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Ao We Go To Press

We feel quite pert that we are having an article by Glenn Cl'ark (p. 1) fro‘m
his new book, On Wings of Prayer, at the same time the bo_-ok is being made avail-
able to the public. Not one of us likes the irritations of Il_fe, but Dr. Clark shows
us how they can be instruments for making our lives beautiful. . . . What happens
when a physician sees and experiences something that does not make medical
sense? Dr. Bartlett had ar experience of a torn muscle while attending a Camp
Farthest Out (p. 7). It had happened before to him but the healing this time
opened his eyes to a new dimension of life. . . . Many people have hear_d Glenn
Clark talk about the President’s pastor, his nephew by marriage, and this news-
paper report of who Dr. Elson is, what he is like, and what he does is a good
portrait of the man who ministers to President Eisenhower (p. 9). . . . Clear
Horizons Magazine was the dream and the baby of Helen Clark Wentworth. She
it was who first presented the baby to the world in its swaddling clothes vi‘u
mineograph paper. We' thought you would like to read something that this
splendid woman wrote many years ago, and this small article on the unchong-
ingness that is within all change is a glimpse into her soul (o NG - aitiiis
not in stress, striving, and strain that we find life full and adundant, but rather
in quietness of soul and mind that iife blesses us, and Rabbi Silverstone points
this out to us in clear and interesting language (p.12). . . . What happens
when a police sergeant is also a practicing Christian? Well let us introduce you
to Sergeant Lonnie V. Strebeck of Houston, Texas (p. 15). See what he has
to say about traffc accidents and public safety! . . . Our school year is just be-
ginning and the place of Christianity in the classroom is aptly and ably put by
Bishop Werner (p. 17). . . . So many of you like our reprints in the past of
“Simeon Stylites” that we decided to give you another sample of a pen that
looks at life and then looks right through it (p. 22). . . . Does a popular radio
and television singer have ‘‘religion?’” Well, Perry Como (p.28) has something
to say that might open your eyes. . . . George McCausland (p.37) has the knack
of taking the commonplace things we see everyday and using them to demon-
strate the workings of the Kingdom of God, and this is just what he does with
“detours.” (p. 37.). . . . Federal Judge Luther Youngdahl had a full political
life before he became a judge, and he here gives his personal testimony as to
what Christ means to him and has meant to him over the years (p. 59).
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Q It might startle the world to contemplate seriously the production

of saints on a mass production scale.

Producing Pearls and

Producing Saints
Glenn Clark

NE"MORNING THE sta-
@ tion wagon of the Omi

Brotherhood took us on a
long ride over rough roads to Shi-
ma where we found ourselves over-
night guests in a glorious hotel.
The next day was planned for us
by the Brotherhood and all we did
was to follow directions. A private
launch took us to the greatest pearl
farm in the world. Some years ago
a Mr. Miki Moto discovered how to
make millions of dollars through a
a process of irritating oysters scien-
tifically in order to facilitate na-
ture’s production of peatls. Mr.
Vories had written him of our com-
ing and he was expecting us and
even had gifts ready for us. He
was ninety-six years old and saw
few people but he gladly welcomed
us. His sixty year old son is an en-
thusiastic Christian but he said,

“Father is one-half Christian, one-
half Buddhist, and one-half Shinto.”
Before we left, Marcia suggested
I ask God's blessing on the old
patriarch. When his son was told
of the prayer he was overjoyed.
Since our return to America the
newspapers have carried news of
his death.

We learned a lesson from this
pearl merchant who traded all the
ordinary methods of gathering
pearls for a method of producing
them that is so extraordinary that
he could have bought up all the
other pearls in the world if he had
wished.

Pearls are created through the in-
trusion of some foreign, alien sub-
stance into the oyster which, when
imbedded in the soft part of the
oyster, sets up an irritant that stim-
ulates the oyster to build a cover-

From On Wings of Prayer, Macalester Park Pub. Co. St., Paul, Minn. $2.95
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ing of its own around the intrud-
ing particle which results in the
creation of the pearl.

Every saint I have met seems to
have gone through some similar in-
trusion, although in his case the
“foreign substance” usually takes
the form of some sorrow, sickness,
or even sin, which forces him to
turn to God. Just as pearls are rare,
so saints are rare. Just as pearl div-
ers spend weeks bringing up hun-
dreds of oysters from the ocean
bottom only to find one pearl
among them all, so students of hu-
man nature can spend weeks,
months, yes years scrutinizing peo-
ple before they will find one saint.
Look into the oyster shell that
housed that pearl and you find the
irritant; look into the soul of that
saint, and you will find the sorrow,
disappointment, or tragedy that
created that sainthood.

