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Ao We Go To Prese

How often has someone said to you, '‘Oh, why don't you grow up?” |
am sure it has happened to all of us at sometime, and Harold Blake Walker
(p. 1) does an excellent job of showing us that all life is a process of grow-

ing up, of maturing and putting oway childish things . . . God once told
Moses to tell the people of Israel that He placed before them daily a “bless-
ing or a curse,’”” and that choice is always there. Simeon Stylites (p. 6) draws
the picture sharply -in showing us that hydrogen is as much a port of life-
giving water as it is essential to the hydrogen bomb. The choice is ours—
life or death! . We seldom realize the impact we have on those with
whom we work. Certainly if anyone told us that simply by being ourselves
in our place of business we were a witness either for or ogainst Jesus Christ,
we might smile a bit and shrug it off. However Donald M. Robertson (p. 10)
tells o most interesting and challenging story about a nurse who profoundly
influenced her fellowworker in a Christian manner—and she probably did
not know it . . . All of us are subjected to the stresses of living, and the
problem is what to do abott them. | once stood on a suspension bridge and
felt it sway '‘dangerously,” or so | thought. | found that the bridge either
had to sway or break, Frank W. Robertson (page 18) applies this principle of
swaying with the stresses to daily living in a most effective manner . . .
Most people would not think that being a redcap at Grand Central Station
would ever bring one before the eyes of all America, but that is precisely what
happened to Ralston Young (page 37), and it all came about through meeting
in train coaches at noon for prayer with other men. That was news! Mr.
Young tells you what happens at the prayer group in Grand Central . . . It
seems that all churches are engaged in some sort of a building program.
All of us who are involved in such hectic enterprises ought to read the story
by Fred Stripp (p. 45) and take heed . . . Dr. Glenn Clark, founder and editor
of Clear Horizons, went to heaven last August 26. One cannot look back
over his life without being a little awestruck at his accomplishments. He
was a rare combination of Christian mysticism and a man of practical achieve-
ment. This month instead of the usual '"Prayer Works!"” that always appears
on page 63, the Prayer Tower prints twa letters that concern Dr. Clark and
which will interest you., Among many other things, Dr. Clark began the
Prayer Tower and established it for the furure. Everyone in this office thanks
God for the privilege of knowing a great soul.

CLEAR HORIZONS MAGAZINE

1571 Grand Avenue St. Paul 5, Minn.

Editor Managing Editor Associate Editor
GLENN CLARK NORMAN K. ELLIOTT RUBY ROSKILLY

MARGUERITE HARMON BRO, RALPH SPAULDING CUSHMAN, STARR DaAILY, ALLAN
HUNTER, FRANK C. LAUBACH, STELLA TERRILL MANN, KerMIT OLSEN, AUSTIN
PARDUE, NORMAN VINCENT PEALE, WINFRED RHOADES, AGNES SANFORD.

. Entered as second class matter September 19,1940, at the Post Office at St. Paul,
Minn., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Additional entry at Waseca, Minn. Pub.
lished quarterly at 1571 Grand Avenue, St. Paul 5, Minn.

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: 1-year subscription, $1.25 each. 3-year sub-
scriptions, $3.25. Single copies, $.35 each.

Seventeenth Year Winter,

':Cﬂ(&ﬁll“ H@T’IOLZ@HF

1956-57 Volume 17, No. 3

€ "'The best is yet to be, when we have learned to meet frustration with faith.”

You are Born -- to Grow Up
Harold Blake Walker

When I was a child, I spoke as a
child, 1 understood as a child, 1
thought as a child: but when 1 be-
came a man, 1 put away childish
things. (I Corinthians 13:11)

OTHING could be plainer
! \-| than the simple fact that
we were born to grow up.

Everything in nature seems intent
upon becoming “first the blade, then
the ear, after that the full corn in
the ear.” It was Jan Smuts, the
philosopher and statesman, who said
in a philosophical way that nature
is intent upon creating wholes, com-
pleting wholes. He called his doc-
trine “holism,” and he found God
at the heart of it. Browning point-
ed to the same truth more simply
when he wrote:

Our times are in his hand
Who saith, “A whole 1 planned,”

and Paul sounded the same note
when he wrote, “When I became
a man, I put away childish things.”

We know instinctively that things

are not only what they are at the
moment, but also what they can be-
come. Industry spends millions ev-
ery year to discover what common,
ordinary things can become. Scien-
tists toil in thousands of laboratories
to discover the possibilities in every-
thing from horses’ hoofs to uranium.
Psychologists spend endless hours
trying to discover the mental pos-
sibilities of animals from mice to
monkeys. Luther Burbank spent his
life trying to discover what trees and
flowers and vegetables could become
through grafting and crossbreeding.
In science and agriculture and indus-
try, nobody is satisfied to leave
things as they are. Everybody is
intent on discovering what things
can become, and upon making the
most of the possibilities in what is.

