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s We Go To Press

The growing recognition by the medical profession over the recent years of
the value of attitudes in regard to health will likely be one of the marks of our
era. That those in religion have been saying there is a relationship between
religion and health is well known, but now medicine is saying the same thing. —
perhaps in slightly different words, but nevertheless the same. The article by
Dr. Reichert (p.1) is an excellent, addition to the subject . . . Light has always
been associated with things that are high, Godly and lifting and Aylesa Forsee
(p. 6) draws our attention to it. . . . Albert Einstein can truly be called a genius
and when one considers what has resulted from his discoveries he might be called
a breathtaking genius. Charles A. Wells (p. 7) gives us a look at the religious
side of the great man. . . . Celia Caroline Cole (p. 9) writes about a subject
that has come more and more into its rightful place in private devotions dur-
ing the past few years. Silence is being practiced more today among Protestants
than for many, many years and one has only to talk to a few people to realize
how effective it is in deepening the spiritual life. . . . Life is a journey along
an open road, but it need not be fearful nor lonely. Harold W. Ruopp (p. 15)
writes with the depth of understanding that comes from having lived life and
tasted many of its changes. At present he is counselor to the ministers of the
Minnesota Council of Churches. . . . Most of us ossociate Holy Orders with a par-
ticular habit of dress, or at least the dress symbolizes an inner commitment.
Harold M. Mallet (p. 37) shows us that we can all take upon ourselves Holy Orders
of inner commitment without the outer garb, and that this commitment will
not only change us but help to change society. . . . Agnes Sanford (p. 43) is
not only one of the most stimulating writers on spiritual matters in this country,
but she is one of the most interesting and challenging speakers. As she was
born in China of missionary parents, she can speak from one point of view that
is closed to the rest of us, and it is from this point of view that she writes
for us “Can We Save China?’’ . . . Bonnie LeFever (p. 57) tells us that faith 1s
not merely waiting, but that faith can increase and grow faster if we put &
little effort into it.
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@ A doctor reveals the facts on the laboratory-tested tie between . . .

Your Faith and Your Health

Philip Reichert, M. D.

OUR FAITH has more to

il do with your state of health

than you may su .
Once, people believed that tthfaslg-
oratory had nothing to contribute to
religion, and vice versa. Many peo-
ple still believe so. But through the
years I have seen the science of the
laboratory and the confident faith of
individuals grow closer together.
During this past year, they have
grown very close.

As a doctor, I have since the be-
ginning of my medical career sensed
the relationship between science and
faith. Never will I forget the winter
night a quarter of a century ago
when I was a substitute interne in
a busy New York hospital, and was
assigned to my first ambulance duty.

All eyes of that tenament family
were upon me. In those eyes was
the feeling of confidence, assurance,
and relief at my mere presence. From
that look I knew then that the per-
son of the physician is anointed even
as the Prophet of Israel anointed the

ancient king; that the doctor bears
upon his brow and in his breast the
holy oil, that the hopes of his pa-
tients are laid into his hands and
that day and night, and day again, he
may not lay that trust aside.

The peace that fell on that tema-
ment household was born not of my
knowledge or skill but of their
pathetic need to believe in me. The
?ody is not sound if the spirit is fret-
ul.

We have a system of knowledge
based upon experiment and we meas-
ure all things by what we call ob-
jective truth. Our age is obsessed
with the thought that herein lies
maturity. We are obsessed by the ob-
jective and by the material. When
we speak of the standard of living,
we mean the material standard. We
are talking of things, not ideas, not
ideals. We have, we think, come of
age; we feel that we know now
what counts in life. It is ships,
and steel, and buildings, and roads.
It is commerce and industry.

By permission from Christian Herald, May 1955.
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We are regimented in salary
brackets as though we wore livery.
We call a man a ten-thousand dollar
man or a twenty-thousand dollar
man. We look up to the millionaire
who looks up to the multi-million-
aire. The thing that counts is the
material thing; the thing you can
touch and see or the thing you can
wear. These things are real—UN-
TIL ONE IS IN PAIN! The crises
that are faced upon the sickbed
are the loneliest experiences in the
world. Every man faces them for
himself. Every man must do his own
suffering and every man must do his
own dying.