Just as this Japanese Pearl Mer-
chant sought far and long to find
a way of inserting a material irri-
tant in ways that would create
pearls not at random but by thou-
sands, so I have been secking long
to find the proper spiritual irritant
to insert into the hearts of men
that will create not an isolated
saint here or there but an entire at-
my of saints who can pray with
power. As I left the presence of
this great Pearl Merchant I was
simply obsessed by a tremendous
thought: "As no power on earth

can bring the world out of its pres-
ent dilemma as quickly as the
united prayer of an army of saints,
why cannot we apply the secret
formula used so effectively by this
great pearl merchant in the mater-
ial world, in an equally effective
way in the spiritual world?” In
other words, why not produce an
army of saints here and now?

Miki Moto's daring hypothesis
was that if pearls are produced by
the chance intrusion of some irri-
tating evil, abnormal foreign sub-
stance that sets the pearl producing
process in motion, why cannot as
perfect, if not more perfect, pearls
be produced by the careful, gentle
insertion of a carefully designed
lovingly prepared substance, in fact,
a miniature model of the very pearl
it was designed to produce.

So while we were condutted
through all the secret chambers of
this “pearl factory” learning all the
successive steps for producing
pearls, our minds and hearts were
alert to discover a similar pattern
and technique for producing the
army of praying people we had
come all around the world to find.

To make the parable complete
we must start at the beginning.
First, mussel shells are import-
ed from America. From them
are cut little cubes which are mould-
ed and polished into tiny globules,
miniature models of the pearls they
are intended to ptoduce. Then
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these miniature models are care-
fully inserted into the soft flesh of
the living oyster, care being taken
not to injure the oyster. The oysters
so treated are placed in wire net
containers which are fastened to
floating rafts and hung four to six
feet in the ocean where the pearl
producing job can be adequately
done. Four times a year the nets are
drawn up and the shells of the oys-
ters are cleaned of all barnacles and
dirt. The wire containers protect
them from the customary enemies
of oysters - the starfish and the oc-
topus.

Tracing a parallel in the spir-
itual world I began to wonder if
there were not a better way of pro-
ducing saints than by the intrusion
of trouble, suffering, persecution,
and other negative elements. I can
surely recall some Christlike souls
who never went through the fires
of sin, suffering, and catastrophe,
but received their impetus into the
spiritual life by the invasion into
their lives of some heavenly in-
spired persons whose lives had be-
come miniature reflections of Jesus
himself. Whenever a radiant conta-
gious spiritual leader lets a part of
his real contagious experience of
prayer and love be injected into the
heart of another, something per-
manent happens. To get the full
value of such a dynamic awakening
the one so affected should, if pos-
sible, withdraw for a season from

his old sinful material environment
and let the vital experience ripen in
a silent, creative way, just as a
a silent, creative way. Paul gave
program when he tells us in Gala-
tians how, after his experience on
the Damascus road, he withdrew
for three years in the desert to give
that experience time to fructify and
bear fruit.

So why wait until a Third World
War brings disaster, suffering and
sorrow into people’s lives to form
the “irritant” to create saints? Why
spend so many billions producing
hydrogen bombs and jet planes and
not use one percent of that sum to
underwrite spiritual training camps
where people can be trained to use
the most powerful forces in the his-
tory of the world—love and pray-
er? But just as insertion of this per-
fect pattern of mussel shell into the
body of the oyster does not com-
plete the creation of the peatl, so
one camp experience, no matter
how inspiring, does not complete
the job of producing a saint. The
wire container in which a dozen or
more ‘“impregnated” oysters are
placed is symbolical of the prayer
group to which everyone so “im-
pregnated” should belong. And the
large rafts to which these contain-
ers are attached by powerful chains
can be likened to the churches or
Christian groups that keep them
safely moored. As the containers are
drawn up three or four times a
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year to have barnacles and other
evil accretions washed off, so the
seekers should be drawn up into
Retreat, conventions or Camps for
reclearing and refilling with re-
newed dedication and renewed in-
spiration several times a year. Then
after three or four years of this
growing and cleansing process we
might actually find ourselves sur-
rounded by an army of saints.