But when it comes to human per-
sonality, to ourselves, too often we
seem quite content to leave well
enough alone. We toil to get the
possibilities out of peanuts; but we
say with finality, "You can't change
human nature.” That, of course, is

Reprinted from Presbyterian Life, April 14, 1956 by permission.
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like saying, “You can’t put away
childish things.” And, of course,
there are multitudes who never do
“put away childish things.” They
never mature, and they do not ful-
fill the possibilities of the whole
God planned. They suffer from
what phychologists call “arrested de-
velopment.” Today they react to dis-
appointment precisely as they did
thirty years ago. They deal with
irritations exactly as they did when
their house of toy blocks fell when
they were three.

But we were born to mature, to
grow in mind and spirit. If we
reacted with self-pity to a slight at
the age of twelve, and we still
react with self-pity to a slight at
forty, somewhere along the road our
emotional growth was arrested. We
neglected to “put away childish
things.” If we responded with an-
ger and resentment to frustration
at ten, and we still respond with
anger and bitterness to frustration
at fifty, then somewhere between
ten and fifty our spiritual possibil-
ities were thwarted. If we did our
thinking with our feelings at four-
teen, and we still do our thinking
with our feelings at sixty, then our
intellectual growth was interrupted
at fourteen, and we never have ma-
tured.

Of course, it follows that, if we
never have “put away childish
things,” we cannot possibly say, with
Rabbi Ben Ezra:

Winter

Grow old along with me!

The best is yet to be,

The last of life, for which the
first was made.

Our times are in his hand,

If we are not growing wiser and
better, maturing in knowledge and
insight day by day and year by year,
the best is not “yet to be.” It al-
ready has been, and it never was
very good.

Of course, there are and should be
great differences between youth and
maturity. Youth compensates with
energy and enthusiasm for what it
lacks in mature wisdom and insight.
Youth has the future and a world
to win. Age has the past and the
world already won or lost. But
somewhere along the road there
comes a fusing of the future and the
past, a meeting of memories and
possibilities. The memories mock
what was possible and leave us with
the sadness of regret. The lingering
possibilities challenge the time that
remains, even though it may be lat-
er than we think. What do we have
to put in the place of youth's ex-
uberance? What have we learned
from living?

Sometimes, remembering the
scope of our own youthful energy
is something of a shock. Not so
many years ago, perhaps, we could
dance half the night and be sorry
when the band played “Goodnight,
Ladies.” Funny, I don't even know
whether “Goodnight, Ladies” still is
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the final gesture of a tired dance
band. After the dance we could eat
hamburgers and French fries or even
a banana split, and then be ready for
a day's work without noticing the
drain on energy from the night be-
fore. But, now, when we see our
children doing what we used to do,
we ask ourselves, “How on earth
do they stand it?” The answer is,
of course, that they love it just the
way we did once and they have not
as yet endured the wear and tear
of life.

When we come to the midstream,
and we have put away some of the
enjoyments of yesterday, what do we
have to put in their place? Maybe
we have nothing, so we resent the
fact we cannot do what we did yes-
terday: we grow bitter because we
are growing old. Some people do
precisely that, and their sunset years
are crowned with frustration. They
are disposed to think Rabbi Ben Ezra
a sentimental fool about the joys of
old age. Youth, they think, is the
only half of life with any joy in
it. The last of life is merely a sad
and wearisome decline.

Years ago I sat on an open front
porch with an old man, talking about
life. "“Would you like to live your
life over again?” I asked. He
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smiled and shook his head. *I
think,” he answered, “that if God
asked me about another trial run,
I would say: ‘No, thank you, Lord.
I've had a wonderful time, and my
day is far spent. But if it is all
right with you, I would just like
to go on and finish this life and
take my chances on what comes
next.’” He was not bitter or cyn-
ical or disillusioned. Life for him
had been rich and wonderful. Age
was not a burden, and the future
still held possibilities of knowledge
and insight, friendship and love
And what was beyond the horizon?
Well, he would “trust God, see all,
nor be afraid.”

When energy and vigor fade, and
we feel no twinge of envy when
we watch the rising generation
squandering energy and not seeming
to miss it at all, we have “put away
childish things.” The best is "yet
to be” for us if we have learned to
meet disappointment with digaity,
and frustration with faith, and irrita-
tion with insight. Tomorrow will
be better than yesterday ever was
if we have cultivated knowledge and
the love of books, loveliness and the
love of beauty, friednship and the
love of people, faith and the love
of God.