If you feel superior to the poor
tenement family, remember that you
are feeling well, well-fed, well-
clothed. You are not facing the
urgency of pain or the fear of an
unknown something that grips your
heart and makes you wonder whether
tomorrow is for you. I have never
known a man who was not leveled
by that dark fear, no matter how
bravely he had whistled in the sun-
shine. And curiously enough, this is
true even for doctors and for lab-
oratory scientists for they, too, are
men. And since we are living at a
time when truth is conceived as
something that lives in a laboratory
and since I must admit that I am im-
pressed with laboratory truth, some-
thing one can demonstrate in a test
tube or under a microscope, possibly
you may be interested in some new
things that are being done in re-
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search laboratories that bear upon
this question of the spirit and its
relation to the body.

From a Canadian laboratory comes
the study of the endocrines. You are
all familiar with the excitement that
you feel when you see something
fearful, such as an accident. You
stand transfixed. Your pulse goes
bounding, your throat is dry, your
breathing labored. Nothing has ac-
tually happened to you, and yet there
are all those actual bodily changes.
This is called the alarm reaction
and it is caused by an outpouring of
adrenalin into the blood. Adrenalin
is one of the hormones. It is a
chemical, something that we can
measure and handle; it is something
real. It is made in a gland in the
body and it has many physiological
uses.

But the important point is this:
Seeing the accident from a distance,
not being touched at all, can cause a
change in our body chemistry. We
have all had that experience and
from that it does not seem difficult
to understand that continued stresses
and strains, even minor ones, can
cause milder body changes. Real
chemical changes, mind you, that can
be continued over hours and days
and years, can ultimately affect the
body in a profound way. Actually
this is what does happen and it is
called the adaptation syndrome which
slowly changes the chemical constit-
uents of the body and causes many
of the chronic diseases which we
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have called the degenerative diseases,
such as arteriosclerosis, certain types
of arthritis, high blood pressure,
heart disease. These stresses also in-
terfere with our digestion. They in-
terfere with our nutrition. They al-
low other sinister influences to act
and to multiply. They allow infec-
tions to take hold by lowering our
resisting mechanism which also is
part of this general adaptation syn-
drome.

Here is another new thing: There
is a disease in which the internal
pressure of the eyeball increases. It
is painful and it results in blindness.
It is called glaucoma. A West Coast
laboratory recently studied eighteen
patients with primary glaucoma, in
an endeavor to demonstrate a rela-
tionship between emotional malad-
justments and this very definitely
physical disease. Every one of these
patients gave a history of anxiety,
anger, or depression, associated with
a frustration in life which was pre-
sent at the same time as the symptoms
of the glaucoma appeared. This, of
course, could be coincidence even in
eighteen patients, because lots of
people have frustrating life situa-
tions. But these scientists, however,
were working in a physiological lab-
oratory and they took measurements
of the ocular pressure before each
interview, during the interview, and
after the interview. It was no coin-
cidence that during the recital of the
symptoms in the interview, as each
patient recited these frustrating per-
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sonal problems, the scientists could
actually demonstrate that the ocular
pressure increased.

It was possible to demonstrate
in these same people other nervous
phenomena: a lack of balance in
automatic nervous reactions which
can be explained simply as an exag-
gerated response to the normal pat-
tern of mobilization to a biological
Crisis.

Our third interesting report comes
from the Eastern seaboard and oc-
cupies an entire printed book. It has
to do with the study of a man who,
because of an accident in his youth,
had an opening directly into his
stomach through which the mucous
membrane lining of the stomach was
visible. This type of observation is
nothing new, since a similar situa-
tion has existed a number of times
in the last hundred years. But the
new thing about this report is the
fact that the observers were inter-
ested in the reaction of the stomach
to emotional situations. The ob-
servers were lucky in this regard for
two reasons. First, they were able to
employ the subject as an assistant
in their laboratory, nad so he was
available under constant observation
throughout the day. Second, he was
an extraordinarily diligent and con-
scientious person, was easily upset
by changes in routine, was much dis-
tressed by failure and was easily
angered by such a thing as an un-
just accusation. They could watch
an entire range of emotion and what
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it did to the lining of his stomach.
They were able to photograph pin-
point ulcerations in the lining of the
stomach that occurred in this indi-
vidual within minutes after he had
experienced anger, sudden anxiety,
fear, disappointment, or a frustrat-
ing experience.

