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The late Fritz Kunkel was considered one of the most deeply spiritual
psychologists of our era, and what he has to say about prayer, and more
specifically about unanswered prayer is illuminating and incisive in a most
helpful way. Margaret Lee Runbeck (p. 1) has done an excellent job of report-
ing . . . Articles on the spiritual growth of children are difficult to write and
the material is more difficult to collect. Dorothy H. Smith (p. 7) on what
was written to a six-year-old will be warmly welcomed by anyone who has chil-
dren in the home, and it will give all of us many ideas to apply to our own
situations . . . Many of us have been to religious summer conferences during
the past three months, and one of the problems that faces us all is the desire
to keep fresh and clear the inspiration we got there. Mary Edith Barron (p. 12)
tells of an experience that helped her to keep alive the challenges of a summer
conference, and this experince will help us too . People are becoming
more and more aware that businesses are seeing the need for religious help
and remembrances among their employees. Leslie E. Dunkin (p. 19) tells of
a motto that is in one factory and what it has meant to those who work there.
It might give others an idea on how to go about it in their own businesses . . .
We all recognize that judging others is not in the least commendable, and
yet all of us seem to enjoy indulging in it at one time or another. Clarence W.
Hall (p. 21) does a good job in showing us that it is a habit, a bad one, that
can be overcome, and in the overcoming can make us a lot happier . . .
| suppose there is the latent feeling in us all, at least it crops up once in
awhile, that if we were just strong enough—Ilike the big stars of the world
of sport—we would not have to pray. John Winters Fleming (p. 25) sets us
right about that. Big stars not only believe in prayer, but they do some pray-
ing on their own and know that it works . . . For those who think that
today’s teen-agers are empty headed and spiritually ignorant, the letter by
Pauline C. Webster (p. 48) will be a faith builder. In fact this letter puts most
adults to shame . . . Thanksgiving Day will soon be here, and it is too bad
that it is a once-a-year affair, for it ought to be a daily habit. Aylesa Forsee
(p. 55) gives us many good reasons and suggestions on how to make thanks-
giving a habit, for it can become a habit . . . The many fans of Starr Daily
(p. 60), and they are legion, will undoubtedly feel that the last article is the
best! A more mature and dedicated Christian than Starr Daily would indeed
be hard to find.
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€ "This time we find the answer within ourselves. We have outgrown insolvable
problems. Our own life history is the best evidence of the power of creation.”

—Doctor Fritz Kunkel

The Why of Unanswered Prayer

Margaret Lee Runbeck
Take fast hold of instruction; let her not go; keep her; for she is thy lifs.

FRONTIER is just form-
ing in our age, a new hori-
zon out beyond the two

well-established camps of academic
psychology and of recognized reli-
gion. Like most new frontiers, it is
in many ways an uncomfortable and
dangerous place in which to find
oneself. One is not only in danger
of being devoured by untamed
beasts in the unconquered wilder-
ness ahead, but also of being shot
at from the rear. Psychology is sus-
picious of this frontier, because it
takes cognizance of religion; re-
ligion is on the whole not friendly
toward it, because perhaps it may
become guilty of usurping some of
the prerogatives of organized
church.

Only brave and radical explorers
can be found out beyond the safety
of the well-entrenched conventional
positions, The bravest and most
brilliant of these men is Doctor

By permission of Houghton Mifflin Co.,
Ceasing by Margaret Lee Runbeck.

—Proverbs 4:13
Fritz Kunkel, who has come to the
point where he now stands by a
much-shot-at route. He began with
medicine, passed through the pro-
fessional practice of Freudian psy-
chotherapy, on to Adlerian individ-
ual psychology, then to Jung's
psychology and his relatively con-
servative acknowledgment of the
realm of spirituality, and finally to
a delicately balanced synthesis of
his own, which not only includes
divinity in its theorems, but bases
psychology and everything else per-
taining to life upon God. It has
been an adventurous journey all the
way, demanding a series of seces-
sions which were never easy.

It very well may be that as the
next fifty years unfold, this awk-
wardly called “religious-psy-
chology” will become one of the
great molders and builders of edu-
cation. If this happens, Doctor
Fritz Kunkel may be considered the

Boston. Publisher of Answer Without
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father of the development. At pres-
ent, of course, he is rated as one of
the four psychologists who have
done most to strip away the veils of
mystery from the human mind. His
first six textbooks were written in
German and have been translated
into many other languages. The last
four books have been written in
English, for since 1939, when he
fled from Germany because he
could not endure intellectual slav-
ery, he has lived and worked in Am-
erica.