C=




{ “We are buildings of the Eternal, subject to all the stresses of everyday life.”

The Art of Swaying with
External Stresses

Frank W

RE WE DISTURBED SOME-
TIMES when we find our-
selves wavering in trying

to decide under pressure what we
should do about problems and how
we should do it? Do we sometimes
feel that we are failing to live up
to the tests of living? Suppose we
recall a condition that, at first glance,
may seem a bit strange in compari-
son with this question, but which
may have a germ of encouragement
for us.

When the Empire State Building
in New York was new, it was said
that, in times of high wind, the top
of its tower would vibrate sharp-
ly. As one realizes that the build-
ing stands 1,250 feet above the
street level and that wind velocities
of eighty miles per hour have been
experienced at that level, he can
understand the reason for such a
sway although we think of the Em-
pire State Building as a tower of
stability.

But the structure, built around a
framework of highest grade build-
er’s steel and anchored deeply in
bed rock which almost reaches the
surface of Manhattan Island, on
which the building is located, stands
with firmness that exceeds special-

1
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ized professional estimates and much
of the informal rumor that circulat-
ed rather freely in New York when
it was built. Enough professional
skepticism was active, in fact, to
justify a special report about and
discussion of the reasons for the Em-
pire State Building's stability during
storms, at an annual convention of
the American Society of Civil En-
gineers in 1939. This report is the
source of the technical information
about the building’s strength to
weather storms on which this line
of thought is based.

The significant fact for purposes
of this line of thought is that, even
under the pressure of eight mile
per hour gales, the tower of the
Empire State Building quivers vio-
lently but returns when the storm
is over, to within a very few inches
of its mathematically true upright-
ness, even 1,250 feet above the
street; and that, when attacked
by roughly equivalent wind pressures
from another direction, the former
uprightness of the building is almost
mathematically true again. The
framework of the building, the
masonry around it, and natural up-
draft through an air vent along the
center line which was included for
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fire protection purposes, enable the
Empire State Building to waver vio-
lently but to keep stable even through
the heaviest storms to which New
York has yet been exposed.

What does this mean to us, as
we struggle with temptations to wav-
er from the strictest details of what
we visualize as our Chrisian commit-
ment? The following line of thought
may help to indicate it.

We are buildings of the Eternal,
standing among men and nations,
and subject to all the stresses of
every day life as we grow. Some-
times the stresses to which we are
exposed are comparable with the
most violent winds that attack the
tower of the Empire State Build-
ing. Sometimes they make us trem-
ble. Unless we can exercise the faith
which was offered to Christians by
the Christ Himself, we face danger
of becoming unnerved and warped
by them. But are the pressures great
enough to overcome our faith?

They can collapse us unless we
remember one thing. We who live
in the Christ do not have to be
alarmed.

When we asked Him to become
our Master, He did the rest. He
expects us to stand up to the tests
of life, but He has offered us the
strength required to do so.

When, with our spirits and be-
cause we wanted to do it, we asked
Him to take full control over our-
selves. He took us at our word and

began to build us for dependable
usefulness to Himself throughout all
eternity. And He wasn't slipshod
about it, either.

He sharpened our memories of
the Christian lore that we inherited
from our parents and others who
planted the Christian spirit within
us. He watered the seeds of His
Spirit within us by leading us into
companionship with others whom
He had similarly blessed. He gave
us the influence of His Church and
its leaders who give us our day to
day nurture.

He made available to us His cli-
mate of fellowship with current
friends and memories of old ones
for our encouragement in Christian
living, much like the sunshine and
rain that nourish the plant life of
the Earth, and comparable with
the daylight that brightens the of-
fices of the Empire State building—
much more skillfully accomplished
than was done in earlier New York
skyscrapers. He gave us the influ-
ence of His patience, His kindness
and His courage, through the en-
vironment of reading matter, for-
mal speeches, informal conversation
—in fact, through everything around
us. All this is part of his climate
for our growth, when we have eyes
to recognize Him through it all.

He even allows tests to come to
us in order that we may measure
for ourselves the Christian stamina
that He is building within us. We
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bend, we sway, we groan, some-
what like reports tell us can be
heard in the Empire State building
during heavy storms. But we are
not broken; our Christ sees to that.

Comparable with the strength of
the framework of that building, our
Christ alloys Himself into the very
composition of our beings in a way
that enables us to withstand the pull-
ing forces of our tasks, the resis-
tance of the obstacles we meet, and
the twisting forces of the problems
which we are called on to decide.
He doesn’t do all this in a day. Re-
member, He is building us for Etern-
ity, and that isn't done in an instant.
He is using every situation that we
are called on to face as steps in
His process.