I am not moralizing. I am merely
quoting scientific reports, modern
objective facts. But read Isaiah
30:15 and you will see this sen-
tence: “For thus saith the Lord
God, the Holy One of Israel; In re-
turning and rest shall ye be saved;
in quietness and in confidence shall
be your strength.”

We are living in an age which we
may well call the “Age of the Arro-
gance of Man.” In a single lifetime
man has conquered the air, girdled
the globe with words, sent music
through stone and steel. He has
conquered the elements, caused rain
to fall at his command, and probed
into the atom. He has traveled faster
than sound. The age-old dream for
a panacea that would be the uni-
versal cure has been nearly realized
in the antibiotics. All this in a very
few years! There is little of nature
that man does not feel that he will
soon control. If there were ever a
time when man might well be arro-
gant about his mastery of the world,
the natural world, this would be that
time.

But also it is the time when in
that very arrogance of the mastery
of things we have turned from mas-

Winter

tery of self. A whole section of
the world is pledged to materialism
as a political creed. Some of us even
here are attracted by the idea of
power, instead of by the power of
love. Some of us think of the sec-
urity of material things, not realiz-
ing that this can be only material
security.

But we now know as laboratory
truth that peace of mind is more
than a state of the mind alone. It is
reflected in the very chemistry of
the body. The blood and the sinews
respond, and that response can be
measured and counted.

Every person who makes the ef-
fort can find his particular road and
achieve the spiritual security that
would make the potions, the pills,
the artificial sedatives, and soporifics
unnecessary. To those of us who are
failing and those of us who are ob-
stinately pursuing the wrong road,
insisting on doing the things that in
our sane moments we know are
wrong, the price of that failure is
high and the ever-mounting cost at
the very end is summed up in agony.

Each man must seek and find and
hold something that will give him
spiritual security. For each person
that will mean a different thing.
One will find it in his work, another
one will find it in love; a third may
find it in a charitable enterprise, or
in politics, or a hobby. By far the
greatest percentage of people find
spiritual security in the church, in
religion, and in prayer.
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One thing is certain. Spiritual sec-
urity is not found in material things.
It is never found in the things that
one acquires. It will always be
found in that which one does, and
most important, in that which one
gives.

Secrurity of spirit does not mean
the death of intellectual activity.
Faith and knowledge must serve
each other, and to a doctor they can-
not easily be divorced nor need they
be. For we have seen how clearly
the spirit and its workings can af-
fect the chemistry of the body, the
very processes of which life itself
is made.

A physician is called upon to help
with the crises in life. Sometimes
these are crises of disease and some-
times the disease itself is the after-
math of tragedies outside the body
such as the loss of a loved one or
business reverses. To a physician
who has sat at many bedsides and
who has held the pulse of many peo-
ple who have died, this much is
clear; when the time comes for the
great crises, it is much too late to
prepare for it. When the moment of
great tension arrives, only serenity
of mind can cope calmly and in
many instances successfully with the
grim facts that must be faced. This
serenity is the result of many years
of nourishing that inner spiritual
security, that abiding faith, that tran-
quility of soul to which the very
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sinews of the body respond with
peace.

None of these facts is really new.
The poet who always sees more
clearly than the rest of us and the
artist who also has second sight,
these men have told us for years
that we can be sustained and soothed
by an unfaltering trust and that we
can confidently and serenely ap-
proach the final crisis of living,
which is dying.

You may ask, “Why this preoc-
cupation with dying? Do you really
expect me to live my whole life to
prepare for that one final moment?”

Yes. Not for the final moment of
life itself, but for the pattern of
serenity. with which you will meet it.
Even as faith and confidence and
peace may give you the power to
defer it, this ultimate pattern can
be the pattern of each day's minor
crisis, even as sleep is the death of
cach day’s life.

The one thing that is new about
all this is the fact that we need no
longer take it as a poet's dream. We
in this age who have made a shib-
boleth of science and believe only
what is found in a laboratory and
what is captured in a test tube, can
now believe that the spiritual val-
ues of life are real. They are as
real as anything that you can see or
touch or hold.

This I know and this I honestly
believe. This is my faith as a doctor.



€ "Daylight will peep through a very small hole.”

