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THE COVER

George A. Hales might
come under the

title of, “What God
can do.” Seven or
eight years ago George
was prepared to end
his life as there
seemed to be nothing
to live for. He had
been an alcoholic,
suffered from blinding
migraine headaches,
and was crippled
from back trouble of
many years duration.
After a miraculous
healing and conversion
it was not long
before he was speaking
and witnessing in
churches and
conferences across the
country. Today he is
much in demand as

a speaker from coast
to coast. In his seven
or eight years of
dynamic Christian
service he has done
more to help

people and witness
for his Lord than most
Christians do in a life
time. If you get a
chance to hear him,
don’t miss the
opportunity.
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The Wonderful Season

DUANE VALENTRY

Christmas is a time of wonder. It is a time when almost anything
good can be expected to happen and often does. A time when friends
remember friends and hard hearts soften as did Dickens’ old Scrooge
when he heard Tiny Tim cry:

“God bless everybody!”

Typical of this Christmas wonder are the three things that take
place at the little town of Santa Monica, California, each year starting
December 1st,—three things which have caused this dot on the map
to be called “The Nativity City.”

“It would take a real miracle for the churches to unite,” it is
often said. But unite they do, all denominations, to help put over this
city’s unique yuletide celebration. This might be called miracle number
one.

Walk in Santa Monica’s Municipal Park in the month of December
and you will delight in shrine after shrine of vivid and colorful
Biblical pageantry. These are the displays of twenty churches including
the Methodist, Baptist, Lutheran, Catholic, Presbyterian, Episcopal,
and others.

Strikingly beautiful and authentic as these impressive displays
are, the churches do not attempt to outdo one another. Each simply
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presents the best effort it is cap-
able of each year, with the result
that vistitors (and the town now
gets tens of thousands annually,)
are enthralled at the spectacle.
The series of tableaux, lighted by
giant shadow boxes, is supervised
by the local Federation of
Churches.

To restore Christ to Christmas,
Santa Monica has made a sincere
try at decommercializing the holy
season. Everywhere the vistor goes
his attention is called, not to Santa
Claus-shopping themes, but to the
Scripture and the true meaning of
December 25th.

The second “miracle” empha-
sizes this. Voluntarily the town’s
merchants give over their precious
window space at the yearly peak
of business, to Biblical scenes that
will inspire the window-shopper
and keep him in the spirit of the
occasion.

These scenes, incidentally, at-
tract more lookers than could any
commercial displays. They include
imitation stained glass windows,
manger scenes, well-loved poses
showing the Shepherds, a Mexican
Madonna and Child and, in an-
other window, an Eskimo Ma-
donna and Child.

“What’s the gimmick?” is some-
times asked. The answer is, there
isn’t any. Which leads to the third
“miracle.” In Santa Monica al-
most everybody gets behind the
“Nativity Play” and the various
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events of the month. Nobody gets
paid, nobody gets personal credit,
yet men, women, and children,
spend long hours in preparation
and in actual participation in the
event.

It began in 1951, when Joan
Wilcoxon, wife of Henry Wil-
coxon, actor, and Cecil B. De
Mille, associate, discovered au-
thentic notes on a 13th Century
Nativity Play. Although the Play
required painstaking research to
work out, Mrs. Wilcoxon put it
into shape, gathered a group of
professional players and obtained
use of the city-owned Miles Play-
house. The result was success and
widespread appreciation of one of
the most unusual and beautiful
Christmas plays ever produced
anywhere.

No admission was charged ex-
cept a toy for an underprivileged
child; no seats were reserved.
From the first performance, the
demand for seats could not be
satisfied, and hundreds stood in
long lines before the opening. Six
performances were given but the
demand for seats increased.

Today, although three times as
many performances are given, the
play is so famed it yearly must
turn away more people than the
total number who see it. A special
Children’s Matinee is given for
children, with the tiny theater
jammed with excited youngsters
who afterward are invited onstage
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to meet the cast.

So many parents wanted their
children to play the role of the
Infant Jesus that the producers
decided to use a different child
each performance. Mothers of the
babies attend a “swaddling” class
to learn to wrap them in the man-
ner of a bygone day.