The name of this branch of psy-
chology has not yet emerged in any-
one’s mind. I once heard someone
suggest that it might be called
height-psychology, to distinguish it
from depth-psychology. For some
reason, Doctor Kunkel thought this
name was audacious and presump-
tuous, and the suggestion embar-
rassed him momentarily. Height-psy-
chology, however, might not be too
inaccurate a term, since its range is
from the depth of the collective un-
conscious so well known through
Freud, Adler, and Jung, towards the
height of spiritual perception ex-
pressed in the life and works of
Jesus.

I have heard Doctor Kunke] talk
to religious persons who knew little
about psychology, and also I have
heard him talk to professional psy-
chiatrists and psychologists who had
shown no interest in religion. On
both levels, and in both vocabu-

laries this remarkable man can lead
attention to the same conclusion,
which is, if my oversimplification
will be forgiven: that the aim of in-
dividual life is maturity; that ma-
turity means the dislodging of ego-
centricity so that the actual Center
of being can be established and be-
come the full motivation.

When I began to talk to Doctor
Kunkel about his own private and
personal experience with answered
prayer, he said the one thing I need-
ed to hear at the moment. For under
everything I was doing or thinking
or hearing just then was my deep
worry about Jeff, and my sense of
defeat because of my own un-
answered prayer.

“So you are writing about
prayer?” he said thoughtfully. I told
him briefly a few of the experien-
ces I knew about, and he nodded.
He said, in fact, that he himself
knew of many such cases. Then he
began thinking aloud about prayer.
He said, “You see, because 1 am a
physician, I always have to begin
with 'what’s wrong.’” No physician
can ever define what is health; we
know only what is sickness. So, as a
psychologist, I also have to begin
with what is wrong with prayer—
why aren’t prayers always
answered >—when they are not an-
swered, what does it signify? Is
God playing a joke? Is He busy
somewhere else? Have we prayed in
some language He doesn’t under-
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stand? Or maybe we called up the
wrong telephone number? Anyway,
I think we learn more about prayer
from studying the wrong kind of
prayers—the unanswered prayers.”

“Yes,” I said. “Let’s study these.”

He took out a stubby little pencil
from his coat pocket and drew three
blocks on an envelope.

“Those are the questions,” he
said. “First, what do we pray for?
Welly what we want, I suppose.
What we want most urgently. For
our own good, we add quickly. Or
maybe for somebody else’s good.
If anyone should ask us if we have
a right to pray for what we want
we'd say, 'yes, certainly’—and we'd
point out in the Lord's Prayer the
line that says 'Give us this day our
daily bread.” So we want daily bread.
Not to be too literal about it, that
means daily needs. (A Cadillac? A
Ford? Or maybe if we need only
transportation from our home to
our office, a bicycle will do. Which
would one pray for? Well, any-
way.” He smiled his childlike inno-
cent smile at me, and then went
on.)

“"Maybe what we need most of all
is not a pleasant thing. Maybe we
need someone to drive us simply
crazy until we decide we had better
give up our self-will, or our busi-
ness, or our superiority. Maybe we
need to be hurt or humiliated or
made unbearably jealous, so that we
can see what kind of a tyrant that

dear ego of ours is!

“Maybe what we need is terrible
trouble. Daily bread, all right, but
bread with nasty-tasting minerals in
it, or vitamins. We'd like nice
white bread of course. We look
eagerly for the white bread. We get
all ready to slice it and make a sand-
wich. But the white bread doesn’t
come. Finally, we are so hungry we
take what is at hand—unappetizing
black bread. We eat it, grumbling.
If we have the courage, we accuse
God of not answering prayer.

“Years afterwards someone says
to us, ‘How does it happen you have
such wonderful teeth? And we say,
“Why, I had to eat black bread when
I was a child’ Then suddenly we
remember that prayer which we
thought was not answered. Now we
see that we got what we needed.
The answer came immediately, but
it took us thirty years to know it
was the answer. The answer comes
in events. And we misinterpreted
what the event was saying to us.
We thought it was saying, Black
bread is all you get, but really it
was saying, My child, you shall have
the finest teeth.”

He chuckled at this metaphor a
moment, and then he went on to the
next block he had drawn on the pa-
per.
“So, number two. Who is doing
the praying, really? It is what we
call, with Carl Jung, the 'Persona,’
that is, the dressed-up, smiling, re-
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spectable person we show to other
people? Or is the praying being
done by what Jung calls the 'Sha-
dow’ within us, the unlived life? [s
the praying full of skillfully cen-
cealed ego-ambition and ego-fcar?