And absolutely vital through it
all, He is5 with us “alway, even unto
the end of the world” (Matt. 28:
20). Remember, He didn’t limit
the timing of His commitment. He
did not promise His presence for
some time in the distant future;
He committed it, on the spot and
forever. He did not restrict His
commitment to that place which we
think of as Heaven; and He did not
limit it to the end of the Earth.
He clearly emphasizes His presence
with us now and "to the end of
the WORLD.”

The majesty of His presence in-
cludes the power that enabled God
Himself to assume human form as
Jesus, to walk the Earth in human

Winter

flesh, to endure the shafts of phys-
ical death at the hands of His coun-
trymen, to overcome all the tortures
of Hell, to return triumphant to
Earth on the day we celebrate as
Easter, to return to Glory before the
eyes of His disciples, and to come
back to them and even to you and
me as the Holy Spirit of final tri-
umph.

In the face of evidence like that,
why should we lose faith as we view
the international scene with all its
repercussions, described to us in the
language of fear, jealousy, hatred,
and all the malice that goes into that
ccmbination? Why should we lose
faith in our fellow men as we con-
front the obstacles of our daily tasks?

We grow uneasy, of course. But
are not these conditions the very
testing of ourselves, comparable with
the testing by the winds of the Em-
pire State building’s tower, which
make it waver but which cannot pre-
vent it from righting itself?

The framework of the Christ’s
Spirit lives on and on within us.
He rights us when we waver. He
lifts us when we fall. He adds His
strength to that which we already
hold in trust for Him.

With this realization, we who have
committed ourselves completely to
Him cannot be less than completely
faithful to Him, over and beyond
all the battering that external stress-
es can level at us.

€ "I leave to you the greatest of all gifts.”

Captain Jim’s Will

H. Hoyt Cox

LTHOUGH he had been an
inmate of the local mental
institution for nearly thir-

ty years, no one in Dyerville knew
much about Captain Jim, the old
Spanish-American War veteran. Ru-
mor had it that after the war he
had married a young actress of unu-
sual beauty and charm. From all ac-
counts he had been happily married.
However, one day he received a reg-
istered letter from his wife inform-
ing him that she was leaving him
for someone else. Two days later
when neighbors found him uncon-
scious on the floor, he was taken
to the hospital, where he lingered
between life and death for several
days.

After he regained consciousness it
was observed that his memory of
all past events was gone. With kind-
ness and care he rapidly recovered
his physical strength and was trans-
ferred to the Home at Dyerville.
There he endeared himself to all, for
he was always eager to help others,
was always doing little favors for his
fellow patients. The night the big
storm knocked down the wires he
trudged three miles through the snow
to get Doctor Barnes to attend the
superintendent’s daughter who had
been severely burned when a kero-

sene lamp was tipped over. Then
there was the time he nursed feeble-
minded Jesse Moore who had pneu-
monia, refusing to leave the sick
man's bedside for food or sleep un-
til Jesse finally passed away.

Not long after his commitment,
Captain Jim was permitted freedom
of the grounds. He was allowed to
visit town, where he became ac-
quainted with many of the people.
Soon he had won the affection of
all who knew him.

Then it happened. One day some-
one had a flat tire in front of the
home, and Captain Jim went out
to help change it. But the exertion
was too much for him, and, while
jacking up the car, he suddenly
clutched his chest, gave a sharp cry,
and fell unconscious. He was car-
ried to the dispensary by orderlies,
but it was too late—Captain Jim
was dead.

After the funeral, folks were sur-
prised to read a notice in the local
paper announcing the reading of
his will.  Everyone had assumed
Captain Jim to be penniless, and it
was a large crowd that assembled
at the institution on the day of the
reading. A local lawyer, Horace
White, began reading:

“Last will and testament of Cap-
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tain James Groves,

“I, James Groves, do hereby will
and bequeath to my dear friends my
love and appreciation for the many
kind and thoughtful acts which have
made my life a happy one.

“To my fellow patients I leave
the loving care of the doctors and
nurses, the hope of recovery, and
the quick return to their loved ones.

“T will the warm and beautiful
sunshine to cheer and comfort them.
I will the cool summer breezes and
the sunset behind the hill with its
gold and purple clouds, symbolic
of a new and better life. For, as

Winter

the sun goes down, it will rise again
at dawn, signaling the beginning of
a new and brighter day.

“I leave to you the greatest of
all gifts, the love of God and eter-
nal salvation through His son, Jesus
Christ. May this great love com-
fort, strengthen, and sustain you as
long as you live. And may His spir-
it dwell in your hearts and make
your lives channels of love and bless-
ings for all with whom you come
in contact.”

As the crowd dispersed, not a
word was spoken, but nearly every-
one wiped a tear from his eye.