“If our Nativity Play has im-
planted into the hearts of our
audiences a deeper reverence for
the feast of Christmas, if it has
been a source of inspiration or
help of any kind, then our humble
efforts are accomplished,” say the
producers.

Art students, printers, musi-
cians, businessmen, housewives
and many, many others give will-
ingly of time, talents, and facilities.
Santa Monica police, for instance,
give up free time to voluntarily
patrol the church shrines in the
park, although these have never
been damaged or pillaged.

No one seems to miss Santa
Claus, his reindeer or the tinsel
and trees of more commercial
Christmas celebrations. All who
come, and they come now from
many other states and countries,
are too fascinated with the dignity
and beauty of the proceedings.

Three hundred singers from the
local churches consummate long
hours of rehearsal with wonderful
song that precedes the staging of
the Play. The procession of chor-
isters, holding candles high, is part

of a parade put on by the Cham-
ber of Commerce which, like
everything else, is authentic down
to oxen to draw the wagons—a
departure from the usual Christ-
mas parade of toys and fantasy.

“A cynical observer,” a news-
paper editorialized, “might note
that this in itself is a form of ad-
vertising for Santa Monica, whose
citizens hope to make the city a
nationwide Christmas-time shrine.
But it might be truer to see the
scheme as one in which genuine
religious feeling parallels commer-
cial interest. Certainly one wel-
comes warmly anything that turns
thought in any degree toward the
spiritual significance of Christ-
mas.”

Store owners have found, to
their surprise, that instead of los-
ing business as many at first feared
with windows featuring religious
scenes instead of gifts, there has
been an increase in business over
former years.

There’s a genuine feeling of the
real meaning of “On Earth Peace,
Goodwill Toward Men” which is
an inspiring example to other com-
munities. To those who have long
believed there is a definite need
for taking the emphasis of com-
merce from the season, Santa
Monica supplies the answer, at
least in part, and in so doing has
joyously rediscovered the Christ in
Christmas!



Your Faith Has Power

by Don Gross

The man who does not believe
in miracles is the man who will
see none. Faith is the doorway to
God. It is the eyesight that reveals
the vistas of the supernatural. It
is the hand that reaches out to
receive pardon from sin, the life-
line that rescues from death. Faith
brings the impossible to pass.
Through faith the Word of God is
heard and His new creation
springs into being.

Faith is a magnet that draws
its object to itself. William James
has illustrated the power of faith
by the example of a mountain-
climber. The climber has come to
the edge of a chasm which he
must cross in order to save his
life. With all the powers at his
command, he can barely jump to
the other side. If he does not be-
lieve he can make it, he will be
fearful and hesitant. His muscles
will not summon their full co-
ordinated strength. He will fall,
and thus prove his fear that he
cannot succeed. On the other
hand, if he believes without flinch-
ing that he can cross the chasm,

all his powers will be summoned
in perfect skill and strength, and
he will land unhurt on the other
side. By his faith he will prove
his faith.

Doctors are well-acquainted
with the effect of morale upon the
sick. If the patient is discouraged
and filled with negative thoughts,
his faith in the power of the ill-
ness tends to reinforce the illness.
“I can’t. Nothing can be done. It
is incurable. I won’t live. How
sick I am! How miserable I feel!”
Thoughts such as these speak to
the unconscious mind in the only
language it understands: sugges-
tion, repetition, imagination. It in-
forms the body’s cells and they
share in the panic. If the cause is
lost, why fight? Any army would
react the same way, and so does
the army of cells that make up
the body.

But the effect of faith can be
just as strong—indeed, stronger.
Is not God’s power greater than
that of sickness? Why not say, “I
can. I will. God is healing. His
loving power is reaching into every

From The Case for Spiritual Healing, by Don H. Gross, by permission of
the publishers, Thomas Nelson & Sons, $3.95
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cell of my being, restoring, re-
newing. He made me. He is now
re-creating me anew. Thank you,
God, for bringing this to pass.”
By repetition, by suggestion, by
exercise of the imagination, pic-
turing health and strength as re-
stored, the unconscious mind re-
sponds and the cells of the body
respond. Even if at first you don’t
believe what you say, by working
at it you come to believe it. Then
faith proves itself by its results.
“Your faith has made you well.”