“If the prayer were answered in
the way we are proposing to God,
would it just pile on more ego-am-
bition or ego-fear, so that when the
final waking-up day came, the
downfall would have to be even
more painful? In addition to the
conscious, the Shadow is also pray-
ing. His prayers break out in our
dreams, in our subconscious wish-
ing. He is often praying for catas-
trophes to happen—sometimes he
is praying for them to happen even
to ourselves. For the Shadow—the
unlived life—wculd like to wreck
everything the I o has built up.
The Shadow would like very much
to get into the saddle and ride the
life a while.

“You have to be sure whether it
is the conscious, or the dark un-
conscious mind which is praying.
And only God can decide which is
the best of the two prayers to an-
swer.”

"How might it be that the Shad-
ow's prayer was best to be an-
swered?” 1 asked.

“Ah, that,” he said, pleased, for
he loves to tell a parable. “The re-
spectable businessman may be pray-
ing that the bank will give him the
loan before his creditors can force

him into bankruptcy. He takes God
completely into his confidence, and
explains how necessary it is that his
business be saved. His dear trusting
wife, his little children whom he
must educate—everything hangs on
the outcome of this prayer, and he
is pleading with God to manipulate
the minds of the bankers. He re-
minds God he has always been a
good man, and that now he will
be even better, etc., etc.

“To his bewilderment, however,
the bank does not hear God's inter-
cession. The business passes out of
his hands. His trusting wife is
humiliated before her friends. The
man is abject. He would like to in-
stitute a lawsuit against God, and
certainly against himself. He is in
despair. He tramps about the
streets, and finally he gets a small
job. At night, when he can no long-
er afford his old diversions, he has
to stay home, and across the living
room he hears the righteous sniffles
of his trusting wife, and he wishes
he could die. When he can stand his
shame no longer, he begins dab-
bling in some water-color paints he
bought long ago, that happiest year
of his life when he was a student.
He buries his sorrow in them. He
buries it deeper and deeper until it
becomes not sorrow for the lost
business, but joy for the found
painting.

“The Shadow has always been the
submerged, never entirely killed
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artist down under the surface of the
successful businessman. That Sha-
dow’s prayer for a chance to live its
own life is gradually answered. The
man can find only a part-time job
which brings in only a small in-
come. But he works cheerfully at
this part-time job, faithfully
bringing in the reduced salary. But
after hours he resumes living his
own real life from which he had
for years been cut off.

“From the praying businessman’s
viewpoint the financial prayer was
certainly being badly answered. But
the Shadow’s answer gradually came
to light. (What a wisely accurate
phrase such as cliché is!)

“The trusting wife somehow gets
over her sniffling. Although she
feels nearly killed with outraged in-
dignation, she begins to grow up.
She even becomes in time the begin-
nings of the woman God had in
mind when He created her in the
first place. The children, as the
years go on and their father, still
working part time, becomes a fairly
well-known artist—not making any-
body a fortune, of course, but very
decently getting along, and being
the amiable, obviously happy indi-
vidual who adds to the character-
wealth of everyone who ever en-
counters him—the children, so I say,
become different.

“They are no longer the spoiled
children. of an harassed, frustrated
father. They are the self-reliant

companions of a well-adjusted, wise
man. Their father's painting gives
him the satisfactions he needs, so
that he no longer demands that his
children be his achievement medals.
The children then may live their
own lives. They may even have the
privilege of working for their edu-
cation, and so having it be their
own.

"Now—who was praying in the
beginning, when that unhappy man
was begging God to keep the chains
of business on him? The conscious
mind, of course, was praying one
prayer. But God, who knows all,
heard the prayer of the Shadow, the
unlived life which was asking to be
freed. So that prayer, being the one
which would release into the situa-
tion the most creativencss, was the
one God answered. For God, natur-
ally, is always on the :'de of creat-
iveness.”

Finally, he pointed to his third
little block, "“And then Ilastly, to
Whom are we praying? Is it God
the Banker, from whom we'd like a
big check—maybe even a blank check
so we can put in our own figures?
Or, is it God the Judge, whom we
fear is threatening to condemn us if
we cannot do better than we arc
doing? We assure Him that al-
though we seem to have blundered
into trouble, we are not really to
blame. It was our wife, or our em-
ployer . . . if they hadn’t done this or
that . . . We stand before our concept
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of God the Judge, and we plead our
side of the case, and we wish very
much to hear Him praising and ex-
onerating us. He might even be
urged, we think, to whisper into the
ears of those around us—our wife
or our employer—that we are fine
and worthy, and ought to be appre-
ciated more than we are.”

His face grew very grave then,
and all the fun went out of it for
the moment, “Or could it happen
that we are mature enough to be
praying to God, the Teacher? God,
to Whom we would like to give a
report that we have now finished
the homework He gave us to do.
We would like to ask Him if the
work is satisfactory and if we are
now ready to go on to the next les-
son.

