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s We Go To Press

John Homer Miller (p. 1) touches a mighty theme when he says that the
events of any day are not final — there will always come a third day, the day
of resurrection . . . So many people feel that life is passing them by, that they
are not doing anything useful and therefore life is not really happy. Norman
Vincent Peale (p. 5) does his usual excellent and inspirational job in telling us
how to enjoy life and be useful . . . We have been convinced of the necessity
for physical check-ups every so often, but Judith Mason (p. 7) says that there
is also much need for a spiritual check-up . . . Frank Robertson (p. 11) has had
other articles in your magazine on this same theme — being forced into great-
ness. In this issue his interesting subject is J. C. Penney . . . Bertha H. Dougherty
(p. 18) tells of what she went through after her husband died. “’After Bereave-
ment — What?" is an extremely helpful article that can point the way over
sorrow into a useful and full life . . . You can never tell what a man is by the
outside picture of him, and “Old Crabby” certainly was anything but what
people thought he was. Carroll Yan Court (p. 21) writes a beautiful sketch of a
man who never let his right hand know what his left hand did . . . . Glenn Clark
(p. 23) has talked every so often about what he calls ““holy arithmetic’’ and it
always strikes fire with the imagination of his audiences. We are glad to get it
down on paper for a wider audience. We think you will like it too . . . Helen
Clark Wentworth (p. 26) was the founder of ““Clear Horizons’’ and a deep spiri-
tual soul. She first put the magazine out in mimeographed form from Chicago.
This article will give you an insight into a wonderful woman . . . Many of us
have had a visit from our minister in a hospital, but did you know that man
hospitals have “‘certified chaplains’” who are members of the hospital sta
Russell L. Dicks’ (p. 37) article on certified chaplains is a thrilling one and will
give you an idea on the value that medical and psychiatric professions place on
proper religious attitudes . . . Frank C. Laubach (p. 43) wrote a book recently
that is powerful — Channels of Spiritual Power — and this article is taken from
one of the chapters of this book . . . If you have not read the new book,
The Master and the Disciple, we think you will want to live with it after tasting
a sample of its daily devotions by John Gayner Banks (p. 51) . . . Margaret Lee
Runbeck (p. 61) writes about something — self-pity — that will do us all good!
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([ “After three days I will rise again."—Matthew 27:63

A Third Day Will Come

John Homer Miller

life, noisy with the violent

forces of evil, Easter quietly
comes saying, “Never look upon
what happens today as final. The
events 05 any one day are never a
closed case. A third day will always
come. Wait and see what it will
bring.”

On a particular day two thousand
years ago, Black Friday it was, Pilate
and the Roman Empire, Caiaphas
and the Pharisees, the milling
crowds in Jerusalem thought that the
events of that day were irrevocably
final, that He who had been born
in a borrowed manger, hanged on a
cross and buried in a borrowed
tomb was completely and forever
done for. From their minds they
dismissed His as a closed case.

Why should they have thought
otherwise? Out of obscurity He had
come, born a Jew in a small pro-
vince of a great empire, despised
and rejected by the influential mem-

:_['[NTO the world of our everyday

From Christian Herald, April, 1954.

bers of His own race, leaving be-
hind Him no written record of any-
thing He had ever said, done or
dreamed, the object of hatred and
derision, deserted in the end by His
few remaining followers. The chanc-
es were about a million to one that
He would go into blackest oblivion.
They would have been fools to have
thought anything other than that
the events of that day were unalter-
ably final.

Even His own disciples were
afraid His crusifixion was final.
Everything seemed over for them
on the night of Good Friday. They
were afraid, dejected. Some of them
were already making preparations to
leave Jerusalem to take up their old
tasks. Their expectations for a king-
dom had shot upward like a rocket
and exploded. Their hopes were
buried in the tomb.

They talked with one another in
words of blackest despair as they
walked the Emmaus Road saying,
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“We hoped that it was He who
would redeem Israel.” Suddenly
they stopped and one of them hope-
fully asked, “Didn’t He say some-
thing about a third day?” The more
they remembered, the greater their
hope became and they waited in
Jerusalem to see what the third day
would bring.