C =

Incarnate Love
Christina G. Rosselti

Love came down at Christmas,
Love all lovely, Love Divine;
Love was born at Christmas,
Star and Angels gave the sign.

Worship we the Godhead,

Love incarnate, Love Divine;
Worship we our Jesus:

But wherewith for sacred sign?

Love shall be our token,

Love be yours and Love be mine,
Love to God and all men,

Love for plea and gift and sign.

€ "I was thirsty and you gave me drink.”

Hydrogen -- Life or Death?

Eprror THE CHRISTIAN CENTURY:

R: The word “hydrogen” has
Scertainly been the word of the

year. To many people it seems
the worst word in the dictionary,
and it is not a great help to be
told that it may not hold that dis-
tinction very long. “'Cobalt” may
be worse. In case you are thinking
of colbalt as just a nice blue color,
a cobalt bomb, we are told, can
wipe out all life in the United
States.

There used to be an old song,
thumped out by childish voices,
“There’s a Hole in the Bottom of
the Sea.” Now that fantastic song
has become an even more fantastic
reality. Hydrogen did rip a hole
in the bottom of the sea, as well
as sink an island.

About eight years ago Christopher
Morley wrote a little verse which
looks irreverent at first glance. He
pictured God dictating to an angel,
when a big explosion is heard.
“What is that?” asks God. “Oh,”
says the angel, “they have just put
off an atom bomb down on the
earth.” God says: "Take a memo-
randum. Tell those boys they had
better make friends with themselves.
This time they have only scratched
the surface. The next time they may
blow the whole works.”

Reprinted by permission of The Christian

Nine years ago that was amusing.
It is funny no longer.

Yet the word “hydrogen” rings
a bell in the mind. It was not al-
ways a portent. There is one chem-
ical formula that is rather widely
known, H,O. It stands for water.
In the words of Jesus, water is the
symbol of service to humanity. “And
whosoever shall give to one of these
little ones even a cup of cold water.”
“I was thirsty and you gave me
drink.”

There is the choice of our gen-
eration and world—hydrogen in the
form of death, or hydrogen in the
form of life, as water, the symbol
of service. Sentimental? Not by a
long shot. That is hard-headed,
realistic politics. The way to meet
the challenge of communism is not
by the violence of the H-bomb, but
by service to the world, symbolized
by cold H,O.

That has been put into clear and
timely language by a man who has
never been called a sentimentalist
even by his worst enemies, though
he has frequently been regarded as
too hard-boiled, George Kennan, for-
mer ambassador to Russia. In his
recent lectures at Princeton, Mr. Ken-
nan counseled against attempts to
solve the world communist problem

Century, from the issue of May 5, 1954.
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by war for violent liberation of
Soviet-bloc people from outside. He
said that the best answer is to pro-
mote unity here at home, and to
encourage the progress of other
countries outside the iron curtain.
Existence of freedom abroad helps
automatically to disrupt the commu-

Winter

nist empire from within. In order
words, aid to the free world, rather
than violence.

We are in the Hydrogen Age. How
will you have your hydrogen—the
bomb or the cup of cold water?

Yours,
SIMEON STYLITES.

=70

Christian Living
Nona Keen Duffy

I will give thought
To all T say,
And speak more lovingly

This day

I'll bless each one I greet.

The words I speak
Today, will be
Those which will best
Express through me
God’s love for those I meet.

I would reflect

His love and joy

To every girl

And every boy
Whoever they may be.

I would express

God's peace and power
.And let His love

Flow through each hour
And clearly speak through me.

( “Somehow I knew that I would live and play again.”

A Candle Burned in My Heart

H. N. Ferguson

HE AUDIENCE OF HOUSTON

” music lovers relaxed in their

seats as twenty-five-year-old
George Riabikoff held them mes-
merized with the haunting quality
of his music. Fascinated, they
watched his short-fingered hands
speed across the keys, saw them
reach instinctively for a certain mood
to interpret a composition. The au-
dience marveled that such a young
man could be so advanced in his
artistry. Only the broken, maimed
hands of this accomplished musician
hinted at the price he had paid for
the perfection of his talent.

Riabikoff plays like an angel
Some of the finest pianistic artists
of today laud his impeccable tech-
nique and the depth of feeling his
nimble fingers are capable of ex-
pressing. "He is a real and great
artist,” declared Gina Bachauer en-
thusiastically.

But a close observer would note
the almost invisible scar of suffer-
ing deep in the blue-green, penetrat-
ing eyes of this artist—eyes which
sparkle today with a luster that could
have been polished only by the flow
of many tears. For George Riabi-
koff is the living, smiling proof
that a man can miraculously survive
almost anything if he holds on—and
has unlimited faith.