The Christmas Light

Apylesa Forsee

HE FIRST CHRISTMAS

il was accompanied by unusual

light. There was the light
of annunciation which poured down
on the shepherds when the angels
proclaimed the birth of a Savior.
There was the light of guidance
in the Star which piloted the Magi
to the stable in Bethlehem. There
was the light of God's presence
which shone round about the Child
in the manger.

The light of God’s presence and
guidance is as available today as it
was to the shepherds and Magi on
that first Christmas. And how do
we receive that spiritual light?

There is an old Spanish proverb,
“"Daylight will peep through a very
small hole.” Unless an entrance is
made for light, the darkness remains.
But the moment light is admitted,
darkness disappears. It vanishes as
promptly from a gloomy cave un-
lighted through centuries as from
a room dark for only an hour. Re-
ceptivity, humility, a sincere desire
for truth will create the hole through
which light can enter.

When we relinquish our problems
. to God and let the light of Divine
love fill our whole being we are
freed from negation, anxiety, con-
fusion, criticism, resentment, or
weakness.

We must look steadfastly to God

as the source of wisdom. “For thou
wilt light my lamp: Jehovah my God
will light my lamp.” The more we
pray, the oftener we turn our
thoughts to God, the more light
comes to us.

Another way through which we
receive  enlightenment is studying
Jesus’ teachings. But if a Christian
life is to become something more
than a dim and distant vision there
will have to be obedience to God's
guidance.

When we express graditude for
the light which we have received we
open the door for more light to pour
in — in fact to unlimited realiza-
tion.

Time and time again Jesus pointed
out that if we would receive we
must be prepared to give ourselves.
“Let your light shine,” he com-
manded. When we demonstrate
that love that is unselfed, truth
which never betrays its trust, a life
that is harmonious, then we are
letting our light shine. Every step
we take in fulfillment of the Divine
nature of our lives illumines the way
for others, but it also lights our
own path.

We will not have kept Christmas
unless we behold anew the light of
the inner star of spiritual guidance.
That light can dispel all the dark-
ness of the world about us.

[ His religious feelings took the form of a rapturous amazement
at the harmony of natural law.

Einstein was a Spiritual Man
Charles A. Wells

LTHOUGH MILLIONS of
A words have been written
about Einstein since his
death, few realize that his spiritual
contribution will in the end prove as
great as his scientific achievements.
When he made his history-shattering
discovery that all existence consists of
power and energy, that all mass may
be found to be related to energy
within the mathematical formula of
the constant speed of light (E=
MC2), he completely halted the
mechanistic and atheistic march of
science. No longer did the universe
exist within a fixed framework of
gravitational pull and balanced mass.
The universe is a living force oc-
cupying space and time, “finite now
in extent, but in reality a vast finite-
infinite four-dimensional universe.”
Out of these calculations came some
of the most explosive ideas in his-
tory — a growing stream of elec-
tronic and atomic and hydrogen
bombs. Although it was Einstein
who suggested that the U. S. should
make the A-bomb for fear the Nazis
might be working on it, when he
heard of the first successful test in
1945, he commented sorrowfully,
“Ach! The world is not ready for
it.”
His attitude towards some of the
current forms of patriotism created

From Between The Lines, May 15, 1955.

much fury and many threats. He
boldly advised scientists to refuse
testimony before congressional in-
vestigating committees when such
testimony transgressed their personal
integrity. In this respect he was
frankly advising young men to dis-
obey the law, as some extremists
would interpret certain laws. But
he believed he was acting within
the spirit of our Constitution and in
harmony with the higher laws from
which all human liberties spring.
The feeling against him was so great
in some quarters it was said that in
case of war he would have had to be
“shut up and locked up.” Dr. Ein-
stein would have accepted such a
fate with his quizzical good humor,
would probably have thought it an
excellent way for his ideas to find
larger expression.

Scientists have assembled state-
ments of Einstein that reveal the
spiritual qualities of his genius:

Speaking of the scientist’s reli-
gious feelings, he said it “takes the
form of a rapturous amazement at
the harmony of natural law, which
reveals an intelligence of such supe-
riority that, compared with it, all
the systematic thinking and acting of
human beings is an utterly insignifi-
cant reflection. This feeling is the
guiding principle of his life and
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work, in so far as he succeeds in
keeping himself from the shackles
of selfish desire. It is beyond ques-
tion closely akin to that which has
possessed the religious geniuses of
all ages.”