On the third day something hap-
pened, something so persuasively
real that it changed Good Friday
with its tears into Pentecost with its
triumph.

To us who are troubled and cast
down by the happenings of any one
day Easter comes saying, “‘The
events of no one day are ever a
closed case. Only what happens the
third day is irrevocably final.”” That
is not only the great central fact of
Easter; it is the most cold-blooded
fact of history.

Theodor Mommsen, the historian,
put it, “History has a. Nemesis for
every sin.” An Alexander, a Caesar,
a Napoleon, a Hitler may inflict and
torment the world for a few years
and even God Himself will endure
them for a day. But a new fact
which cold-blooded history reveals
is that the triumphs of evil are be-
coming more temporary with the
passing centuries. The world had to
endure Hitler for only a little more
than a decade. The third day comes
more quickly now. Love, peace, good
will do not remain in the tomb as
long as they used to. Goodness,
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beauty and truth crushed to earth
rise more quickly in our kind of
world.

Now, more personally, Easter and
human experience prove that there
will be a third day for you, but on
this condition: that you take what-
ever life brings to you in Christ’s
spirit and face it with His faith.

You do not have to wait until you
die for your third day to come. A
third day has already come for some
of you. Some of you have suffered
personal losses which can never be
offset, which in this world you can
never recover, The very life went out
of you. For a time you could see no
meaning or purpose in anything, no
justice anywhere. Then the third day
came.

The first words a mother said to
me when she received word of the
death of her son were, “I can never
believe in God again. How can I,
when I prayed to Him to take care
of my son and He let me down?”
Her feelings on that first day seemed
so irrevocably final. But I prom-
ised her that a day would come
when she would feel differently. It
did. A new sense of responsibility, a
recovery of life’s purpose rolled
away the stone. Today she is more
alive than ever before, renewed by
sorrows borne and strengthened by
frustration overcome. She no longer
feels that her son is dead, but that
he lives, not only in the house not
made by hands but in this world as

1955 THE THIRD DAY WILL COME 3

well.

On that first day when Madame
Curie received the news of the unex-
pected, accidental death of her dis-
tinguished husband, she said, "“This
is the end of everything, everything,
everything . . . My life is upset in
such a way that it will never be put
right again. I think it will always be
like this and I shall not try to live
otherwise. I want to bring up my
children as well as possible but even
they cannot awaken life in me.”
Then the third day came, transcend-
ing and transmuting her inevitable
loneliness into such greatness and
newsness of life that at her death
her own daughter looked into her
face and said, “She was at this
moment the noblest and most beau-
tiful thing on earth.”

Dr. Sherer of New York has made
public a letter which he received
from a young man in the service. It
illustrates poignantly what happens
when you begin to think of life in
terms not of the first day but of the
third. He wrote, “Dear Sir: I am a
sailor, and I'll be pulling out in a
few hours. But first I've got some-
thing to say. T came into your place
this morning scared to death about
sailing again. I wanted to talk to
somebody pretty badly. There was a
girl who said hello to me. She said
for me to sit down and we got to
talking about the future. I said may-
be there wouldn’t be any future for

me. If only a fellow could be sure, I
said, that something would come
through worth dying for, it wouldn’t
be so bad.

“And then she said the queerest
thing. She smiled and said, “That's
easy. Christ is coming through, and
He's worth dying for.’ I looked at
her and she kept talking as if He
was alive and a good pal of hers. I
sort of expected to see Him walk in
the door, it was so real. I was only
there about ten minutes, and I don’t
know why, but her talking to me
like that sort of did something to
me, and I'm not lonely any more,
and I'm not scared. She said, ‘I want
to make you acquainted with my
friend Jesus. You ought to get to
know each other since He'll be going
your way." I'm nineteen, and I never
knew before that there was a God
like that who would go along with
a fellow. It doesn’t matter so much
now if my ship goes down and I go
down with it as long as there is a
God that no sub can sink and that
won't ever change from what's
right.”