His story begins at the age of

four when, so tiny he could walk
under the piano, he was recognized
as a prodigy and began giving pub-
lic concerts. For the next several
years he studied under some of the
finest masters in Europe.

But there was a malevolent some-
thing stirring in the air. War clouds
were forming their dread patterns
of destruction. Then the Nazi jug-
gernaut rumbled into action and be-
gan gobbling up defenseless na-
tions. George, a young Christian,
watched with growing horror the
brutal persecution of Jewish people
who had been his friends. Coura-
geously, he attempted to hide many
of them—often in caves or musty
catacombs.

Then came the night he will re-
member forever. He was crossing
a mine field on an errand of mercy
and his luck ran out. There was
a jarring explosion and a blinding
flash when the mine exploded. Un-
consciousness mercifully blacked out
his agony. When he regained his
senses, he was a prisoner of the
Gestapo.

When he was able to talk again
he was subjected to terrifying hours
of inquisition by the Nazis. They

emanded that he tell where the
Jewish people were hidden. He re-
fused.

The Gestapo was aware that Ria-

11
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bikoff was a boy pianist and that
his hands were his life. They be-
gan a diabolical torture routine de-
signed to force him into delivering
up his secret. Piercing his palms
with red hot spikes was their in-
troduction to the niceties of modern
warfare. Trembling in an agony
of pain, George held his silence.
They broke his fingers and wrists
and added the final touch by crush-
ing his hands in a steel door jamb.
At last they were finished but they
had been unable to force the de-
sired information from the lips of
the broken youth.

They threw him into a concen-
tration camp and permitted him to
seek medical attention. The verdict
of the doctors: amputation of both
hands above the wrists.

That was when George really be-
gan to fight. "I could not accept
their decision,” he says. . ““There was
a candle burning in my heart. Some-
how I knew I would live and play
again.” Months of rigid concentra-
tion camp discipline and the experi-
ence of seeing Berlin leveled by
devastating bombing attacks failed
to shake his belief. Then the surg-
ing Allied armies moved in and

Winter

he was free.

Today Riabikoff laughs with a
true, deep joy. "It is so wonder-
ful to be happy again and te see
the warm feeling of people all
around me. That is what I like
about this country.” he declared. "It
is not the beautiful cars, the fabulous
buildings, and the great wealth, but
the friendship of the people.” George
is now well on his way to becom-
ing an American citizen.

After his return to freedom Ria-
bikoff began slowly and deliberately
to rehabilitate himself. Gritting his
teeth when the agony became al-
most unbearable, he spent long,
painful hours at practice to restore
his gnarled and paralyzed hands.
Little by little he regained his for-
mer wizardry at the keyboard.

One night, shortly after the war,
he gave a concert near Frankfort.

“A man was there that night,”
he recalls, “wearing a plain suit.
His name was Dwight Eisenhower.
He didn't know my story, but he
looked at me, and shook my hand.
‘T can see from your smile,” he said,
‘that you have suffered. One day
the world will smile back at you.””
And it has.

Why should I shrink from the plow of my Lord that maketh deep
furrows on my soul?® I know He is no idle husbandman; He purposeth

a crop—S. Rutherford

I "Churches are not created to be worshipped.”

“Now There is a

Donald M.

O ATTEMPT TO ANSWER in

ll terms of a specific defini-

tion that often asked ques-
tion "What is a Christian?” is an
impossibility for many of us. Yet
almost everyone knows some person
to whom he can point with certainty
and say, "'Now there is a true Chris-
tian!”

For me that person happens to
be a nurse who started to work in
my office almost at the very begin-
ning of my medical practice. She
continued in the role of my office
nurse for over twenty years until I
was forced to give up my practice
because of illness. In terms of my
medical career I have spent more
time with this person, and I no
doubt know her better than any-
one else within my profession. For
years and years we have worked
together, day in and day out, carry-
ing on a general practice in a west-
ern town. Together we have brought
many new babies into this world.
We have also seen others, both
young and old, leave it. She has
stood by me through my successes
and also my failures, during robust
and untiring health, and in times
of serious illnesses. Likewise, I have
walked with her through her life’s

True Christian”

Robertson

trials; when she lost her husband
from a sudden heart attack; when
she twice faced death herself from
acute illnesses requiring the most
drastic kind of surgery.

Now Maria is of European de-
scent, her parents having come to
the United States from “the old
country.” There was a large family
of children of which she was one
of the oldest. Through the years
she has assumed many of the major
responsibilities, both financially and
otherwise, for the family.

