidence. The in-
convenience of his handicap will not
appear as a major catastrophe. And
he will be able to face the future,
not only with fortitude, but with
zestful interest. Best of all, this
method can work as well for the
man in a wheel chair as it does for
the person with a hearing aid.

My own handicap turned out to
be a relatively minor thing. But we
did not know that at first. When
polio struck I was twenty-eight
years old—a lean, athletic individ-
ual who liked to climb mountains
and who enjoyed the company of
people. My wife and I had met at
college and had been married four
years. We had one child. I was do-
ing graduate study at Berkeley, Cali-
fornia, and serving as student pas-
tor of a small community church.
Polio completely paralyzed both
legs and I spent three months in
bed. The doctor told my wife he
doubted whether I would ever be
able to walk again. At the end of
the fourth month I was able to be
in a wheel-chair, and began re-
learning to drive my car. Soon after,
I resumed the work as a pastor, still
in the wheel-chair.

As a Christian clergyman [ had

13
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often preached about the resources
of faith in meeting crisis situations.
But as I made pastoral calls on the
sick, the disabled, and the bereaved,
I used to wonder whether my as-
surances about the helpfulness of
faith had much meaning to these
people who were really undergoing
trouble.

A short while before I contracted
polio I had read E. Stanley Jones’
book, “Christ and Human Suffer-
ing,” in which he develops the idea
that the Christian attitude toward
suffering is to use it. That sounded
like good preaching, and when I
found my leg muscles atrophied
with paralysis it occurred to me
that this was an opportunity to ex-
plore the possibilities of Christian
faith in personal experience. As I
later explained it to a friend, “The
things we preachers talk about are
of little use unless they work in our
own crises.”

But how could one use polio?
That was just the trouble. It was the
use of my legs that I had lost. How
could one use something that seemed
so obviously useless? In spite c:f the
apparent paradox, I was convinced
that if Christian faith would not
work in this situation, then nothing
would work. Lying there in bed, I
began to reason it out, and came
to the following conclusions:

1. I would keep alert for ways in

which the polio experience
could be used.

2. Few people live over eighty
years. Even this is such a short
span that time itself limits the
occupations one can pursue,
the experiences he can have
and the good he can do.

3. Paralysis had arbitrarily lim-
ited me. Nevertheless, if I had
to spend the rest of my life in
bed, there were still so many
possibilities open to me that I
would not have time to explore
them all, even if I did live to
eighty years.

4. Why give any thought, then,
to those things that were ob-
viously beyond my limits? I
would refuse to think about
doing anything that was be-
yond my physical powers.

5. T would replace such negative
thought by devising ways to
do things that were within my
scope.

With these simple working prin-
ciples, the experience of polio be-
came a game. As strength returned
to my body and, later on, as some
muscles began to move in my legs,
I became so busy exploring the pos-
sibilities of my new life that there
was no room for self-pity. To my
surprise, I discovered that 1 was
actually enjoying each step in the
rehabilitation. Almost every day I
was finding new uses for polio.

There are two ways that a man
can experience more than his con-
temporaries. One is to move faster

Pﬁs——;%
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than the general stream. The other
is to slow down and I found myself
hearing more, seeing more and hayv-
ing more interesting contacts with
people than when I had rushed
about in the hurried flow of able-
bodied folk.

As a clergyman I found many
other uses for polio. It was easier to
get acquainted with new people.
They might forget my name on the
first meeting. But they would re-
member “that fellow in the wheel-
chair.” I became more effective in
calling on the sick. My presence in
the hospital or sick room brought
more encouragement. Invalids felt
that I understood them.

Anyone who tries to use his dis-
ability will soon be able to make
out his own list of advantages. At
the same time, he will find the dis-
advantages taking on less import-
ance.

By keeping alert to the possibili-
ties of my handicap and by conti-
nually experimenting I found my
physical condition progressing in
better fashion than medical prog-
nosis would anticipate. When I
fooled the first doctor by learning
to walk with braces and crutches,
the medical advice predicted that
this was the termination of my im-
provement. But the application of
the Christian philosophy to the han-
dicap had, by this time, become a
habitual attitude. I just had to find
out what more I could do.

First, I devised a method for
driving my car without special
equipment. In doing this, certain
leg muscles continued to receive in-
creasing experience. That resulted
in better walking ability. Then, I be-
gan experimenting with canes and
developed other minor muscles un-
til better balance could be achieved.
Finally, I got rid of the crutches
altogether. Today I use one brace
and two canes and have recently

been trying to get rid of that last
brace.