That is the priceless feeling you
have when you think of life not in
terms of what can and does happen
to you the first day, but what you
can make happen on the third day.

Why should you go on being dis-
couraged, cast down, and undone by
the events of the first day?



€ Jimmy was certain about the dependability of God.

Dependability Teaches Faith

Evelyn Witter

ECAUSE YOUNG children are

B so dependent they need to

put their trust where there

is reliability. They put their trust in

their parents, for example, because

there they have found a refuge on
which to depend.

This simple fact helped us give
our child faith in God. We conscien-
tiously pointed out God's dependa-
bility at every opportunity.

The assurances of the trustworthi-
ness of God’s world came naturally,
out of the happenings of every day
living. Like one day four year old
Jimmy came into our farm kitchen
where I was busy canning peaches.

“These are for when the snow
flies,” 1 told him.

“How do you KNOW the snow
will fly, mommy?” he asked wonder-
ingly.

“Because God has told us in the
Bible that there will always be four
separate times of the year, and snow
time is one of those. Because God
promised it, that's the way it has
always been and always will be.”

That was the beginning of teach-
ing Jimmy about God's integrity. As
time went on there were many other
chances to show him the constancy
of God’s world. Like the time we
were sitting together on our hillside
waiting for dad to come in from the
fiields. The moon had risen and the
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sky was spattered with stars.

“The stars and moon are always
there, aren’t they, mom?”

“Yes, son, and in their appointed
places. It's God’s order.”

One time when Jimmy and I were
gathering wind-falls in the orchard
we talked more about God’s order.

“When these trees die we can al-
ways get more, can't we?” Jim
asked.

I took a deep bite in my apple.
“See these seeds, Jimmy? This is the
beginning of a cycle we can rely on.
First the seed, then the tree, then
more apples with more seeds.”

We talked about a similar cycle
the next spring when the robins built
the nest in the elm next to the
house. We could watch them from
the upstairs window.

“Let's watch the miracle of God's
cycle,” I suggested. We talked about
birds . . eggs . . birdlings . . grown
birds. Again Jimmy had the proof
that God's cycles were dependable.

Last Sunday Jimmy joined the
church. When the minister asked
him if he had faith in the one God,
his eyes lighted with a sure and
certain  response, which brought
tears of happiness into my own. This
is what I had prayed for. Jimmy was
certain about the dependability of
God. He knew where to place his
faith.

@ Live over the top of things.

How to Enjoy Life and Be Useful

Norman Vincent Peale

OMEBODY sent me a book
S called, The Mothers of Amer-
ica. And in it is the story of
Ida Eisenhower, the mother of our
President. Reading this, I believe I
can understand the love the Ameri-
can people have for our President.
It is the Lincoln story all over again,
and that is the greatest story Ameri-
ca ever wrote, the Lincoln story. I
remember going to a theater in New
York City to see, Abe Lincoln in
lllinois. 1 sat next to two very blase
people, the woman completely up-
holstered, the husband—most of him
in width—with his chins hanging
over his stiffly starched collar, eyes
beady, hands pudgy, fingernails
highly polished. I looked at him
and thought that once he must have
been a live, vigorous American boy.
Then the play began and absorbed
me. There was Abe Lincoln, talking
the language of the sixties. When
the curtain came down I happened
to notice my neighbor’s face. Tears
were running down his cheeks. He
had been looking at America, at an
ideal; he had been looking at a
character who “lived over the top
of things.”
But let us return to Ida Eisen-

hower. Her husband never made
money. He worked in a creamery.
Then he went into a small business
and failed. Humiliated, he moved to
Texas to get away from all his
triends. Ida followed him there with
one baby, and it was there she gave
birth to the President of the United
States. The only thing the family
had saved of their possessions was
an ebony piano which she held onto
for dear life. She still had it when
they finally moved back to Abilene.