It might startle the world to con-
template seriously the production
of saints on a mass production
scale. To turn them out on an as-
sembly line as automobiles are
turned out would seem absurd on
the face of it. But if raw, farmer
boys in Germany, England, and
America can be converted into mili-
tary machines on a mass production
scale; and if untutored Chinese
peasants can be turned into ruthless
Communists in an even shorter
time, it should seem logical that if
saints or near saints are the only
known antidote for the evils these
other groups produce that they, too,
should be produced at a far faster
rate than they have been produced
in the past.

When we reached Osaka we were
invited to be the speakers at the
noon luncheon of a group of busi-
ness and professional leaders. Next
to Kagawa and Merrell Vories the
man I especially wanted to meet in
Japan was Captain Fuchida who
had led the raid on Pearl Harbor,

about which he himself has written
about so brilliantly.

Imagine my surprise and joy when
I found him sitting directly opposite
me at the table. Imagine my still
greater joy and surprise when the
chairman announced that the captain
would give a fifteen minute talk
while we were waiting for the dinner
to be served. Another joy was to
find Alice Grube, one of my loyal
students of Macalester, 1930, and a
missionary to Japan for over twenty
years, seated at my left, quick to
translate in my ear the speech of
Captain Fuchida as fast as he gave
it.

He told how kind and forgiving
he found the people of America
when he visited our mainland a few
years ago, and how deeply impres-
sed he was with the resolve of the
Doolittle flyer, Sergeant Jacob De
Shazer, to return to Japan and give
his life to winning Japanese to Christ
after being captured by the Japanese
and confined and brutally treated in
a prison camp. He spoke feelingly
of the daughter of two missionaries
to the Philippines, both of whom
had been beheaded by the Japanese.
What overpowered him was when he
found the daughter had not only
forgiven the Japanese but was plan-
ning to go as a missionary to bring
them Christ as she felt they needed
Him most.

“I could not understand such
enemy-forgiving love,” said the cap-
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tain. “Where did men find such
love? I had never heard of people’s
returning good for evil. I desired
the source of this power that could
remove hatred from the hearts of
people and change them into friend-
ly, loving individuals. I became more
and more ashamed of my own re-
vengeful spirit. When I found a
book called a Bible had changed
many lives, I wondered if it might
change mine. So I bought a Bible
for myself,

“I started to read it. I became ab-
sorbed in it. When I came to the
Gospel of Luke and faced the cruci-
fixion of Christ I was amazed by his
words, “Father, forgive them for
they know not what they do.” Jesus
prayed for the very soldiers who
were about to thrust a spear into his
side!

“Here was the source of this
miracle of love that can forgive
enemies! Suddenly.I could under-
stand the story of the American girl
whose parents had been slain. I
could understand the transformation
in Sergeant DeShazer's life. I am
not ashamed to say that my eyes fil-
led with tears. Immediately I ac-
cepted Jesus as my personal savior.

“Eleven years after Pearl Harbor!
Little did I dream that eventful
morning that my view of life would
be so revolutionized. Today I am a
Christian! I say it over and over

again. This is the message I send
to all mankind with a fervent prayer
that there will be 'NO MORE
PEARL HARBORS.”

As 1 watched Captain Fuchida
speak I realized that here was one
who had found the pearl above price.
Here was one who was well on the
way to becoming a “saint in the mak-
ing,” himself. Two people from
America, an army sergeant and a
woman missionary, had penetrated
into the sensitive heart of one whose
daring action had brought our na-
tion into the World War. As the
oyster, when impregnated by a
globe of mussel shell, builds a per-
fect pearl about it, so this Japanese
captain, whose soul had been im-
pregnated by the forgiving spirit of
these two Americans with spiritual
muscle in their souls, was now ex-
periencing the process of being
changed from a son of the world
into a Son of God.

I had a dream of Captain Fuch-
ida’s traveling with me some day
from city to city, he speaking on NO
MORE PEARL HARBORS, and I
speaking on TRANSFORMING
PEARL HARBOR INTO SOUL
HARBOR. My heart was filled with
a prayer that the Lord would raise
up an army of religious leaders with
enough “spiritual muscle” in their
souls to create saints by the thou-
sands.



[ Threatened with collision,of circumstances will we quiver but stand firm?