Of wealth, Einstein said, “No
wealth in the world can help human-
ity forward, even in the hands of
the most devoted worker in this
cause. The example of great individ-
uals is the only thing that can lead
us to noble thoughts and deeds.
Money only appeals to selfishness
and irresistibly invites abuse. Can
anyone imagine Moses, Jesus, or
Gandhi armed with the money-bags
of Carnegie?”

On the true value of a human
being, "he is determined primarily
by the measure and the sense in
which he has attained liberation
from self.”

On himself: “What is significant
in one's own existence? What does
a fish know about the water in
which he swims all his life? The
bitter and the sweet come from the
outside, the hard from within, from
one’s own efforts. For the most part
I do the thing which my own nature
drives me to do. It is embarrassing
to earn so much respect and love for
it. Arrows of hate have been shot
at me too; but they never hit me,
because they belonged to a world I
have no connection with.”

On the place of the scientist in a
military age: “The man of science

. suffers a truly tragic fate. Striv-
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ing in great sincerity for clarity and
inner independence, he himself,
through his sheer super-human ef-
forts, has fashioned the tools which
are being used to make him a slave
and to destroy him also from with-
in. He cannot escape being muzzled
by those who have the political
power in their hands. As a soldier
he is forced to sacrifice his own life
and to destroy the lives of others
even when he is convinced of the
absurdity of such sacrifices. He is
fully aware of the fact that universal
destruction is unavoidable since the
historical development has led to
the concentration of all economic,
political, and military power in the
hands of national states. He also
realizes that mankind can be saved
only by a supernational system, based
on law, to eliminate the methods of
brute force.”

On Gandhi: “A leader of his
people, unsupported by any outward
authority; a politician whose success
rests not upon craft nor the mastery
of technical devices, but simply on
the convincing power of his person-
ality; a victorious fighter who has al-
ways scorned the use of force; a man
of wisdom and humility, armed with
resolve and inflexible consistency,
who has devoted all his strength to
the uplifting of his people and the
betterment of their lot; a man who
has confronted the brutality of
Europe with the dignity of the sim-
ple human being, and thus at all
times risen superior.”

€ It is one of the great gifts — to know how to be beautifully silent.

The Gift of Silence

Celia Caroline Cole

STEP OR TWO ahead of acted in silence: the shining of the
us is a time when we shall

hear over and over, in
churches, on the radio, singing in
the street, chanting in our mem-
ories, “"Holy night, silent night.” It
brings to us a feeling of peace —
pleasant, soothing. But to what
depths of our being it would go if
sometime during this Christmas
period we should close our eyes and
£o in spirit to that night two thou-
sand years ago!

Holy night . . . our spirit kneels
before its significance. Silent night!

. . our faces lift to the quiet stars,
marveling at the destiny of this
night. Softly above our heads we
hear the singing of the herald angels,
we stand among the startled shep-
herds and tremble at the miracle;
and far off, silhouetted against the
spreading light, we see three men
riding across the desert—only three
out of all the world who saw and
believed, who rose and followed the
star to Bethlehem.

Out of what deep silence must the
voice have spoken to Mary announc-
ing the incredible thing that was to
be. In what profound stillness she
must have pondered it, alone. All
the miracles of the world are en-

From Pictorial Review.

sun, the blossoming of the flowers,
the coming of love, forgiveness in
a heart, awareness of God. Make
room for silence in our life; give
it its way in you; it is the “‘secret
place of the Most High.”

There are, of course, many kinds
of silence, not all of them good.
There is a silence that is ungiving
and surly, incasing you as if in a
hard shell. Nothing lovely or good
can pierce through it and reach you;
you are as insulated from love and
joy, from all the benefits of God,
as if you were stone. An enemy
silence. Pray it away.

Then there is the muteness which
comes from discipline, the kind
which you impose upon yourself
when you want to say angry things.
Perhaps some one has pricked your
ego; or perhaps you are the kind of
person who habitually says sharp,
sarcastic words because that makes
you seem witty, or because aw fond
you are unhappy and you “take it
out” on people. And now you are
learning to discipline your tendency
by imposing silence upon yourself
when such impulses come. That is a
valiant silence, a high battlefield
where your inner self, your great
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self fights with light against the
darkness and wrath of your little,
so difficult and disappointing self.