The Eisenhowers belonged to a
sect called River Brethren, a very
religious people who had moved
away from Pennsylvania because
they thought it had become too
worldly. The whole Eisenhower
family, including all six boys, went
to church every Sunday. After the
Sunday School and Church Services,
they went home and the boys cooked
the dinner, the only time Ida Eisen-
hower had any rest during the whole
week. Once while making a pie the
boys used the dough as a baseball,
dropping it on the floor occasion-
ally. Their mother said it was a
wonderful pie, if a little dark in
spots.

After dinner the boys washed the

A recorded transcription of a sermon delivered extemporaneously in the Marble

Collegiate Church, New York.
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dishes: the washer would throw each
freshly washed plate across the
room to the drier, who in turn would
throw it to the stacker. We under-
stand there was some breakage.

Every boy had to read the Bible
through once every year, and com-
mit passages to memory.

This family, you might say, lived
on the wrong side of the tracks.
They raised their own vegetables
with a surplus which the boys sold.
They were God's good, clean, Amer-
ican poor, and they didn’t think of
themselves as the underprivileged, in
fact that word wasn't coined then.
They felt they had wonderful priv-
ileges. Look at the mother they had,
at the father, at the town in which
they lived, the church they attend-
ed; look at the God they had, and
the country. Underprivileged, these
six boys? Not at all. When the day
came for one of them to be made
President of the United States he
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must have thought of Ida Eisen-
hower as he looked out over that
great throng and said, “Before I take
this oath of office, I want you to
join me in prayer.” And his prayer
was simple and very moving. We are
having a lot of trouble in this coun-
try; there is a lot of trouble in the
world. But it needn’t discourage us
because we have in the White House
a man whose mother taught him to
“live over the top of things.”

That is the way to be joyful, and
to be useful. You will be happy and
joyful when you feel within your-
self the manhood and womanhood,
the courage and strength to live
“over the top of things.” Stop
thinking about your problems from
the underside; keep thinking of
them from the overside. On the un-
derside there is shadow; on the over-
side there is sunlight and opportun-
ity. God pulls up; He doesn’t push
down.

Awareness at Easter

Elinor Lennen

I ttestioned the turning spade,
I shrank from the pruning knife.
I murmured at sun and shade,
At the death which nurtures life.

But now in the Easter dawn

I am suddenly aware

That the Gardener has gone
And the Lord awaits me there!

@[ There is no case so desperate that
the Great Physician cannot heal.

Time for a Checkup

Judith Mason

IME FOR A CHECKUP! These

” words are familiar to many

individuals. Through news-
paper, magazine, radio, and medical
sources we are constantly advised
that we need periodic examinations
to insure our physical well-being.
But how much serious thought do
we give to the Great Physician?
And to the checkup that is impor-
tant to our spiritual as well as our
physical health?

God’s services are free. Out of the
bounty of His eternal love He tells
us, “Come unto me, all ye that labor
and are heavy laden, and I will give
you rest.” He is the great healer, to
whom we can turn in any emergency.
Of Him we sing:

“When other helpers fail, and
comforts flee,

Help of the helpless, oh, abide
with me!”

He is waiting for our call. We do
not have to make an appointment or
journey to an office to find Him
ready to serve us. There is no such
word as incurable in His vocabulary.
“If ye abide in me, and my words
abide in you, ask whatsoever ye will,
and it shall be done unto you.” God
furnishes a solution for every prob-

From Unity, October. 1954.

lem; a cure for every ill. “I have
heard thy prayer, I have seen thy
tears: behold, I will heal thee.” noth-
ing is impossible with Him; nothing
is impossible for us to achieve when
we follow His divine guidance. The
prescription is simple—faith and
prayer—and it does not cost a pen-
ny.

Yet, as we wrestle alome with
problems, we forget often to say to
ourselves, "It is time for me to con-
sult the Great Physician, whose com-
forting words reach out to remind
me, ‘Let not your heart be troubled,
neither let it be fearful.””