But Not Destroyed

Jane Weiler Corbeit

UT IN THE GULF of Mex-
@ ico the other day, a brand
new ship, a minesweeper,
was taken for a trial run, submitted
to what is called a “crash test.” Run-
ning at full speed ahead, many miles
out in the deep waters, she was sud-
denly put in reverse. Imagine the
strain on the vessel as her machinery
ground to an unexpected and violent
stop. I am told by a witness that
the ship shuddered and vibrated con-
vulsively from stem to stern. But
she stopped. And above all she held
together. She passed her crash test,
proving that if it ever be required of
her on the seas to meet dire emer-
gency, she is prepared. Had the
minesweeper been sent into service
unequipped for catastrophe, it would
have been too late had she failed.
How many of us in our lives take
the risk? How many of us launch
out into the deep waters of marriage,
parenthood, career, under our own

sufficiency? Threatened with col-
lision of circumstances, with every-
thing suddenly thrown into reverse,
will we quiver but stand firm, or
will we fall apart from the sudden
strain imposed upon us?

When the emergency comes, it is
too late for the test. And until we
build into our beings the strength
of God, meeting our daily trial runs
with His power, the possibility looms
that in a headon crash with trouble
we may go down.

Only by prayer and communion
every day of our lives, by seeking
His will and drawing on His
strength to carry it out do we lay
up a storage of resources so that in
the face of sudden disaster or grief
and human affliction, we can say
with Paul, “We are troubled on
every side, yet not distressed; we are
perplexed, but not in despair; per-
secuted, but not forsaken; cast down,
but not destroyed.” (II Cor. 4:8-9)

The Anchor

Mary Lavinia Silvia

When mankind disillusions me
And things are not serene

I look above — because my faith
In God remains supreme.

{ A Canadian doctor reports on the power of prayer.

An M. D. Experiences
Healing by Faith

L. S. Bartlett, M.D.

VER A YEAR AGO, while
@ attending a Camp Farthest

Out at Whitby, Ontario, I
saw more clearly, through what Starr
Daily and others said, that God was
ALL loving and, therefore, all for-
giving and all forgetting. This reali-
zation that the whole past could be
blotted out if I repented and cast
myself upon His love brought a ter-
rific emotional upheaval.

Then I tore a small muscle in the
calf of my left leg while exercising.
I had torn the corresponding muscle
in my right leg the spring before and
it had been several weeks before
I could walk without pain.

Now here I was at the beginning
of a week in which I expected so
much, and the following week I
planned to do a lot of physical work
at my summer place, but I was crip-
pled! I crept under a tree, hoping
no one would notice me, but the ex-
hibitionist had been seen! On talk-
ing the matter over with one of the
men, I decided to ask one of the
leaders to pray for my healing. In
this step of faith, as a physician I

was facing a final barrier; and I
could now not help but wonder what
some of my fellow practitioners
would say.

I met the man I wanted before we
went into lunch and he put an arm
on my shoulder and there we stood
and prayed on the porch of the
college. My leg felt better that eve-
ning and by the week-end, when I
left the camp, I could jump up and
down on tip-toe!

Being a doctor, I knew the dif-
ferent stages of healing. I had
watched the progressive steps under
the microscope — clot formation, the
slow development of fibrous tissue,
the budding of new blood-vessels,
and the final return to integrity in a
minimum of three weeks. My leg
was better in less than a week.

What had happened was contrary
to any law I knew. I realized, how-
ever, that the Almighty Architect
of the universe has many laws that
this poor mortal would never be
able to comprehend.

The fact is that if one has abso-
lute faith in His loving care He is

By permission from The Evangel, April, 1955.
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capable of accomplishing what to us
appears impossible. For example, we
know that the law of gravity pulls
an object toward the earth. We
know also that one can interpose
another power to stop the fall of
that object. In like manner, we
may know a thing may bring about
a certain known result. However,
God may interpose another power,
a law which we do not know, and
obtain a result which we do not
understand and which we cannot ex-
plain. We call such events MIR-
ACLES. Miracles are the applica-
tion of the unknown laws of Al-
mightly God. I can only accept them
on faith.

When we are trusting and loving-
ly in tune with God, all things are
possible. The only limit to what He
can do is the limit of our faith. We
know of the ether waves. We now
know something of the power of
atomic fission; but we do not begin
to comprehend the power of the liv-
ing God. If we would only cast
aside all of self and put on the full
armor of God.

During the past year I have been
trying to live in contact with God by
keeping early “quiet times,” reading

the Scriptures and, in communion
and contemplation, trying to be con-
scious of His presence throughout
the day — practicing Franks Lau-
bach’s “Game of Minutes.” The
closer I keep to Him, from opening
of my eyes in the morning until
asleep at night, the richer the day.