In order to pray for healing,
we must first of all believe that
God can heal. What right have we
to go around setting limits to
God’s power? Has His universe
somehow gotten beyond Him? We
are fond of imagining that God’s
experience is no bigger than ours.
We take our limited experience,
call it “the laws of nature,” and
decide that God must not trans-
gress it! We dress it up a bit so it
won’t sound so crude, saying, “Of
course, God could perform mir-
acles. But He doesn’t.” How are
we so sure He doesn’t? Only be-
cause we have such faith in His
limitations!

How much better to follow the
example of Jesus and have faith
in God’s love and in His power to
bring victory! The God of Israel
is Lord of His creation. Who are
we to decide that God can’t heal
physical diseases, or that He can’t
heal cancer, or that He finds cer-

tain illnesses to be “difficult”?
Just because I may find difficulties
in dealing with a certain ailment,
I am not justified in passing my
limitations on by planting the sug-
gestion in someone else’s uncon-
scious that such-and-such cannot
be healed. Perhaps that someone
else is the very one that God can
use to bring about the healing.

Speculation about Jesus’ use of
“psychosomatic healing” is a nice
exercise. But Jesus never heard of
the term. His insight and His
method were not due to His study
of psychology, but to His close-
ness to God, His love of men, and
His inspired insight. “He knew all
men and needed no one to bear
witness of man; for he himself
knew what was in man.” (John
2:25)

Jesus did not say, “Believe that
you can be healed of those ill-
nesses that are influenced by your
mind, and no more.” He had faith
enough to multiply loaves and
fishes and to raise the dead to
life! Enough of deciding that Jesus
did not multiply loaves and fishes
or raise the dead because we can-
not understand how He did it! Why
do we fail to understand? Do we
not see that God did it? Will we
not believe that God can create
or annihilate matter at His will?

Faith comes from the inside,
too. With what faith you have,
pray for more. It is God’s gift.
If you think you have no faith
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at all, act as though you did, and onstrate the faith you have, and
soon it will come. The important from that sprout the tree begins to
thing is to act. By doing, you dem- grow.

e

THE GENTLE PEOPLE
Rowena Cheney

It is the gentle people whom we love—
Who say so much with silence and a smile,
Whose quiet eyes remind us that above

The clouds, the sun is waiting, even while
The storm is raging. Gentle people know
The wonder of imperishable things:

The hush of sunrise and of afterglow,

The gray of rain, the sudden sound of wings.
The gentle people choose the wiser way:
Undaunted by the clamour from without,
They hear the song of peace, and day by day
Are led by light within. No fear, no doubt
Dismays them. Gentle people seem to be
Always in tune with faith . . . and harmony.

Life Exists After Death —

[ Know

Allison Shaver Fisk

1 often dream, as most people
do, and forget it completely as I
waken. But once in a great while
I have what I call a “vision of the
night” which upon waking is still
a part of my memory and I never
forget it. Even years later it is still
a part of my consciousness in
every detail, as when it was first
given to me.

This was one of these. It was in
the spring of 1913. I was living
at the time in Colby, Kansas. It
was my first year out of college
and I was teaching in the high
school there, my first year’s ex-
perience as a teacher.

One night, I had retired as us-
ual. In my sleep I seemed to be
standing in a wooded area in the
midst of a severe thunder storm,
drenching rain, and furious light-
ning. Two things took my atten-
tion. Ahead of me and a little to
the left was a dark object on the
ground and a woman with her

back to me, kneeling over it and
weeping. That was in total dark-
ness except when flashes of light-
ning made it visible. Then to the
right in light seemingly of his own
making sat a man on a stump of
a tree, watching the dark object
and the woman. He showed deep
sadness as he watched. I recogniz-
ed him definitely as an old friend
of the family. We will call him
Mr. Wright. In every particular he
looked as matural as when I had
last seen him years before.

Suddenly, he seemed to sense
that another had entered the scene,
and he turned and saw me. There
was an instant look of recognition
and he spoke with a voice of com-
mand: “Wake up, get up and write
every detail of what you have seen
to your father.”

I opened my eyes in my room in
Colby, his voice still ringing in my
ears. I reached over, lit my light.
It was just one o’clock in the
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morning. I got up, put on a warm
robe and sat at my desk and wrote
every detail to Father, who lived
in Topeka, Kansas. I mailed it on
my way to school in the morning.