Time for a checkup? Let us, then
set aside a quiet time—a few min-
utes in solitude and serious contem-
plation—as we proceed. How about
weight? Not the weight of our mor-
tal bodies, but that of needless wor-
ry and fear, which press against our
hearts and lower the resistance of
our spirits. The Great Physician of-
fers this remedy: “Fear thou not, for
I am with thee; be not dismayed, for
I am thy God; I will strengthen thee;
yea, I will help thee; yea, I will up-
hold thee with the right hand of
my righteousness.”

How about our eyes? Is our vis-
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ion petfect? Or is it so defective
that we cannot see the way ahead?
Do we see the beauty that God has
placed abundantly about us? Or do
we see only strife, strain, struggle,
and evil in the world? Do we lift
up our heads and our hearts and our
thoughts to the radiant light of hope
that He holds as a lamp before us?
Or have we so neglected the joy of
perfect vision that we do not behold
the blue sky, missing the path lead-
ing toward happiness, abundance,
and health? Jehovah says: “I will
bring the blind by a way that they
know not; in paths that they know
not will I lead them; I will make
darkness light before them, and
crooked places straight. These
things will I do, and I will not for-
sake them."”

Our ears are important, too. Do
we hear what is good? Or do we
listen only to murmurs of ‘dissention
and doubt and dismay? Do we pause
to attune our beings to the celestial
“music of the spheres,” finding the
harmony that the Great Physician
offers to us? Or do we permit the
reception of such disturbing sounds
as idle gossip, negative suggestions,
and careless criticism? “And ye
shall call upon me, and ye shall go
and pray unto me and I will hearken
unto you.”

Good health in our vocal chords
is also essential so that we may utter
only words of praise, prayer, com-
fort, love, and help.
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Perfect physical digestion is de-
pendent on mental and spiritual di-
gestion. This is a vital part of our
checkup. Do we so overeat of fear-
ful, heavy thoughts that the proces-
ses of our minds have no room and
no strength to digest the nutritious
promises set before us by our Creat-
or? Do we so indulge ourselves with
the confections of self-pity, pessim-
ism, and despair that we stultify the
processes of healthful, uplifting
thoughts, which will nourish and
sustain us and keep us strong, alert,
and ready to meet each new day with
joy, courage, and confidence?

In addition, we need to give our-
selves regular spiritual and mental
exercise to keep our minds “in
shape” and to shut out the poison-
ous germs of doubt and confusion.

There is no case so desperate that
the Great Physician cannot heal;
there is no time like now to have a
checkup, to make an appointment
with ourselves, to seck our heavenly
Father, to wash clean our conscious-
ness, and to let His blessed light
shine upon our innermost thoughts
and wishes.

Seek Him; ask for His help. Ac-
cept His ministrations; have faith in
His power. He will bless your hands,
so that you may perform the work
that lies before you. He will bless
your ears, so that they may hear only
that which is good and beneficial.
He will bless your eyes, so that your
vision may be clear; He will bless
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your feet, so that they may walk in
the path of His righteousness, which
leads to happiness and success. He
will bless your body, so that it may
be strong and healthy. He will bless
your mind and your heart, so that
they may be at ease and free from all
pain. He will bless and lift up your
spirit. He will help and sustain you,
whoever you are, wherever you are.
He will remove obstructions, wash
away infections, and bring you the
peace that always comes to those who
seek His counsel.

Ask yourself as you read these

words—"Is it time for a checkup?”
If it is, seck the Great Physician
freely, knowing that He cares, know-
ing that He can furnish the perfect
prescription to cure all ills and that
He gives it to you in great abundance
from the bounty of His infinite love.

“Therefore I say unto you, All
things whatsoever ye pray and ask
for, believe that ye receive them, and
ye shall have them.”

“I am the bread of life: he that
cometh to me shall not hunger, and
he that believeth on me shall never
thirst.”

e

Backyard Symphonies
Helga Sko gsbergh

From every rustling branch comes morning bird song.
A little soft at first, a solo shy—

Then growing into dotted, sharp staccato

And leaping into such exuberance high

That when the music reaches its crescendos

It lifts the garden into Paradise!