And I mean fight with light and
not Spartan depression. If you
merely repress the retorts you want
to make, they may go down into
your subconscious and crop up later
as some kind of chronic sickness or
even in some act of violence. Fight
with the light of silence that has a
prayer in it, if it is no more than a
cry out to the Unknown, "Don't let
me sink to this!” Or call on your
sense of humor — it is an actual
presence in you, one of your angels.
Call to it and then take a moment of
silence to see things from that angle.
Remember that “it is not good for
man, the great potential, to have
stored within him bitterness and
fear and the sadness of injustice—
hiding joy from him like an unholy
mist.”

Even if it is a righteous anger,
such as Jesus knew with the money-
changers in the temple, give your-
self a few seconds of silence before
you speak and let the words come
with point and with might because
you have given your inner, deeper
self a chance to speak. One of the
most powerful men I have ever
known, a man who lived constantly
before the public, almost never an-
swered quickly. He seemed to go
away some place inside of himself
and listen; his eyes, though wide
open, were the eyes of someone lis-
tening intently to a voice which none

of the rest of us heard. And then
his answer would come, profoundly
wise, penetrating, often witty, al-
ways beautiful in form free of ex-

traneous words. Later, when I came

to know him, I asked him what he
did in that moment before answer-
ing. “I listen,” he said, “and the
words well up as if from a hidden

spring.”

Take time to listen for the inner

voice—it will speak words that as-
stound and comfort both you and
your listeners.

Then there is the silence of not
telling all you know; of not telling
your plans or aims or dreams before
they have been fulfilled. Not only
does it build about you a lovely
quietness, an inner tranquility and
strength, but it also teaches you not
to waste your secret power by letting
it flow out in words instead of in
deeds.

And there is the superb silence
which Jesus knew when He stood
before Herod and answered not a
word, when He stood before Pilate
and was silent. No word of vindica-
tion; can you keep silent at such
a time and let the future vindicate
you? No answering of questions,
because He knew that it would avai!
nothing.

Can you present that gentle silence-

with no trace of smugness, in it, not

a shadow of “I could answer this-

if I wished; but you wouldn’t under-
stand”? No hurt in it but a silence

that is filled with vision and prayer?”

1955 THE GIFT OF SILENCE /Tl

It is one of the great gifts—to
know how to be beautifully silent.
The endearing memorable silence of
a good listener . . . the revelatory
silence of two people who love each
other, sitting silently together, when
understanding of each other wells
up in the quietness, and life and they
themselves grow clearer . . . but most
wonderful of all, that soundless
place which mystics know, that
secret place of the Most High, where
revelation comes to them without
words, where the voice from the
heart speaks to them inaudibly but
with words imperishable and clear.

In pure meditation one must cease
thinking and have only the listen-
ing mind. The body must be relaxed,
every muscle and joint, every nerve
and cell. The deep communion
with that power within us which is
life can come only when the body is
at ease and the mind has been
emptied of clutter. Feel no press of
time, slip into the timelessness where
“one day is as a thousand years,

.and a thousand years as one day.”

Rest in it. Sooner or later there will
well up into your conscious mind
and all through your being peace, re-
newal, revelation. Many metaphysic-
ians seek the silence with affirma-
tions. Why not, if that is the way
they quiet themselves? There are no
little rules in the Infinite, and that
is where you are trying to go—into
the Infinite Silence where realities

-appear. “Be still and know that I
-am God.” Most of the blessings

that are in this world today have
come out of the deep stillness of
some mind and heart. "I am the
presence of Spirit made manifest. I
am fully aware of it. I use it. I
now hear that which I am to hear.”
Or perhaps you need no affirmations,
you close your eyes and rise in an-
swer to the call: "Come unto Me.”
Or you close your eyes with “Thank
you, Father, for this secret place,”
and you are there.

It does not matter what method
you use. It matters only that you
have found the value of stillness
and made a place for it in your life
—even if it is only the silence of a
good listener, muteness in the pre-
sence of anger. I think that if you
can learn to keep this disciplinary
silence you are on your way to find-
ing the deeper silence out of which
come revelation, guidance, your true
self. You need not have religious
belief in order to meditate with
great resulting benefit. It is an at-
titude of receptivity — what does it
matter whether one calls the sender
God or the will-to-live, the will-to-
know? If your need is great, you
have already called out to the Un-
seen whether you know it or not.
And Someone somewhere hears.
Such is the great plan of Love.