Two or three days later I re-
ceived a postcard from Father. In
it he said: “I am writing this from
the Rock Island depot. I am on
my way to Omaha to attend Mr.
Wright’s funeral. Your letter is in
my pocket. More later.”

I might stop to explain a little
about Mr. Wright. He and my
father had been Masonic friends
for years. They had been our
neighbors too. In fact, Mr. Wright
was the principal of the school
I had attended for the first five
grades of my grammar school.
Later, because of the ill health of
his son, they had moved to a ranch
in Nebraska to give the boy a
chance to have an outdoor life to
build his strength.

In later letters from Father, I
gained the information that ex-
plained things in my dream that
even I had not understood. On
this ranch where they lived, a
fierce electric storm had risen and
some cows were missing. Mr.
Wright and the son had jumped
on horses in order to hunt for
them. In one place they had to
jump a fence. The boy’s horse
made it all right, but the other
stumbled and threw Mr. Wright to
the ground, breaking his neck, and
he died soon afterward. The son

rode back to the farmhouse and
brought his mother, riding with
him on the same horse. Leaving
her with his father, he went for
help. This is about the time I
entered the picture.

Some fifteen years later, I saw
Mrs. Wright in the Union Station
at Denver. As soon as she knew
who I was, she said: “You will
never know what your letter did
for me. I still have it, for your
father gave it to me. Both at the
time of my husband’s death and
since, it has been a source of peace
and knowing that nothing else
could ever have given me. The
afternoon of the funeral your
father and I walked out to the
woods and I showed him the place
Mr. Wright had died. And in the
exact spot you described, there
was the stump he had been sitting
on.”

I might add too, that many
years before, my father and Mr.
Wright, in a deep talk about
death, had promised each other
that whichever one went first
would make a desperate effort to
let the other one know that he
was still alive. Needless to say
I knew nothing of this promise at
the time of my “vision of the
night.”

This is how I know! When any-
one asks me whether I believe life
exists after so-called death, I al-
ways answer: “I not only believe
it, I know it!”

Tte Beot Benthday Present
of AU/

L. K. Twitty

Little Miss Sue Rasor sat in
her chair by the window and
watched the busy people of Lin-
wood hurrying to their daily tasks.
Once she too had been a part of
that busy throng. For forty years
she had gone daily, on school
mornings, to her sixth grade class
at Linwood Grammar School, and
to her Sunday school class
of Juniors on Sundays. The in-
exorable retirement rules of the
school board had had their way,
plus a long battle with virus pneu-
monia the previous winter.

Tomorrow would be her sixty-
sixth birthday. She wondered if

anyone would remember—anyone
except her married sister Margaret
and her family who lived on the
floor above her. Once her birth-
day had been quite an occasion
each year. Away back in the dim
past she had told some class that
her birthday was the next day.
She had asked that they give her
the gift of a perfect spelling and
arithmetic lesson the next morning.
The spelling and arithmetic of the
next day were very good indeed,
and the children had also each
brought an apple or orange, ac-
companied by a short note wish-
ing her many happy returns. She

9
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had always thought this pleasant
surprise had been instigated by lit-
tle Mary Johnson, but she never
knew. Other classes in subsequent
years had kept up the custom and
it had become a fixture.

How easy it is to slip out of
the pool of life, she mused, her
thoughts returning to her present
situation. It is like stepping out
of a pool of water—the space
closes in, and it is as if you were
never there. And she wondered
for the hundredth time what she
would do with her days, now that
she felt strong and rested again.
During her long illnesses she had
given up her Sunday school classes
too. No doubt she had been re-
placed by someone younger and
more competent.

Margaret came into the room
and brought the morning paper.
“Don’t forget your appointment
with Dr. Horton this afternoon,”
she remarked. “He will be expect-
ing you.”

“I remember, dear,” said Sue,
“though I feel quite all right
again.”

“Well, you know how Dr. Hor-
ton is about his patients,” said
Margaret smiling.