And standing in my kitchen door, I marvel

At all the gladness my back yard supplies.

I wonder what it is that sets birds singing;

What is the secret of their ecstasy?

Is it to hear their own voices that they warble

A morning maration—could this it be?

But stealing close I see their heads turned upward
As though they saw Eternities unbarred!

My cumbered soul leaps up, and soon I'm singing
For Heaven is as close as my back yard.



@ There are matters beyond our immediate experience.

Jesus Does Raise People From the Dead

An Easter Editorial

modern man’s mind. Did Jesus really raise the dead? It seems pretty

clear that the men who wrote the Gospels thought he did. They lived
in an entirely different climate from ours. They had been brought up on
the story of Elisha and they remembered how he brought the son of the
Shunamite woman back to life. Now recently Peter had raised the girl from
the dead, and the story of his action circulated freely and without question.
We live in a different world. We know that things beyond our comprehen-
sion happen, and we do not pretend to possess as great a degree of om-
niscience as our immediate predecessors did. Nevertheless, we have a high
regard for the regularity and orderliness by which God operates the universe
and it is not easy for us to imagine that God would arbitrarily set aside all
his laws to bring the dead to life, not even to demonstrate his power or to
show forth his glory. We would be wise, however, to reserve our judgment
on such matters. These are not the realms in which to be dogmatic. These
are matters beyond our immediate experience about which we have no
factual evidence. We would do well to concentrate our attention on the
thing we do know, namely, that Jesus does raise people from the dead now!
He finds them lifeless and he brings them back into usefulness. Their lives
are drab and dull, empty as shells from which the living thing has long
since departed. He fills them with life that is rich and vivid. We know
this because we have seen it happen.

THE RAISING OF Lazarus from the dead raises a question in the

Reprinted by permission of The Christian Century, from the issue of April 7, 1954

So shall I be no more.

But you, oh my Beloved Christ,

Shall live once more upon the earth
Because you live in me.

Genevieve Parkburst
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Q ]. C. Penney, to whom life taught that

the Golden Rule alone is not enough.

Forced Into Greatness -- J. C. Penney

Frank Robertson

HEN a man of great fame
in the United States for
his wealth and philan-

thropy is broken to the point of
bankruptcy and discouraged to the
point of physical breakdown by a
National panic; when he believes he
will die before he can return to his
home and his loved ones; and when
he is returned by newly directed faith
to the realm of health and fortune
and to Christian fame beyond all ex-
pectation although he was already
well known for his venturesome
vigor; and when, at the age of near-
ly eighty years, he maintains a pace
of merchandising, giving, and speak-
ing messages of Christian faith which
would scare many a man of fifty;
that man has been forced into great-
ness, in any man's language. This is
a thumbnail sketch of the career of
Mr. ]. C. Penney.

Mr. Penny had been taught to
apply the Golden Rule to every act
he attempted, from his boyhood up.
He had been taught to hew to the
line of living by that standard with
all the vigor at his command by his
parents who, although heavily mort-
gaged, had a family of twelve chil-
dren during the aftermath of the
Civil War. He had made the grade

as a good and honest sales clerk in
a typical store of the day (and for
many years thereafter) in a typical
Midwestern town; and in so doing,
he had over-extended his physical
strength and health. He was forced
to change his plans and begin all
over again in Colorado as a young-
ster just achieving maturity, another
episode which compelled him to ap-
ply the Golden Rule firmly.

The sternness with which Mr.
Penney applied the Golden Rule,
even in his youth, is illustrated by his
quitting his first job in the West
because he refused to accept the two-
price merchandising system that was
common at the time—and for quite
a few years thereafter, as some of us
middle aged people can recall. Be-
fore long, however, he had found
another job which, in an expanding
group of stores, offered him the op-
portunity to begin his growth into
nationally known success as a mer-
chant. In 1902, he opened up a
store of the group in Kemmerer,
Wyoming. He named it “The Gold-
en Rule Store.”