In my capacity as an anesthetist I
have the good fortune to be of help
to many women in labor as they
go through the last stages of child-
birth, Many are beside themselves
with fear and dread. As I sit down
at the head of the table, I try to re-
assure them and most of them are
very responsive. They quiet down
and follow my instructions. As I
quietly help them through the final
stages, either asleep or in a half
light of consciousness, I often give
a prayer of thanksgiving for the
little miracle that is taking place.
Then, as we stimulate the new bit of
life to breathe and cry, I call on the
Heavenly Father to bless the little
one.

Many people are afraid in life and
of life. A kind word, a smile, or
a firm grip of the hand, with a
prayer, will give courage for a new
start,

o

{0 His sermons march with the strategy of a well-thought-out campaign.

The President’s Pastor

FEW DAYS before he
A died, the Rev. Dr. Henry

Sloane Coffin, a wise and
perspicacious cleric, expressed in two
sentences what many were thinking
about the Rev. Dr. Edward L. R.
Elson.

“He has a very difficult job,” the
retired president of Union Theolo-
gical Seminary said. “And he is
handling it very well indeed.”

Two years previously Gen. Eisen-
hower announced he would make
the National Presbyterian Church his
place of worship. This threw the
spotlight on the handsome, brilliant
railroad engineer’s son who occupies
the pulpit there. He has stayed in
the spotlight since, and done well.

As “the President’s pastor,” the
former Army chaplain has carried
out his augmented duties with the
poise and resolution of a soldier per-
forming a mission. As spiritual ad-
viser he has strengthened the Presi-
dent in ways of humility, discipline,
and religious devotion. Oftentimes
a stern Calvinist, he softens the
lines of the picture with a witticism
or personal anecdote.

His sermons march with the strat-
egy of a well-thought-out campaign,
from premises to triumphant finality.

Erect, his inflection controlled, he
delivers them like Napoleon giving
an order of the day. No wonder the
news photos of the minister and the
President, on the church steps, often
catch a glance of fond regard from
the latter. The two have more in
common than being Presbyterians
and members of the Burning Tree
Club.

Believing God is sovereign and
His will must be obeyed, Dr. Elson
indefatigably employs his waking
hours in what he considers His serv-
ice. On Easter he rose with the
birds, breakfasted on a roll and cof-
fee, and drove to Bolling Base,
where he preached at a 6:30 a.m.
service. He hurried back across the
city to conduct the 8 a. m. services at
his church. After another roll and
cup of coffee, he preached at the
9:30 service and, fortified by more
of the same, preached at the 11
o'clock service attended by President
Eisenhower.

Meanwhile, two more Elson
Easter messages, previously recorded,
were being beamed by the Voice
of America to Calvinists in Hungary
and to Western Europe.

At 4 p.m. he appeared on a
Nation-wide TV program and the

Permission of the Washington Post and Times Herald, Sat. April 30, 1955 issue.
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rest of the day remained inactive,
except for a sick call and evening
engagements.

Anybody who has sought an ap-
pointment with him knows his
Easter schedule was just another
day's work. He is opposed, consti-
tutionally and by principle, to wast-
ing any of life’s irretrievable sec-
onds. From the pulpit, last fall,
he berated a minister who had kept
a congregation waiting. He figured
the man had “stolen 10 minutes of
150 people’s time — 1500 minutes
— 25 hours of composite time,
which had been set apart for active
corporate worship.”

In indignation he exclaimed,
“That was immoral. To squander
time is sin. There is only so much
time in the deposit of human energy
and in the attention span of the in-
dividual — and to abuse or misuse it
is an evil thing!”

One of the reasons he accomplish-
es so much is that his wife gives
him secretarial assistance in the eve-
ning. “Beautiful” and “charming”
are the words for Mrs Elson, and
“cordial”’ and “genuine.” No one
begrudges her and the Elson girls
their place of honor in the Eisen-
hower pew each Sunday.

Dr. Elson met his wife when he
was called to the La Jolla (Calif.)
Presbyterian Church. A member of
the congregation, Helen Chittick
was then attending an Episcopal
finishing school. With other volun-

teers, she helped in secretarial work
for the church. While attending the
University of California she was
courted by the young minister.

Four hundred and fifty miles was
quite a jaunt for dates and "I had
to get married to recover,” Dr. Elson
says jokingly. Mrs. Elson's uncle,
Dr. Glenn Clark of St. Paul, Minn.,
is the widely known founder of
Camps Farthest Out, a Nationwide
chain of summer religious retreats.