“That is the most mature pray-
ing, and I daresay it is the praying
least often done on this earth. Jesus
prayed that way. At Gethsemane he
said, 'Father, if thou be willing, re-
move this cup from me; neverthe-
less not my will, but thine, be done.’
And that prayer, as you know, ap-
peared to go unanswered.

“The answer, actually, was the
greatest and most wonderful de-
layed-action bomb the world has ev-
er known. The detonations of that
answer are still reverberating down
through history. And like a falling
star which began its arc thousands
of years ago and will not be visible
until tomorrow night, many of the

meanings of that answer are still
ahead of us, to appear at later,
more-developed times.”

Doctor Kunkel likes that delayed-
action-bomb metaphor. He uses it
often when he is interpreting events
in his own life, and the events of
others who go to him for help. We
live by inner events, and some of
those are so slight we scarcely no-
tice them except for their results,
and then only years later. A strang-
er is overheard saying something to
another stranger in a park; years
later, when we trace back, we find
that overheard remark has altered
the trend of our existence. The big
external events are unimportant
beside the inner explosions caused
by these delayed-action bombs.

And are those explosions which
shape us as accidental as they appear
to be? Doctor Kunkel believes they
are not. Or rather, a blind thing is
growing from within. It cannot see
the present, and we cannot see the
future. But the blind thing sees and
knows that. A thousand items pass
us in a day. One is what the blind
future needs. It seizes that, and
grows upon it. The arrogant pre-
sent-seeing part of ourself scarcely
realizes what has happened until the
scroll of our life is unrolled at last.

Doctor Kunkel has named this si-
lent cue to which some part of us
responds, “The Call of the Future.”
It might also be spoken of as God.

€l "There are many doors to which we shall lead you, but you must open each

door and enter alone.”

A Letter to My Six-Year Old
on Growing Up

Dorothy H. Smith

ESTERDAY, as I watched

jl your brave, little six-year
old courage, many thoughts

went through my mind. It was not
such a big event in the eyes of those
who might have forgotten—it was
just your first trip to the dentist for
a bit of minor surgery. I knew so
well by the quiet way you sat wait-
ing, holding tight to my hand, that
you were very scared. When some
little child cried out in the dentist's
office, you didn't say a word, but
your eyes became so big and dark.
Suddenly, I remembered the day
you came to us—only a few weeks
old, and tiny enough to fit on one
sofa cushion. You had a lot of
courage then too, but of course you
didn’t know it. People said that we,
too, had courage (which is more
than foolish) and maybe right then
we had our first bond in common.
You and your little brother have
been told that you are adopted
even though right now you do not
understand its real meaning. Some-
day you will know its full signifi-
cance, and yesterday it became clear
enough to be in the form of a
prayer—that somehow we will have
been able to make you see how
little it differs from the normal and

how privileged we all are to have
had this experience. Parenthood is so
much more than creating a life—it
is made up of all the things, big
and little, that come afterward. It
begins, I suppose, by giving and
taking a great deal of love; by teach-
ing manners, and honesty, and re-
spect. It goes on to demand that
parents so live the truths they teach
that, when you are old enough to
judge for yourself, we will have
measured up. It takes in moments
like yesterday when you met your
first big scare alone, and my pride
in you when you said, “You wait
outside, Mommie,” and the door
closed behind you and I had to wait
and wonder and hurt a little inside
because I could not spare you this.
And it will go on into the not so
distant future when perhaps that
special valentine you hoped for
doesn’t come, nor that bid to the
Senior Prom, and that real heart-
ache when you find that not all
friends are true friends. There will
be no way to help you but to be
there if you need us.

If we can teach you to meet life
always as you met your little crisis
yesterday, we cannot ask for much
more. There are many doors to

7
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which we shall lead you, but you
must open each door and enter
alone. Tt is so with us all; and yet,
the important thing is to have
enough courage to keep on opening
doors, even though we are not sure
we shall like what we find within.
Adopting you and your brother
opened one of the biggest doors for
us; and yet, curiously enough, it was
a straight passageway to the biggest
door of all—faith, religion, and
church. When we stepped through
this door, our whole outlook on life
was changed in a wonderful way
and, you see, it all started with you.

We cannot promise that we will
always be around just when your
courage is tried the most. That is
why every day we try to give you all
the love and security you need—
for that is the foodstuff of courage.
That is why we have always wanted
you to know and have been proud

that we all adopted each other. To
face life honestly, and to accept its
and your imperfections, is the only
way to live. For all this talk and
despite your scant years, already
you've seen my dreams fall flat,
tripped by human confusion and
doubt, and yet the miracle is that
each time I pick them up and dust
them off, I become more sure that
nothing else matters but to have
those beliefs. If the courage and
simple honesty you have right now
goes on, and if we may in some way
contribute toward it, we shall feel
that it has been the most rewarding
experience in life, because that, too,
is part of the great religion.