The family has a Catholic back-
ground dating as far back as such
families can be traced. Maria is a
Catholic Christian although she nev-
er purposely makes this known, nor
is it often evident to others. Her
mother is of the older Catholic
school, and the church has always
been a vital factor in her daily liv-
ing. It is of special value to her
now during her old age. Yes, there
is a strong and rich Catholic heri-
tage in Maria’s whole background,
and she likewise has been raised in
a dominant Catholic enviroment.

In all of our years together it
hasn’t seemed necessary for us to
discuss religion except on a few
occasions. Never once has her Cath-

Reprinted from Religion and Health, June, 1956, by permission.
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olic heritage or my Protestant one
led to any argument. Her religion
isn't something which needs explain-
ing or defending in order to justify
it. It isn't limited by or to creeds
nor is it expressable in specific be-
liefs. I doubt that she could tell
me in so many words just what
she really believes or even what her
church teaches her to believe. Her
religion needs little understanding
and isn’t limited in any way to cer-
tain repeated emotional experiences.
It is just a way of living her daily
life as well as she can. Her life
is constantly revealing her true at-
titudes toward her fellowmen as in-
fluenced by her belief in God,
through her patience with all per-
sons, her tireless service for those
in need of them, her natural humil-
ity and her devotion to human be-
ings as well as to unchallengeable
principles. It has never.been neces-
sary for her to tell me that she is
a Christian for there are some things
which need no affirmation. This is
one of them.

At this moment I can only recall
three occasions during our entire pro-
fessional association when religion
was seriously discussed. The first
time occurred years ago and followed
the delivery of a baby born alive,
but hopelessly deformed. It obvious-
ly had no possible chance of sur-
viving. Without saying a word to
any of us, Maria baptized the dying
baby there in the delivery room,

Winter

quietly and simply, just before death
took it away. She had gone on liv-
ing in that demanding moment hec
true religion in her own way.

Afterwards, when we were alone,
I questioned her as to whether she
really believed that the baby had
benefitted in any way through her
ritual of baptism. She answered that
she personally believed that it helped
in some way, but made no attempt
to explain her act. She said that
she had done it simply because of
her belief that it was the right and
necessary thing to do at that time.
Yet I will never forget her words
which followed.

In substance she said, “"Doctor,
never let us confuse in our thinking
the Catholic Church and the Cath-
olic religion. I realize, as should
all thinking Catholic Christians, that
there are man-given weaknesses and
man-created falsenesses in my church.
There are such in all churches be-
cause they are organized and run by
persons, although the church was
not created by them. The church
and its leaders make no claim to
be perfect people, but rather they
are those who have the will and the
courage to grow toward God-per-
fection. Any such weakness does
not destroy my church for I do not
worship it as an institution. Its
purpose is to give to me a religion
by which I may live my daily life.
It desires above all else that I be
a Christian, and attempts to give

1956-1957

to me the way to be just that. I
seck the same God as you do through
the same Christ so that I may live
a good life, or at least live a bet-
ter one than I could otherwise live.”

Years later I was called to see
her in her home where she lay
acutely ill. T found her holding a
rosary in her hands. Without think-
ing I asked the spontaneous ques-
tion:

“How can you find any spiritual
values in that string of beads?”

I regretted my question the in-
stant I had asked it, for I realized
that I had only revealed my own
ignorance and prejudice. But Maria
didn’t defend her rosary, nor did
she punish me by word or attitude.
She just explained, "“This little string
of beads is nothing which in itself
has value or is worthy of anybody’s
worship. When it is used that way
it becomes not only false, but it is
dangerous. For me it is a most
valuable way of praying, and that
is why I use it. These beads on
this string represent to me persons
whom I know and respect. Each
and every night I pray for these
persons, one by one, because they
are friends or loved ones of mine,
and because I desire for them that
same help from God which I need
and which I know He gives to me.
Doctor, for years now you have been
one of these beads on my rosary,
and each night T ask God to keep
you strong so that you may continue

“"NOW THERE IS A TRUE CHRISTIAN" 15

to work as a good doctor.”
When I realized that I was an
object of prayer as represented by
a certain bead on a Catholic rosary,
I began to understand a bit of the
meaning which Catholic Christians
find in this useful symbol. I am
also certain that over the years I
have been given greater strengths to
become a better doctor because of

- such intercessory prayers in which

the rosary has played such an im-
portant role.

The last time we discussed religion
was not long ago. For years Maria
has been giving loving care to her
mother who lives in her home, and
whose health is now rapidly deteri-
orating. The little old lady who is
in her eighties senses that she faces
death before long, and at this time
her religion is revealing its true val-
ue to her. Through her abiding
faith she has no fears; for to her,
death is just the next living step
in her walk through Eternity. She
is ready to take that anticipated step
whenever it comes. I suspect that at
times she is even eager to turn in
her old physical model for the new
one waiting for her.