Yes, she knew. She had taught
Dr. Horton a good many years
ago. He had been a serious, deter-
mined boy, but quick with his fists
if he thought a classmate was be-
ing bullied or teased. But after it
was all over he was the first to
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offer to help bandage the skinned
knees and hurt knuckles. He had
acquired a national reputation for
his work in blood research, but he
preferred the warm rewards of his
hometown practice. And along
with his vitamins and tonics he
bullied, cajoled, and argued his
patients out of their depressions
and fears, and gave them new life.
They loved him, of course.

“You're good for a long time
yet, Miss Sue,” said Dr. Horton
that afternoon, as they sat in the
comfortable office. “Just take your
tablets daily, as outlined, and I
think you will soon feel quite
well.”

Sue Rasor smiled. “Now that
you have me all shipshape again,
Henry,” she remarked, “I'm sure
I will be in good shape for an ex-
citing life of knitting and chimney
corner sitting.”

“I can’t imagine you knitting or
sitting in a chimney corner,” said
Dr. Horton, wrinkling his nose
at her. “You’ll find plenty to do.
Don’t start fretting about that quite
yet.”

As she left the air-conditioned,
carpeted quiet of the office and
stepped into the fall sunshine, she
glanced at her watch. She still had
time for a little walk down by the
school. Maybe she would see old
George, the janitor, on the
grounds and could caution him to
look after the perennials she had so
carefully coddled and petted
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through the years. These blossoms,
planted along the streets bordering
the school, were known universally
as “Miss Sue’s flowers.”

Her footsteps slowed as she ap-
proached the school and walked
past the neat borders. Yes, George
was caring for the rows of flaming
red and bronze chrysanthemums
and brilliant yellow fall daisies.
She must send him a message of
appreciation.

Miss Sue’s eyes traveled over
the familiar objects on the play-
ground: the seesaws, the jungle
gym, the swings, and the baseball
diamond where her exuberant
sixth graders had slugged it out
at countless play periods. Yonder
were the shade trees where the
less athletically inclined girls had
gathered to exchange Ilunchbox
sandwiches and secrets. As she
turned to go a tear coursed down
her cheek, and she wondered what
possible use she could be to her
small world in the years remain-
ing of her life.

Her footsteps had taken her
around the corner to the familiar
entrance to her own church. She
opened the door, entered, and
found her accustomed seat. The
organist was practicing, seated
high in the organ loft, and the
vibrant tones of the pipes soothed
and rested her troubled spirit. She
closed her eyes and prayed, “God,
give me some tasks for these idle
hands.”

When she left a few minutes
later her step was lighter and she
held her head higher. She even
thought that Bach’s melodies
sounded much gayer, and that the
fall sunshine shone with a new
effulgence. For somehow an an-
swer had come to her through the
ministrations of the ageless music
and the soothing twilight interior,
“There is still work for you to do.”

The next morning she awoke to
a typical fall day of Indian sum-
mer. She hurried through her
breakfast, eager to be at her own
long-neglected flower garden. The
morning passed more rapidly than
she would have believed possible,
and when noon came she realized
that her birthday was already half
over.

Her sister had inveigled her in-
to a downtown shopping trip for
three o’clock, so she was dressed
and waiting when it happened.
There was a vibrant ring of the
front door bell, a dozen cries of
“Happy birthday,” and the room
seemed to be filled with people.
Miss Sue’s hands, her chair, and
the table were quickly filled with
apples and oranges, complete with
notes.

“Did you think we would forget,
dear Miss Sue,” cried Mary John-
son (now quite grown) as she
clung to the astonished woman
and laughed at the expression on
her face.

“Oh dear, come in, I was so
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surprised I forgot my manners I
am afraid. Do sit down everyone.”
The fruit was hastily deposited
in a pile on the library table and
the merry company found seats
on chairs, stools, the piano bench
and the generous sized settee.

Miss Sue looked around her.
Why every one of them was an old
student of hers. There were Sid-
ney Kent, head of the school
board; Dr. Henry Horton; Louis
Wilson, her pastor; Donald Evans,
the school principal; Mary John-
son, the church organist and other
familiar and dear faces.

“Miss Sue,” began Sidney Kent,
“no one regretted more than we
did that the regulations of our
school board prescribe retirement
at sixty-five and that you left us.
However, we are not letting you
leave without a struggle, and since
Henry here tells us you are in
fine fettle again after your bout
with the virus bugs, we have a
proposition to make to you.