From the exactions of his minis-
terial duties, Dr. Elson relaxed in
the happy turmoil of the manse,
3001 44th St. N.W. His children
regard him with humor and pride,
which he reciprocates.  Eleanor
Frances, he tells you, is moderator
of the Westminster Fellowship
(young people’s group) of the
Washington Presbytery. She belongs
to the student council at Wilson
High and works on the school paper.
Beverly attends Alice Deal Junior
High, where she is president of her
section. Mary Faith goes to Horace
Mann Elementary School. David is
five.

The other day a reporter called
the manse. Somebody said hello.
“Is this Emerson 2-5959?" the re-
porter asked. A pause. Then a small
voice said apologetically, "I don't
know numbers.”

That was David.

This week Dr. Elson, now 48,
observed the tweny-fifth anniversary
of his ordination. A life-size por-
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trait by the Washington artist, Mary
Ann Walburn was unveiled before
a gathering in the church hall. Fif-
teen panels with 120 photographs
exhibited high points in the minis-
ter’s life from babyhood to the pre-

It was only a 100-foot walk
around the room, but a long way
from the days when the subject ran
around barefoot in the little town
of Clairton, Pa., to the final photo-
graphs showing him tete-a-tete with

sent, the President.

The Changing and the Changeless

Helen Wentworth

_ Again the seasons change to the reds and yellows of the maple, the
birch and the elm; the russet brown of the oak; and paint a flaming scene

on the landscape. We thrill at the beauty which a single frosty night
produces.

We are equally thrilled by the dazzling whiteness of winter’s snow, the

feathery green of budding trees in spring and again by the heavy lush green
of summer.

Change is all about us, a recurrent immortal change. We can not be
static. But we know that there is a power behind all this that is unchanging.
Our conception of God may change, but He is changeless. He is, Jesus taught
us, our Father; infinite in His love, in His understanding and in His power.
We love Him as a Father. Yet we say reverently, “Hallowed be Thy name.”
Our attitude toward Him is that of worship and awe. As we approach Him
in the morning quiet hour and realize His majesty, His loveliness, His in-
finite compassion and kindness “our hearts burn within us.” We catch our
breath as when we suddenly see a marvelously beautiful sunset.

_ We rejoice in the ever-changing beauty of the world about us with its
different seasons. But the consciousness of the changelessness of “our
Father who art in heaven” fills us with an inner joy and peace and assurance.

€O



€ We must take time and put our mind in order, for thoughts rule the world.

Quietude and Religion

Rabbi Harry Silverstone

HEN WE MAKE a
ai ;3& / thorough study of true re-
ligion and psychology we

will find that, in order to live a
normal and contented life, we must
adopt the habit of “Quietness.” In
the pursuit of wealth, power, and
pleasure we rush through life in a
mad pace, thus undermining our
physical, mental, and spiritual lives.
The gains of quietness are manifold.
The practice of ‘Quietness is the only
way to secure ourselves against
breaking down from exhaustion. It
is also the only way to keep our
minds cleared of misconceptions and
confusion. Life presents many per-
plexing and harassing problems
which can be comprehended and
solved only as we come apart from
the maddening crowd and think
them through in silence.

Another thing, in the din and
rush of our busy life doubts and
fears are often born in our minds,
and the only way to renew our hope
and confidence is to turn aside for
a little season of quietness. We live
in a restless hurrying age, and many
people are building their lives upon
quivering nerves. I do not know
of any word that needs more to be
said to people today than the word
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of the Prophet Isaiah — "Say unto
him, be quiet” — (Is. 7:4).

Our social and international prob-
lems today have grown in impor-
tance and seriousness, and while our
strenuousness and problems have
multiplied a thousandfold, our hu-
man nature, our supply of resistance
and nervous energy have remained
the same. Life has changed today
weightily and dynamicaly, while hu-
man nature has remaind unchanged.
It is, therefore, to be expected that
psychosomatics, the newest form of
medical study, stresses not simply a
body that may go sick, nor even a
mind that can affect the body, but
also an environmental and social set-
ting with enormous powers to affect
both mind and body. Thus, we find
the typical diseases today are those
suggestive of exertion, tension, and
apprehension.

The mental and spiritual enlight-
ening advice given to us by religion
and psychiatry is not of living stren-
uously the full hours of the day, but
rather making those hours liveable;
they counsel us just how to bear the
present pace and strain of things,
and yet to possess our own selves
in calmness and balance.

We all have different views on
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what will give to us the poise, ser-
enity, and harmony needed for
health and wholeness. Each of us
must discover for himself the ways
of approaching those processes of
quietude and inward remaking. But
the choice is legion. As Disraeli ex-
presses it, “The art of meditation
may be exercised at all hours, and
in all places; and men of genius, in
their walks, at table, and amid as-
semblies, turning the eye of the mind
inwards, can form an artificial soli-
tude; retired amid a crowd, calm
amid distraction, and wise amid
folly.”