Generally speaking, the attitude
or the philosophy one adopts to-
ward his disability has much more
to do with his adjustment to nor-
mal life than the apparent limita-
tions of the physical mechanism. It
has been demonstrated time and
again that a bed-ridden paralytic
can often lead a more useful, happy
life than many people whose limbs
are normal, but whose attitude is
crippled. A crippled spirit is more
disabling than a crippled body.

The doctors, the advisors, the
psychologists, and the article writers
will tell the handicapped person that
he can surprise himself with his
achievements if he will try—and
keep on trying for years, and years,
and years. But few of them tell
where he is going to get the motiva-
tion for such long-range effort. Ad-
vice comes cheap to the displaced
person. He is told to “grin and bear
it,” to “keep a stiff upper lip,” “don’t
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let it get you down,” and “it could
be worse.” But he will find that try-
ing to be cheerful when he feels
otherwise or adopting a stoical at-
titude in spite of pain and embar-
rassment are methods that only ex-
aggerate his difficulties. Even “mak-
ing the best of things” is a poor
solution, since it implies that one
thinks he is in a sorry mess.

But the teaching of Jesus pro-

vides both motivation and method
for rehabilitation. If one can accept
this situation, he is then in a posi-
tion to meet the disability as a part
of the total raw material out of
which he can build his life. When
he adopts the Christian attitude of
trying to use everything that comes
to him, he will find himself in part-
nership with God in a new creative
venture.

Rodeheaver-The Man

Sue Kelley

OMER Rodeheaver, who
started his evangelical
work with Billy Sunday 40

years ago, has begun a new phase
in his battle against immorality.
He is setting aside 320 acres on
his huge property in Florida as a
ranch for delinquent boys. A vigor-
ous man in his 60’s, Rodeheaver
says, “You've got to start some-
where when a country is as morally
sick as this one is and it’s the youth
you have to start with. We've set
aside land for Rodeheaver’s Rain-
bow Ranch for Boys. It will be

like Boy’s Town. That is, we’'ll take
boys who have fallen into trouble
and give them a chance. They’ll ride
horses, swim, study and learn a

trade and they’ll be removed from
the temptations of city life.”

Head of the largest hymn pub-
lishing house in the world, he owns
three farms in Indiana plus his
ranch in Florida and still travels
all over the country for revivals. He
points to the revival meetings which
have gone on in some colleges as a
sign of the times. “It shows that
the young people are restless, un-
happy, searching for something.
They read about the increase of
crime, they hear how much crime is
committed by young people and

they want something different from
a psychiatrist’s couch.” He hopes
to provide the answer for some
youngsters on that ranch in Florida.

@ And what are you seeking first?

Is the Sermon on the Mount Practical?

Ernest William Denning

ODAY is full of trouble. A
dollar is worth a quarter.
Tomorrow it may be worth

a dime. There isn’t time enough to
do all that must be done. Cruel
death lurks at every grade crossing.

Who’s going to get our vote in
November? How can we save money
to pay the insurance premium?
What shall we do about Russia?

In the face of all these pressing
problems, the Church holds up the
Sermon on the Mount. Sometimes
religion seems like a headache. We
don’t want to get rid of our head,
but it hurts to keep it.

Tom shrugs his shoulders.

Dick says, “Of course, Jesus was
a righteous and benevolent man.
But the Sermon on the Mount isn’t
practical.”

Harry agrees, “You're right. It
doesn’t suit our modern struggle.
What'll we do about competition in
business and politics?”

You can’t be sarcastic at a time
like this. It won’t do any good to
say, “Well, anybody who puts aside
his religion just because he’s going
into business or politics, is like
someone who takes off his shoes
when he’s about to walk among
thorns.”

To be perfectly honest, the Ser-
mon on the Mount does seem some-
times like an old-time idea that’s not

much good now. Even the church
finds it impractical to give alms in
secret. The right hand always knows
what the left hand is doing. Every
annual report tells the budget for
social service and foreign missions.

“Well, if we can’t make it prac-
tical,” we complain, “why can’t we
be released from it?” That’s when
we don’t take our religion seriously.

As a matter of fact, unless we
have a statement of our faith, we
might lose it. Don’t you think so?
Vague idealism won’t stand up to
face such dangers as indifference
and opposition. Besides, lots of us
think the Sermon on the Mount
contains the heart of Christianity.

So let’s look at the Sermon again.
After surviving for 1900 years, is it
possible that the Sermon means
nothing to us today?

In the first place, the Sermon on
the Mount really isn’t a sermon. Just
try reading it out loud at one stand-
ing! The ideas pop out so fast that
any listener is confused. There is
no introduction, body, nor conclu-
sion that a good sermon needs.

The Sermon is a collection of in-
dividual units of material brought
together by Matthew and Luke into
one place in their books. Oh, didn’t
you know that Luke has it as well as
Matthew? Well, he does. In both
books, each unit is complete in it-
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