Two thousand years have gone by
since Love was made form and
walked in our midst. And yet we
have not learned to love. Still we
bring to this Christmas night un-
belief and hatreds and fears — a
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long procession bearing dark gifts,
throughout the years. Can we not
on this coming holy night in this
troubled world take a few moments
to listen truly with those shepherds
of long ago to the song of the shin-
ing angel, “Unto us is born this
night a Savior of all people,” to the
song of the heavenly hosts, “Peace
on earth, good will to men”? Can
we not, like those three wise men,
travel across the desert of waste that
is in the life and heart of every one
of us and kneel in spirit before the
One altogether lovely and undefil-
able who dwells within us eternal-
ly newborn — no matter what our
lives have been — and lay at His
feet gifts of renewed faith, of deep
thankfulness that He is, of increased
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awarness that He is the only hope
of the world, the one Savior for all
people?

If, because of our unbelief, we
cannot do this, surely we can lay at
the feet of our unknown self a
pledge to try more faithfully, in si-
lence and quietness of spirit, to find
that self which will not fail wus.
Again will be enacted the deathless
drama of the Christ newborn in
flesh. One comes upon it when the
heart and mind are still and the
spirit goes seeking deeper and deep-
er into the silence until he finds
himself face to face with his Savior.

Make room for silence in your
life, give it its way; it is the secret
place of the Most High.

My Tomorrow

Harriett C. Anderson

How good to learn,

Through prayer, or trial's way,

That my tomorrow will be God's day.
I have no fear of lack :

Of wisdom, joy, or health.

I know, as God's own child,

I share in His great wealth.

So, my tomorrow, come what may,
Will be a perfect, God-filled day.

€l "He shall call upon me, and I will answer him; I will be
with him in trouble.”

Beauty for Ashes . . .

Peggy Lee

OR TWELVE DAYS I sat in
Fa hospital where someone

very dear to me hovered be-
tween life and death. Nine times
the doctors, excellent men and hum-
ble, gave up hope. And nine times
the message of faith was “the spirit
of the Lord . . . (will give) beauty
for ashes, and oil of joy for mourn-
ing, the garment of praise for the
spirit of heaviness.” Isa. 61:3.

This was the answer to prayer.
Not my prayers only, for there came
a time when I couldn’t pray, when
I thought I'd lost my faith. But
through it all I was sustained by
the immense, impersonal Love of my
fellow man.

All this took place in a Catholic
hospital. I am not a Catholic. Yet
the sisters prayed for my friend. At
the end of the hall was a chapel.

“I'd appreciate it very much if
you'd let me go in there,” I said.
“But I don’t know how to act; please
tell me what to do.” “Just don’t
worry about it,” said the sister in
charge. “It's the same God. Your
heart and your intent are enough.”

Some of our friends were Chris-
tian Scientists. I am not a Christian
Scientist. Yet they too prayed for
us, in their own way, staying, as
they would put it “in the high con-

sciousness of God's ever-present
love.”

On one very dark day a close busi-
ness friend, of the Hebrew faith,
kept watch beside me for many
hours. He too visited the chapel.
But he soon came back into the
waiting room looking distressed.
“We must find the priest,” he said.
We located him in the south wing.
“Father,” said my Jewish friend,
“you light, the light in the sanc-
tuary is out.” "“You must be mis-
taken,” the Father replied. "“That
light is never out.” Together we
three returned to the chapel. As my
friend had said, the sanctuary lamp
was out, and I watched as the two
men rekindled the perpetual light of
faith—to the same God.

There were no limits to the offers
of love that came from so many
persons, each made in his own way.
The teen-agers, who scrubbed and
waxed the long immaculate corri-
dors, put rags down on the slippery
floors so that never, day or night,
was I prevented from going from
the waiting room to the patient's
room.

When a blood transfusion was
needed, forty volunteered, among
them my faithful and beloved
Negro housekeeper and the Japanese
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lad who tended my garden.