Religion tells us that in order to
relax we should provide for a
“'quiet hour” with ourselves and with
God each day, for we shall not get
time for meditation and shall be
sure to neglect it unless we make
set times for it and let it become a
fixed habit for happy daily living.

The psychotherapist advises that
we get scientific relaxation by en-
couraging every muscle and nerve in-
to quietness through rest, and allow-
ing the mind to linger on the most
restful pictures, producing a sort of
concentrated sleep, thus bringing to
both mind and body renewed life
amid the speed and tensions and
strains of today.

There is indeed great power in
meditation. It is a known fact that
in the British Navy whenever any
sudden disaster, such as an explo-
sion, occurs, it is the duty of the

bugler to play what is called *““The
Still,” and when the men hear it
each is to stop perfectly quiet for
a moment and recollect his senses,
and thus be better prepared for in-
telligent action in the emergency.

Spiritual meditation is surely a
most proper occupation of the human
mind. The power of thinking dis-
tinguishes us from the whole ma-
terial universe, and spiritual things
are certainly of such transcendent
importance as to be worthy of our
closest attention.

Quietness and silence will give us
rest and power. How wonderful is
the silent power of truth, constantly
at work, without effort, sound, or
confusion. Only man is wasteful,
prodigally squandering words,
speech, and effort. There is nothing
more eloquent than the still small
voice of conscience. Think of the
silent growth of the giant forest.
The world upon which we now
stand is whirling silently through
space. The greatest forces of nature
are silent. The more we cultivate a
spirit of inward silence, the better
we will have intercourse with God;
this will help us to solve the most
difficult personal problems, and will
give us rest from inordinate ambition
and desire, thus promoting quietness
of spirit.

We must take time and put our
mind in order, for thoughts rule
the world. Everything that is
wrought out in material form is
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first constructed in the mind; as we
think — so we build. We should
make an inventory of our mental
assets, take stock of ourselves and
know precisely what we are doing
with our thoughts, time, talents, and
energy.

We should further realize our
responsibility to maintain a constant-
ly high standard of thought; store
our minds daily with great thoughts
of great thinkers, of the prophets
and sages, for frequent contacts with
these minds will elevate our tastes
and enlarge our intellectual and

spiritual outlook, and will help us
grow in aspiration and achievement.
So, religion and, psychology counsels
that we take a little time off to rest,
be quiet, be silent — and in that
silence we will know ourselves bet-
ter, and we will know others also,
and knowing them we will believe
in them, for every human being has
capacities for goodness, and even
for greatness; then, a certain inner
freedom should come to us, a certain
sense of balance, of serenity, of
peace.

Thanksgiving

John Oxenbam

For all things beautiful, and good, and true;

For things that seemed not good yet turned to good;
For all the sweet compulsions of Thy will

That chastened, tried, and wrought us to Thy shape;

For things unnumbered that we take of right,
And value first when they are withheld;

For light and air; sweet sense of sound and smell;
For ears to hear the heavenly harmonies;

For eyes to see the unseen in the seen;
For visions of the worker in the work;
For hearts to apprehend Thee everywhere;—

We thank Thee, Lord.

U If every person applied Christian principles to his driving we would
solve the problem of tragic accidents,

The Golden Rule Sergeant

H. N. Ferguson

NE CAN BE A confucion-
@ ist without knowing Con-
fucius. One can be a2 Mo-
hammedan without knowing Mo-
hammed. But one cannot be a Chris-
tian without knowing Christ. Chris-
tianity is not a religion, it is life.”
The speaker is Sergeant Lonnie V.
Strebeck of the Houston, Texas,
police force. He is a big, strapping
he-man and anyone would look at
him twice before attempting an argu-
ment. Yet he is neither tough nor
overbearing. He is a Christian po-
liceman who practices his beliefs
seven days a week.

The veteran officer teaches Sunday
School, lectures on juvenile delin-
quency, always has his Bible handy
and conducts a Sunday night radio
program called “Be Thy Brother's
Keeper.”

The Sergeant, as befits his char-
acter, is an extremely modest man.
“I take no credit for what I do,” he
says simply. “I am a Christian and
I believe in carrying out our Lord’s
pattern. There are many fine Chris-
tian officers in our police department
and we work together for the good
of His kingdom.”