“We would like for you to be-
come our long term substitute, that
is, a substitute who will go in and
take over a class when a teacher
must be out for several months, or
perhaps the remainder of a year.

“Your employment would be
quite steady I assure you, and you
are at liberty to keep this up as
long as you wish.”

Miss Sue’s eyes sparkled and
her chin lifted, “And I can really
go back to Linwood Grammar?”
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she asked, hardly believing the
miracle.

“Tomorrow if you wish,” said
Mr. Kent. “Mrs. Holt must go with
her soldier husband who is being
transferred, and that leaves us
without a teacher for your old
grade.”

“And to think that I thought
everyone had forgotten,” said Miss
Sue. “Oh thank you, each one of
you, for making my birthday such
a happy one.”

“And your class of Juniors is
clamoring for you every Sunday,
Miss Sue, if you’re strong enough,”
said Louis Wilson, taking her hand
in his. “We don’t want to over-
load your strength but the world
still needs you badly.”

“Don’t worry about my
strength, Louis,” said Miss Sue,
“what you people have done for
me today has given me strength.
God bless each of you.”

In a little while they had all
gone, and Miss Sue was alone
with her pile of fruit. She opened
the notes one by one and read
them, thinking of the school days
when the writers had written notes
on other birthdays.

When she had finished she clos-
ed her eyes and said, “Forgive me,
Lord, for doubting your wisdom,
and thank you for the happiness
you have brought. Amen.”

Then she opened her Bible to
read the twenty-third psalm.

Ye are my witnesses, says the Lord.
Isa. 43:10

We Are Pervetual Witnesses

Grace Noll Crowell

As Christians we are on the wit-
ness stand every hour of every
day. We must know what is the
truth and bear witness to that
truth.

We must know intimately our
risen Lord, and this it is possible
to do, for has he not called us
friends? We must hide his Word
in our hearts that we may not sin
against him. We must offer our
praise clearly and convincingly, so
that others may know of the divine
companionship we have with our
Lord. We must speak out so sin-
cerely, so truthfully, that the jury
of the world before which we
stand may know we are faithful
witnesses for our Lord and Savior,
Jesus Christ.

How often we should praise him
with words so warm and loving,
and so positive that they will be-
come an impelling, drawing power
to others!

Christ himself still stands before
the tribunals of the world—a
world ready to condemn him to-
day as it did long ago. We must
be his staunch advocates and his
followers.

We stand as his witnesses, and,
with his help, many an onlooker,
faltering between two opinions,
may be led to favor the Lord
through our activities and the
words we speak in his behalf.

Since we are thus important in
his eternal scheme, is it not strange
that we are so often alert, so ac-
tive on our feet, as we go about
our business of living, and that
we are so seldom upon our knees
in order that we may know more
about the Lord and his vast etern-
al affairs?

He tells us to “be still, and
know.” He wants us to stay close
to him until he can teach us the
intricacies of the work of his king-

From Proofs of His Presence, by Grace Noll Crowell. Abingdon Press, by

permission of publishers.
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dom. Only through tarrying before
him can we testify gloriously to
his grace, his mercy, and his power
to save. Only then can our words
ring true to our fellow men, and
we will forget to glorify ourselves
and will glorify him—our Father
who is in heaven.

We are his witnesses. No greater
honor, no greater responsibility,
was ever bestowed upon man-
kind than this—to be Christ’s own
devoted followers. May we strive
earnestly to be faithful to that
trust.

Not only should individuals be
staunch witnesses for our Lord,
but never before has our nation
so needed to walk uprightly, and
to be a true example of Christian-
ity to the other nations of the
world, as it does today.

We should set our faces toward
the high goal of righteousness and
not waver in the journey. This
should be a day of strict obedience
to the law, and the will, of God.
We should inquire earnestly the
way, and walk therein, never
faltering. There is a perilous jour-
ney ahead, and we as a people
should not attempt to travel it
alone.

“Come, and let us join our-
selves to the Lord in a perpetual
covenant that shall not be for-
gotten.” The word “perpetual” is
a vital, a strong word. It is good
to think of it in connection with
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the Lord, his will, and his work.
It is blessed to think of his per-
petual care, his perpetual saving
power, his perpetual love that will
not let us go if we but trust
him.