We have no blood ties, to be sure,
but our bond can be even closer.
We are securely bound in our faith
in God, in our own human love,
and in our courage to try our luck
together.

With Open Hands
lla R. Monday
I always held them tight—the things I loved:
A yellow chick, a sleek black cat, and such.
And when the chick was dead, the kitten gone,
I always cried, childlike, “T loved too much!”

And so I molded an indifferent shield—
Lest they I poured such lavish love upon
Would die and go to dust, or run away;
To leave my heart a twisted fate’s sad pawn.

Then God's great teaching found me wondrously,

And showed me love’s true gaining. Thus it stands:
Keep loving dear ones; gently let them go—

They'll come back—to the heart with open hands. . . .

.

(i "Testimony proves he was the most lovable of men.”

Bishop How-A Great Hymn Writer

Vincent Edwards

F HYMNS are a measure of a

man’s spiritual life, William

Walsham How left an impres-
sive monument to his Christian
faith. There are any number of writ-
ers who are remembered for one
great hymn—that and no more. But
Bishop How bequeathed an extra-
ordinary legacy for a single writer.
He was the author of "O Jesus,
Thou Art Standing,” “We Give
Thee But Thine Own,” “O Word
of God Incarnate,” and “For All the
Saints Who from Their Labors
Rest,” all of which are found in
most Protestant hymnals today.

One might expect that one who
wrote such moving words had been
inspired by some tremendous turn
in his religious experience. But Bi-
shop How's life was quite tame and
uneventful for the most part. He
was born in 1823, the same year
that marked the birth of two other
noted hymn writers, Cecil Frances
Alexander and Fanny Crosby, and
like hundreds of other young Eng-
lishmen, he went to Oxford for his
education.

There, he made no brilliant re-
cord as a student. He was not at-
tracted to the sciences, and mathe-
matics became a bugbear, for he
told of how a certain examination

"nonplussed” him. Nevertheless, he
was such a hard worker and toiled
away so faithfully that he won the
respect of both the dons and the
undergraduates, He was possessed
of such a kindly, unselfish nature
that he was popular with all his
associates.

William How's career in the
Church of England began humbly
enough. Steadily he rose from cu-
rate to vicar, from vicar to rector,
but when he was made a suffragan
bishop, it was not of a rich, fashion-
able diocese. Instead, he found him-
self carrying on services and look-
ing out for the poor in London's
crowded slum section. Bishop How
must have had a big heart; there
can be no doubt about that. Testi-
mony proves he was the most lov-
able of men, for the children of all
those forlorn families were the ob-
jects of a special tenderness and
sympathy on his part.

Here was the reason, too, for the
popularity of Bishop How’s hymns,
which has lasted right down to the
present. Because he could feel so
deeply for others, his stanzas are
still genuinely moving in their ap-
peal. Few writers have managed to
express more simply and more na-
turally the devotion which Chris-

9
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tians feel toward the Saviour. His
words touch all men, since they are
on the common level of truth and
sincerity.

Of all his hymns, none is more
compelling in its appeal to the im-
agination than, “O Jesus, Thou Art
Standing.”” The story goes that Bi-
shop How was inspired by a poem
by Jean Ingelow, telling about a
sermon she had once heard preached
in a little English fishing village.
Both poem and sermon are forgot-
ten today, but as long as Christians
lift their voices in praise, they will
sing those stanzas that grew out of
the simple text:"Behold, I stand at
the door and knock.” What Holman
Hunt did far art with his painting,
“The Light of the World,” Bishop
How did for hymnology with his
story-poem of Christ waiting to en-
ter men’s hearts.

Another of this good man’s
hymns, “We Give Thee But Thine
Own,” is now used as an offertory
in many churches. Still another is
his inspiring, “O Word of God In-
carnate,” which is sung to the grand
old tune of “Munich,” adapted
from a German chorale of the late
seventeenth century.

Bishop How's life offers proof
that the hard-working plodder may
sometimes go far. He started out
without any fanfare, no notice of
any kind, but ultimately his sincer-

ity as preacher and writer brought
him into national fame. He may not
have distinguished himself in his
early days at Oxford, but by the
time he was forty he had won such
a place in the hearts of England’s
churchgoers that his Alma Mater
wanted him back as its special
preacher to young men.