Sergeant Strebeck conducts a traf-

fic safety program, using the Golden
Rule as the basis for his teaching.
“All of us,” he admonishes, “in-
cluding Christians, could stand a lit-
tle soul searching concerning our
behavior when we get behind the
wheel of a car.”

“T am certain,” he states empha-
tically, “that if every person applied
Christian principles to his driving
we would be near a solution to the
problem of so many tragic acci-
dents.”

Sgt. Strebeck’s Sunday night radio
program, probably the only one of
its kind, is dedicated to that idea.
In his talk he may draw an analogy
between a Biblical passage and a
traffic safety rule, speak of witnes-
sing for Christ, or discuss such
things as loyalty to one’s church or
the proper reverence for God. The
broadcasts have the combined pur-
pose of promoting traffic safety and
fteaching the Christian way of living.
‘talks, “The man who is too busy to
show proper reverence for God,
loyalty to his church, and love and
consideration for his fellow man is
fjust too busy. He is busier than
\God meant him to be.”
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The policeman stated in one of his |
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In his talks concerning traffic
safety the Sergeant emphasizes time
and time again that the lives of our
children are at stake when we drive
carelessly. He drives this home by
quoting the pertinent words of Job
5:4: “His children are far from
safety, and they are crushed in the
gate, neither is there any to deliver
them.”

“You may not consider yourself a
gambler,” says this smiling, friendly
man, “but you deal in the world’s
highest stakes every time you pass a
car on a hill or a curve. You gamble
every time you take your eyes off the
road. And the odds are stacked
against you — your life against the
second or two you might gain.”

“The first traffic fatality,” he con-
tinues, “‘occurred in 1896 in Lon-
don, the second two years later in
New York. Since that time over a

million persons have died on our
streets and highways — more than
the total number of deaths this
nation has suffered in all the wars
she has fought.”

“Death is so permanent,” he says.
And from the sad, faraway look
in his eyes you know he has seen
plenty of it. “Yet every day on our
streets and roads we gamble with
our lives as though they were the
most unimportant things in the
world. We depend on faulty brakes,
the other person’s good will and
our ability to bluff someone else at
the corner intersection. The result
is too often stark, stupid tragedy.”

"The answer to all our problems,
traffic and otherwise,” he says finally,
“lies in the admonition of Luke 6:
31; ‘As ye would that men should
do unto you, do ye also unto them.’

Petition
Louise Moss Montgomery

For lowly spirit, Lord, I pray—

For deeper kindness every day;

For insight into others’ souls

To help them win their worthier goals.
For some relief of earth’s distress

For furtherance of happiness;

For understanding and accord

I humbly ask, O, dearest Lord!

U In the truly Christian college a spiritual atmosphere can provide the
foundation that gives meaning to knowledge.

The Classroom and the Aliar
Bi.r/;op Hazen G. Werner

HERE is an unmistakable

l ground swell of attention to

religion. Howard Whitman,

roving about our country confronting

all kinds of people with questions

about religion and God, records in

his book A Reporter in Search of

God, that “Americans everywhere

are turning to God as they never
have before.”

Like the mechanic whom Mr.
Whitman interviewed, some ‘“‘want
to throw in the chips and let God
take over. Some just want God to
pull their chestnuts out of the fire.
Some, badly frightened, are rushing
to the security of God's apron
strings. Some sincerely want to find
God and abide with him.”

People big and little are saying,
“It will take religion to save us.”
Plain men and prominent men alike
tell us that the pyramiding of ma-
terialistic living makes necessary a
deeper spiritual foundation.

True, not much has come of all
this beyond a mood and an opinion,
and we are not doing the best job
of bringing this interest in religion
to action through religion. And this,

From Christian Advocate, Oct. 22, 1953,

in my opinion, is where higher edu-
cation can help us.

This is the truth that the youth in
our colleges must come to know: to
save our age God must be the as-
sumption in our living and thinking.

While religion to be empowering
and re-creating needs education, ed-
ucation, on the other hand, indepen-
dent and separated from religion,
cannot save us. Here judgement im-
pinges on the life nerve of the
church-related college.

In a lively and vivid article ap-
pearing in The Christian Scholar,
Chad Walsh says, “Either God is all
in all, or he is nothing. If he has
nothing to contribute in the English
classroom, he has nothing to give at
the altar.”

We turn in our present need to
higher education to grow the mind
and spirit of men to God’s word.

Much that is said critically of the
church college is unfair. For ex-
ample, to expect the college magical-
ly to mature youth to sound Chris-
tian character without help from the
home or the church may be com-
plimentary, but it is absurd. One
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