Between 1902 and 1929, Mr.
Penney’s stature as a merchant grew
on the basic principle of the Golden
Rule to tremendous wealth, in a na-

11
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tion which had become immensely
rich and powerful. In addition to
the success of the J. C. Penney Com-
pany, Mr. Penney had personally
supported the perfection of one of
the most productive breeds of dairy
cattle in the United States. He had
led in the stimulation of other agri-
cultural growth throughout the
Country. He had led in a movement
for the development of youth
through radio forums. And he had
enriched one of the major Christian
publishing organizations into inde-
pendent wealth. By 1929, Mr. Pen-
ney had become one of the wealthy
men and one of the great philan-
thropists of the United States, on
the basis of the Golden Rule.

Then came the crash. Between
1929 and 1933, Mr. Penney tried to
bolster his various ventures, most of
them of a philanthropic nature, by
borrowing seven million dollars
from five different banks. When
three of the banks became hard
pressed, they called in their loans to
Mr. Penney, and he had to pay them
with the very dear dollar. In doing
50, his personal estate of forty mil-
lion dollars practically disappeared
almost literally over night. The shock
nearly broke him physically and
spiritually. It made him realize, as
he says it, that “What I had allowed
to become my main dependence was
not there to sustain me.”

Yes, Mr. Penney was+a beaten man
in the early ‘thirties. As he describes
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it in considerable detail, his only re-
maining motive force was a force of
negative courage, a brand of endur-
ance that would not permit him to
give up. During this period he had
a breakdown while on a business
trip to Michigan. He had gone so
far as to write a farewell letter to
his family, expecting to die.

But before he mailed the letter
he heard the chapel choir of his hos-
pital singing the old hymn, “God
Will Take Care Of You.” That mes-
sage struck a chord in his spirit,
comparable with the unexpected
messages that many of us have re-
ceived when we were eating the sed-
iment of confusion and discourage-
ment. As has happened to many of
us, that message of God’s care and
support made a new man of Mr.
Penney—and what a man!

At the then age of about sixty,
when many men today are thinking
seriously of retiring, Mr. Penney be-
gan to build back to vigorous
strength and into a stature of Christ-
ian leadership that eclipses the suc-
cess he enjoyed during the limitation
of his viewpoint to the Golden Rule
as his motive force in living.

As Mr. Penney learned, the Gold-
en Rule—or its definition *““Whatso-
ever ye would that men do unto you,
do ye, even so, unto them”—was
actually the outgrowth of “the law
and the prophets,” as Jesus pointed
out to His disciples. He learned that
what he had been accepting as
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enough for himself was really the
aftermath of the basic law, as Jesus
defined it by proclaiming that *“Thou
shalt love the Lord Thy God with
all thy heart, with all thy soul, and
with all thy mind. And the second is
like unto it, Thou shalt love thy
neighbor as thyself.”

When he expanded his viewpoint
accordingly, what happened!

His stability began to return. With
it, his strength began to rise again.
Before long, his financial welfare
began to recover. Today he is weal-
thy again, and the range of serv-
ice that he renders to mankind is
far more widespread than it was in
the heyday of the 'twenties.

But that is only an appendage to
the greatness with which Mr. Penney
is serving God and mankind, at an
age when most men who have not
already left the earth have retired
and are merely living out their time
on this planet.

In addition to being Chairman of
the Board of Directors of an organ-
ization of more than 1600 retail
stores in all the forty-eight states of
our nation, with the accomplish-
ment of meeting needs for some
thirty-five million people to the ex-
tent of more than a billion dollars
per year, Mr. Penney speaks freely to
Christian  groups throughout the
United States, inviting their alle-
giance to objectives like: “Responsi-
bility, The American Way,” “Christ-
ian Principles in Business,” and

“The Spiritual Basis For Improving
Human Relations,” to mention only
a few samples of his wide range of
discourse. In a week at Kansas City
some time ago, he attended the
American Royal Stock Show—one of
the Middle West's bids to fame—as
a member of its Board of Directors,
conferred with the heads of all the
Penney Stores in the Kansas City
territory, and spoke to at least two
organizations of Christian church-
men—all of that at an age of nearly
eighty years!