Finally, in 1897, came the crown-
ing honor. That was the year when
bonfires blazed up and down the
English coast in honor of Queen
Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee, and
Britishers came from all over the
Empire to attend the thrilling cere-
monies in London. A national
hymn was needed to solemnize the
occasion, and after the men in charge
had put their heads together, the
beloved prelate of London’s East
End was asked to do it. Bishop How
responded with some noble verses.

Later, that same year, he died.
When it came time to hold the fun-
eral services, a hymn that he had
written thirty-three years before was
chosen. The lines were certainly ap-
propriate, and some authorities con-
sider this William How's finest
lyric. The hymn is recognized as a
majestic paean of the Christian's
triumph, even in death; more than
any other stanzas, these seem to
have the caught the spirit of St.
Paul's Victorious words: “I have
fought a good fight. 1 have finished
my course, I have kept the faith”:
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“For all the saints, who from their labors rest,

Who Thee by faith before the world confessed,

Thy Name, O Jesus, be forever blessed,
Alleluia! Alleluia!”

“Thou wast their Rock, their Fortress, and their Might;

Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well-fought fight;

Thou, in the darkness drear, their one true Light.
Alleluia! Alleluia!

“O may Thy soldiers, faithful, true, and bold,
Fight as the saints who nobly fought of old,

And win with them the victor's crown of gold.
Allelnia! Alleluia!

“O blest communion, fellowship divine!

We feebly struggle, they in glory shine;

Yet all are one in Thee, for all are Thine.
Alleluia! Alleluia!”

G o

The Sower
Ethel Cotton

What does it mean to those I meet,

On Life’s highway? Do the souls I greet
March on toward life with a firmer tread
Because of the words that I have said?

Will hearts depressed more cheery be
Because of my greeting warm and free?
Will life to them seem more worth while
Because of my kindly helpful smile?

Each day I meet along life’s road
Hearts sad, and weary with their load;
To me it is given to have a share

In lifting their heavy weight of care.

The warm hand-clasp, the word of cheer,
The smile, that to every heart is dear,

Are mine to give to all I know,

My work is the. seed of hope to sow.



{ After it is over, we can still drink of living waters and feel afresh the thrill

of hilltop times.

Summer Conference Comes Home

Mary Edith Barron

NOTHER summer conference
was over. It had been one
of those rare inspirational

weeks when Christian  fellowship
climbed, experience on experience,
to a rewarding peak.

As we drove from our summit, I
looked back wondering how the
best from those elevated days could
be actively transplanted into our
daily routine. Turning around, I
asked, of no one in particular, “Is
the retreat behind us?”

If anyone ventured an answer, it
was lost in the cry of a piercing
horn, Crowding its way past our
bus, an open truck stacked with bot-
tles of mountain spring water head-
ed in our direction.

As I closed my nose against diesel
smoke, I heard a man in front of
me say, “That brand always reminds
me of a sticky day at the plant—I
left my turret lathe one afternoon
to get a drink, and somehow my
mind picked up the ‘Mountain
Springs’ label.”

He paused for a moment, chuck-
ling to himself. “The first thing I
knew trout started nibbling my im-
agination. I could see our kid again
pulling in his first catch on our va-
cation.”
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“We buy that water for drinking
in our home, too,” a woman inter-
rupted. “But I won't be thinking of
trout when I dry my hands of dish-
water to give the youngsters a drink.
I'll be feeling the clean air on my
way to the conference chapel for
evening vespers.”

At the mention of vespers I, too,
turned my thoughts to our last eve-
ning in the mountains. I climbed the
rocky slope again, my heart warm.

Outside the conference chapel I
paused, absorbing the cooling sun-
spattered panorama. It was all too
wonderful to leave for the fevered
pace of the city.

Inside we sang “Now the day is
over, night is drawing nigh.” And
my mind tossed fitfully with the
query, “Will the joy of this week
last beyond the night?”

I heard the leader read a portion
from John. (Strange that I recall
these particular words.) “T will...
bring to your remembrance all
that 1 have said to you” (John 14;
18, RSV).

Suddenly I knew the answer to
my question. The retreat was not
behind us. It was before us!

In the midst of our everyday act-
ivities we may drink again of con-
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ference challenges—of new insights,
of commitment and commission. We
may feel afresh the thrill of hilltop
times, not with a restoring drink
from bottles of spring water, but by
an act of God.

When needs are great, the Com-
forter brings to our remembrance
some mountain-high experience. In
the factory he comes when nerves
are frayed from work with ma-

chines. In the home he comes when
children press and strength is spent.
In meditation he comes when quer-
ies tangle with the scenes of life.

As we return from church con-
ferences this summer, let us pause
often for refreshment from living
waters. And the Holy Spirit will
not permit us to forget that which
has transpired between us.

o

Flying Too Low
Leslie A. McRill

“He was flying too low,” so the officers said,
He crashed on the dark mountain’s mass;
If his sights had been lifted to loftier course,
His ship had the power to pass.