Unfortunately, a well - meaning
friend, and an enthusiastic member
of a Protestant church has felt im-
pelled to personally replace the old
lady’s adequate Catholic religion with
her own at this particular time. Such
sincere efforts based on honest be-
liefs as well as a deep love for the
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old lady are only adding confusion
to a mind which is beginning to
show evidences of natural aging
processes.

Yet Maria wasn't vindictive or
even critical toward this friend when
we talked about it. Rather, she
showed great love and understanding
for this person. But she would;
that is Maria; she is always that way.

She summed it all up rather well
in these thoughts, “Doctor, a mis-
take of which all of us are guilty
at times, and which hurts us by
limiting our religion, is that com-
mon practice which we use of mak-
ing nouns out of adjectives.”

My puzzled smile made her con-
tinue, ““We use such words as Catho-
lic and Protestant as nouns, which
they were never intended to be. We
talk about them just as if they were
the goals we seck, the gods to be
exalted. When we . worship any
church whether it be yours or mine,
we serve a false god. Churches were
never created to be worshipped.
Their purposes are to give to us
God, teach us how to worship and
live for Him, and provide a place
for such worship. What we mean
to say, or at least what we should say
is that we are Catholic Christians
or Protestant Christians, thus making
the word Christian the noxn and
the others the descriptive adjec-
tive adjectives. To be a Christian
is our goal; it is what we desire to
be, it is that which our churches

Winter

seek to make of us. Both you and
I believe in the same God, and in
the same Christ who reveals to us
our God. I happen to be following
a different road than you, yet both
roads must lead us to our common
goal. When we add the word Chris-
tian, then we have accepted in com-
mon the most wonderful gift ever
given to human beings—Jesus

. Christ. We can then see ourselves

through Him whom we mutually
possess so that we may come to
know Him whom we mutually seek.
Without the noun, Christian, we
are left with only our differences,
the various roads which we are us-
ing. Too great importance is then
given to our own road, for it is all
that we possess. It is then that we
often attempt to destroy another’s
road and make him accept ours. Aft-
er all, what we are after in this life
is to live better and fuller lives,
and for me that means we all must
be Christians first and above all
else.”

Yes, the more I come to know
Maria the more certain I am of the
correctness of my choice when I say,
“Now there is a true Christian.”

My prayer today is that through
my Protestant Faith, the road which
I have chosen as my way to God,
I may grow to become in time as
fine a Christian as my nurse, Maria,
has become through her Catholic
Faith, her chosen road to our mutual
Heavenly Father.

¢ "I wanted God to approve of me.”

Breaking the Smoking Habit

Through Prayer

Helen Conde

o you woNDER if God an-
ID swers prayer? Well, I know
that he does.

Sometimes He says yes or no
right away. Other times He makes
you wait, as in my case. I think
He wanted to be sure that I was
very sincere.

I was never a chain smoker, but
the habit had me. When I'd go
out of town to visit my mother,
who just couldn’t adjust to the idea
of women smoking, I was always
sneaking away to smoke. Before each
visit, I promised myself I would say:
“Now, Mom, I smoke.” But I nev-
er did. The deceit went on and
I was uncomfortable in my mind.

Smoking is an expensive habit,
as I found out when I burned a
large hole in my orchid-colored top-
per. It can also be disfiguring. Be-
tween Jane's tapering fingers there
is always a brownish smudge and
Mary would be handsome if it
weren't for her yellowed teeth.

But these weren't the real reasons
that I wanted to stop smoking. The
real reason was that I wanted God
to approve of me and I felt that He
didn't as long as I couldn’t break
away from the smoking habit. If

I hadn't wanted to stop smoking,
there would have been no evil. But
I wanted to stop and didn’t. There-
in lay the evil.

Each morning, I'd get up with
the resolution that I would not
smoke. By ten o'clock I felt tired,
so I sat down with a cigarette, I
thought I was relaxing and resting.
I wasn’t. I was just paving the way
for, let's say, more time-wasting. By
night I was very tired. Tired of
what? Tired of myself and my
weakness, so I smoked quite a lot
in the evening. I grew restless and
irritable, so I decided to talk over
the problem with my three best
friends. I said to Lucy.

“I wish I could stop smoking.”
She said, “Why stop? You look
so relaxed smoking.”

When I expressed my wish to
Becky, she said, “Why, you don't
smoke much.”

And Ann said, "“If I wanted to
smoke, I'd smoke.”

But I didn't want to smoke. And
they didn’t try to understand.

One morning, early in November,
as my dog and I were walking over
the hard, cool ground, I seemed to
hear a rustle among the dry corn
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