And he agreed to supply this per-
son with the information which
makes possible the presentation of
this story, to criticize its correct-
ness, and to add his own com-
ment. This impresses one as an ex-
ample of the attributes of greatness
—Success and Service.

Could limitation to the Golden
Rule as a man’s motivating force
have made this regrowth possible?
Judge for yourself.

No; Mr. Penney found that, al-
though the Golden Rule is infallible
so far as it applies, it does not go far
enough to enable a man to accom-
plish his full purpose in life. As
startling as this discovery seems at
first, one can realize its truths as he
thinks about it. No rule, alone, can
draw a line; it requires an instru-
ment and a person to draw it. Mr.
Penney found that the Golden Rule
describes the only enduring Method
of Activity; it does not define the
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Motive

As he drafted his own remark as
a conclusion for this line of thought,
although not worded for direct quo-
tation, he “expresses it as follows:
“Having learned this lesson, Mr.
Penney considers himself a more suc-
cessful person, and a far happier
one, than before his financial loss in
1932—though he will never be as
wealthy again economically as he
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was before the crash. His wealth is
now more of the spirit—and hence
it is of greater value.”

So, Mr. Penney learned via faith
and courage through adversity and
struggle and dedicated Faith that t%)e
Golden Rule, in order to meet its
purpose, must be implemented with
the all-energizing Love of God.
With this combination, Life is su-
premely successful.

e

My Mother’s Hats

Loraine Thomas Edwards

My Mother buys the prettiest hats—
They suit her to a T.

Whenever 1 admire one, though,

She says that it's for me.

It looks so sweet on you, my dear,
And you're my only girl”"—

As she tucks a bit of veiling

To hide a straying curl.

One day she’ll have a heavenly hat
For all the good she's done,

And it will be the prettiest yet—
Bright, shining as the sun.

When I exclaim, “It's lovely, Mom!”
(In our celestial home)

I wonder if she'll say to me,

“Here, honey, try it on!”

Q0 Basically all of us want to be important to someone.

Pursuit of Happinss

Mary H. Robinson

RITING is my “‘pursuit of
happiness” and I say
“pursuit” because I have
discovered that happiness will not
come to me. I must seek it. My in-
terest in writing does not make me
younger in actual years, for I am
an old woman—nor does it solve all
problems or cure my ailments—it
simply gives me a certain harmon-
ious relationship with people and a
satisfactory understanding of hum-
anity and knowledge of myself.
Have you ever been out of balance
with the world? At times even feel-
ing that the world is out of step
with you? That was my attitude be-
fore I took up writing. As I grew
older my aloofness and reserve be-
came more pronounced and I
found myself alone, not in the
peaceful solitude of a savant who
finds tranquillity of spirit and re-
pose, but in a disquieting state of
loneliness and fear. The usual social
functions of a small town did not
satisfy me and I searched for a hob-
by which would occupy my mind and
time. I possessed no talent in music
or art and my physical activities were
limited to advancing years. One day
I thought about writing. But how to
begin? Where to learn? These were

the questions I needed to answer
first.

In the dim past I heard a famous
author say, “The writing bug bit
me.” But since I am not exactly the
type that bugs bite I realized it
would be difficult for me.

The logical place to go for mater-
ial was the local library where I
found on file an antiquated book on
writing technique. Only one sentence
impressed me: “Literary ambition
can be achieved only through prac-
tice and perserverance interwoven
with faith.” These were good old-
fashioned precepts and I felt I was
on the right road. Later I wrote to
the State University and finally
chose from its correspondence bulle-
tin a unit of instruction which hap-
pily combined short story writing
with basic principles of English
grammar.

This course proved to be an eye-
opener from the very first paragraph
which read, “Observe consciously
the conversation of friends, strang-
ers, people in drug stores, at sta-
tions, and behind counters, whether
they use fragments or complete
sentences, slang or oaths, bad gram-
mar or good. Note mannerisms and
facial expressions.”
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