Are you flying too low in the sky-ways of life
Where doubt and distrust cloud the view?
Lift your sights to the flights that will reach

the far heights

Till your faith glimpses Light shining through.

=



@ "This is a sort of a minor miracle.”

How Miss Birdie Got Back Her Sight

Beth Brown

ET'S GO walking down the
Lstreet«-—any street in Amer-
ica.

If you know how to listen, there
isn’t a street, no matter how hum-
ble, that can’t point with pride to a
story of courage worth telling a
passerby. So you stop for a minute
and some little thing about that
particular story makes you proud to
be an American, pushing and striv-
ing and dreaming and daring and
loving and living the American way
of life.

Now this is that sort of a minor
miracle. It happened on a certain
street up in Bridgeport, Connecti-
cut. It isn't a pretty street: It's down
by the factory part of town around
by the brass works.

The big plant always closed at
six sharp. Usually, there was no-
body left except Old Joe, the night
watchman. But on this particular
night Miss Birdie was still at her
tyepwriter, ticking away at the keys.
No, this was no letter she was typ-
ing for the boss. Miss Birdie was
writing out her last will and testa-
ment.

There’s a time in our lives when
we come to a dead end street. We
are face to face with a blank wall.
It's hard to turn the car around.
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Why bother anyway? Who cares
whether we live or stop living?

Tonight Miss Birdie had decided
to stop living. In her pocketbook
were the keys to her hall bedroom,
a cancelled bank book, and those
sleeping powders she had been buy-
ing and saving up. She knew how
they worked. She would just drop
off to sleep and drift away on a
cloud—and tomorrow morning, she
would wake up someplace else—
some place nice and sunny.

It would all be over, the heart-
ache and the headache and the pock-
etbook ache and the loneliness of
living alone—the sum total of frus-
tration which had been the drab pat-
tern of her life for the past twenty
years.

For twenty years Miss Birdie had
been a secretary here at the brass
works. For twenty years she had
served her boss loyally. She had
turned down an offer to be a wife
to Bill Logan in order to remain an
office wife to Mr. Randall. And now,
Mr. Randall had retired and her
new boss had hired a new secretary.
There was even going to be a new
typewriter to take the place of this
old machine which she hated with
all her heart.

It was this typewriter—this me-
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chanical monster—that had destroyed
her life. Even now, it seemed to be
so happy to be drawing up her last
will and testament.

Tickety - tick - tick. Tickety - tick -

Miss Birdie had no relatives. She
had no great estates to leave human-
ity. She used to have a lot of cour-
age but even that was gone.

Tickety - tick - tick. Tickety - tick -

Someone was coming down the
corridor. She could hear a familiar
step. Old Joe, the night watchman,
was making his rounds. He must
have seen the light over her tran-
som for he stopped and knocked on
the door.

Miss Birdie had always liked OId
Joe. But tonight she wished he
would go on. Yet tonight he seemed
to want to linger more than ever.
He wondered what she was doing
here so late. Finally she told him.
She had been fired. There was a
new girl coming to work a new
typewriter.

Old Joe was stunned. No. No.
It couldn’t be true. She had given
years of her life to the plant.

Yes, she answered bitterly, twen-
ty years of pounding away at the
old machine until she could not
bear the sight of it. And now, here
she was—sick and broke and out of
a job.

Old Joe tried to console her. Sec-
retarial jobs were plentiful. She
could get another job. Why, they
were hiring women up to fifty years

of age. There was a shortage of
secretaries.

Yes, they were hiring the old
ones and the lame ones and the
weak ones. But they were not hiring
the blind ones, she told Old Joe.
Her voice broke. She had been los-
ing her eyesight for some time now.
It worried her to make mistakes and
the more mistakes she made the
more she worried, and the more she
worried the more mistakes she
made. It was getting so she was
bumping into the furniture. Yester-
day she had walked into a street car.
What would it be tomorrow?

What could it be? Her world had
gone dark. From now on it would
always be nighttime. She stumbled
to her feet. It was time to go home.
It was time to retire from the arena
of life.

Why not come to his house, in-
vited Old Joe. It wasn't far. It was
just around the corner. A good hot
cup of coffee would fix her up.
This was his supper hour. If the
kids hadn’t filled the percolator
full of sand it would still be on the
stove. Well, how about it?

At first, Miss Birdie refused. But
finally she consented.