It was on the eleventh day that
my own darkest hour came. There
had been two operations, followed
by paralysis and blindness. I called
Ernest Holmes,* my friend and
spiritual teacher. “I've lost it,”" I
cried. “T've lost my faith. And I'm
frightened.”

“Faith is of God,” Dr. Holmes
replied steadily, “You couldn’t lose
it if you tried. And your awareness
of it will come back twofold.”

Back in the waiting room I picked
up my Bible. A verse in the ninety-
first Psalm which I must have read
many times before leaped at me,
and it was though I read it with
understanding for the first time:

“He shall call upon me, and I
will answer him: I will be with
him in trouble; I will deliver him,
and honor him. With long life will
I satisfy him.” Psalm 91:15,16.

A great feeling of Presence, of
release, swept over me. In the room
down the hall the improvement
commenced almost immediately. I
was able to go in with confidence.
“You are going to be all right now,”
I told him. “I'm so grateful.”

For the first time in eleven days,
I went out to dinner, to a little res-
taurant across the way. Suddenly I
had an impulse to return. In the
elevator I met one of the doctors,

* Founder, Science of Mind Magazine; official publication, Church of Religious
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his face very grave. My dear friend
had suffered a relapse and was very
low. But, somechow, this failed to
shake my new found serenity.

The special nurse was crying. I
heard her say to the Mother Supe-
rior, "Don’t let Miss Lee go in.
There’s no pulse.” “He’s all right,”
I said quietly.

The Mother Superior was gentle.
She took my hand. “Dear, you must
let go,” she said. "I don’t know how
to explain it,”" I repeated. “But he's
all right.” Within me still was that
wonderful assurance that all was
well.

Ten minutes later the doctors came
out of the room. They were all talk-
ing about the power of God. "It
was beyond our power,” said one
reverently.

We stood there, then, wrapped in
prayers of praise and thanksgiving
—the Mother Superior of a Catholic
hospital, physicians who were Pro-
testant and Hebrew, and myself a
metaphysician.{ How did each pray?
I can’t answer that. ‘

Instead, I remember a story about
Joan of Arc when she was faced
by inquisitors who sought to trap
her with a question. "Dose God
speak to you in French?” they
asked. "I don't know,” replied the
Maid of Orleans. “But I hear him
in French.”

€ A meditation for the New Year.

The Open Road of Life

Harold W. Ruopp

HE OPEN ROAD! What a

Il picture that brings to mind!

A road that is sometimes
smooth—and sometimes rough. A
road that is sometimes straight—but
more often winding. A road that to-
day moves through a deep valley —
and tomorrow up and over a high
mountain. A road that is now in
the shadows—and now in the light.
But an open road with no dead
end—one that moves on and on
and on.

Upon this road we are all sojourn-
ers together. There is an intriguing
uncertainty about it. We have never
travelled it before; we shall never
travel it again. But we may walk
down it (or up it) with joyful and
eager hearts, free from strain, free
from fear, free from worry — pro-
viding only that we have the faith
and assurance that we do not walk
alone, but that God Himself is our
constant Companion. Come what
may—successes or reverses, triumphs
or failures, joys or sorrows—as long
as we have that faith we shall not be
greatly concerned as to what is
around the next bend or beyond the
next hill.

One of the most inspiring prom-
ises in the whole range of Scripture
is that one from the thirty-third
chapter of Exodus: "My presence

shall go with you and I will give
you rest.”” What a heart-warming
promise that is! What strength for
the daily task it gives us! The road
may change; the Presence never
changes. As someone has put it,
“The knowledge of the future path
matters nothing; the perception of
the present Companionship matters
everything.”

That perception will save us from
fear and worry, from a feeling of
forlornness and loneliness, from
needless pain and suffering. And
nothing else will save us. Wealth
won't do it—nor fame or position
or power or pleasure — nor a fever-
ish indulgence in an endless round
of activities which so many fright-
ened and lonely people use to fill up
the empty void in their lives.

One thing, and one thing only,
matters: the consciousness that God
is travelling the Open Road with us
—that He is by our side every mo-
ment of every day. Indeed, the very
heart of the Christian Gospel is
that God knows, loves, cares—and
is daily walking the dusty highway
with us. He who is our Creator is
also our everlasting Sustainer.

Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick has
reminded us that “what life does to
us depends upon what life finds in
us.” That is true! It is the some-
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