Together they walked through
the dusk of Bridgeport. The empty
street echoed Miss Birdie's steps
like a drum beating a retreat. They
came to a shabby little house, crowd-
ed on both sides by other shabby-
little houses. The steps outside were
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littered with broken boxes and bat-
tered toys. The house inside was
littered, too, with battered furni-
ture, dirty dishes, and unmade
beds.

Bedlam broke loose when they
entered. Old Joe was surrounded by
four wild bearcubs and given a
strangle-hold welcome such as is ac-
corded only to great heroes return-
ing from the front.

These were his grandchildren, he
told Miss Birdie. There was still
another one but right now it was
sick in the hospital. His daughter
was dead. She had died four months
ago. His son-in-law was a trans-con-
tinental truck driver who was away
most of the time.

Now how about his making some
coffee. There were no clean cups.
Maybe he could find a can of soup
for their supper. There were no
clean dishes. There was no milk, no
bread, no hot water, not a single,
clean dishtowel anywhere.

Miss Birdie took over. She fixed
the supper. She washed the dishes.
She made the beds. She bathed the
kids.

The foundry clock struck mid-
night. Before she knew it, Old Joe
was beside her, walking her home
to her little hall bedroom, guiding
her step through the lonely streets
of Bridgeport. But, somehow, they
no longer seemed lonely. She had
something to do. She was need-
ed. Somebody wanted what she had

to give. She had a job again—a dif-
ferent kind of job.

Old Joe was pleading hard. Could
she possibly come—just for a week
or so to help out? If not, four little
children would again go hungry and
again be dirty and again go back to
a world of chaos and uncertainty—
a world of having no one and noth-
ing—instead of something to live
for.

And so Miss Birdie promised Old
Joe to stay on the job just for a
little while, a little while, till things
straightened out, till Bill, the truck
driver, got back and maybe hired a
woman to come and help around.

In the weeks that followed, she
bumped into a lot of furniture. She
broke a lot of dishes. But it didn’t
matter here. There was always a
helping hand around, the hand of a
child to catch her, guide her, and
hold on hard. She thought she was
holding on to them. But Old Joe
told her that they were holding on
to her.

It was fun keeping house for the
noisy, hungry crew. On Sundays,
Old Joe ate from a white table
cloth. On Mondays, four big lines
of wash flapped happily in the sun.

The weeks stretched into months.
Now and then a post card came
from Bill, driving over the high
hills of Denver or loop-the-looping
the low, hot roads of Imperial Val-
ley or making time like mad on the
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broad highway going south to Mex-
1C0.

And then, one day, the telegram
came. Skinny opened it. Freckles
held it. Fatso read it. Pinky re-read
it. Dad had died at the wheel of
his truck. They had gone over to-
gether from the top of a mountain.
The truck had caught fire like a
funeral pyre. The funeral was over.

Before the week was up the wel-
fare workers had descended on the
shabby little house. They came to
see about the children. An institu-
tion was the only answer. The child-
ren must get proper care. Of course,
they did their very best to be polite
to poor Miss Birdie. But under the
circumstances, she was hardly the
proper guardian, After all, she
could not scc.

She did not need to see, she ar-
gued hotly. Hands, not eyes, were
required for this sort of job, a pair
of willing, hard-working hands
such as hers could be, would be—
forever—as long as she was needed
here.

Sorry, they told her. Since the
mother was dead and the father
was dead, the children belonged to
the state. In a day or two they
would come and get them. She bet-
ter have them ready by tomorrow.

Miss Birdie was desperate. What
could she do? Where could she go?
She sat in the kitchen. It was only
noon but it was already dark in the
kitchen. It was always dark for Miss

Birdie. But it mustn’'t be dark for
the children. They must not feel the
dark shadows of a cold institution.
They must go on being happy in a
life of their own—a home of their
own.

If only she could see. If only one
eye would open to one small chink
of light—then she could stay and
keep this family together. If only
help could come—help from some-
where. But where? Where could one
go at a time like this? Whom did
she know of importance—a big
shot big enough to handle such a
situation ?

Then the inspiration came. Was
there anyone bigger than God? Why
not try God? How did one pray?
What could she say? The only way
that she could speak was on a type-
writer. But here she was in a shabby
little kitchen. She had no machine.
Perhaps she could pretend she was
typing God a letter.

She made it brief.

PLEASE HELP ME, FATHER.
I'M SIGNING IT FOR ALL OF
US — OLD JOE, FRECKLES,
SKINNY, FATSO, PINKY AND
MISS BIRDIE. YOU CAN SEND
YOUR ANSWER HERE TO US
AT BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTI-
CUT. THANK YOU, GOD.

Then Miss Birdie got up from the
knees of her heart.

The doorbell was ringing. It must
have been ringing a long time. And
there was Old Joe. It wasn’t the