Why should we not be perpetual
in our faith, our obedience, and
our devotion to him? When we
make that covenant, then, and
then only, shall we be marching
forward to victory and peace. “Ye
are my witnesses.” That goal is not
impossible of attainment! The
Guide awaits. Let us move forward
with hope in our hearts, sustained
by the knowledge of a covenant be-
tween us and our never-failing
Lord, a covenant not to be for-
gotten.

In closing may we pray the
prayer of Francis of Assisi:

Lord, make me an instrument
of your peace; where there is
hatred, let me sow love; where
there is injury, pardon; where
there is doubt, faith;, where there
is despair, hope; where there is
darkness, light; and where there
is sadness, joy.

O Divine Master, grant that I
may not so much seek to be con-
soled as to console; to be under-
stood, as to understand; to
be loved, as to love; for it is in
giving that we receive, it is in
pardoning that we are pardoned,
and it is in dying that we are born
to eternal life. AMEN.

William Hordern

What’s Right

with

CHRISTMAS

Each year as Christmas ap-
proaches two predominant notes
are sounded. On the one hand,
the agents of modern advertising
move into high gear to push
Christmas sales to a record high.
On the other, clergymen and a
growing number of laymen raise
the cry that Christmas has become
paganized, that we must join
forces to fight the trend and “put
Christ back into Christmas.”
Church circles have heard so much
in recent years about what’s wrong
with Christmas that there is ser-
ious need to raise the question,
“What’s right with Christmas?”

Christmas has developed into
the most joyous of our holidays,
almost synonymous with the idea
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of fun and pleasure. It has indeed
become commercialized, but the
commercialism is intimately relat-
ed to the fun of the season, its gift-
giving and its celebrating. Does
this justify the charge that the
“real meaning” of Christmas has
been lost? Does this mean that it
is paganized?

There is nothing new about
Christian criticism of Christmas
celebration. Many of our Ameri-
can forefathers, holding to a puri-
tanical tradition that looked with
suspicion on pleasure and fun,
condemned the observance of
Christmas as an invention of the
devil. But I cannot help wondering
if the many charges against the
paganization of Christmas are as
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relevant to God as they seem to
be. I am not trying to justify all
aspects of the modern Christmas,
nor am I simply deploring at-
tempts to reform our present prac-
tices. There certainly is room for
improvement. But I am arguing
that the church’s attitude to the
modern Christmas should not be
purely negative. There is much of
Christ that has never been missing
from Christmas.

Part of the negative reaction to
Christmas arises from a tendency
that is still strong in our culture
to look with disfavor upon fri-
volity, fun, and pleasure. About
the only times when the lighter
pleasures are treated in religious
circles are when they are treated
negatively. Pietist groups condemn
the common pleasures and call
upon their followers to refrain
from dancing, card playing, mov-
ies, smoking, drinking, and the
other “sins” on the roster. Less
strict clergymen often point to the
shame we should feel because we
spend much larger sums on such
pleasures than we give to religion.
We hear much about how Christ-
ianity is to be applied to politics,
to social problems and so on. But
we hear little about how Christian-
ity is to be applied to the World
Series, to golf matches, or to the
movies. We have many brilliant
analyses of the place of religious
values in “serious literature,” but
we hear little about the relation of
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Christianity to detective stories or
musical comedies. Yet if Christ-
ianity is to be relevant to the
whole of life, how can we leave
out the important realm of plea-
sure?

The failure to wrestle positively
with the question of how pleasure
can fit into the life of the Christ-
ian is at all times a serious short-
coming. But as we stand on the
threshold of the age of automation
and the prospect of more leisure
for all, the failure to come to terms
with pleasure may be catastrophic.
As man spends less and less time
in his work and more in relaxa-
tion and recreation, it will be
tragic if the church finds itself
unable to relate Christianity to
pleasure as well as to work. The
Christmas season offers the per-
fect opening for a Christian inter-
pretation of pleasure.

It is significant that many of
the major heresies that have
threatened the life of Christianity
have been heresies that attacked
the goodness of creation. Christ-
ianity has always been haunted by
a Manichaean dualism that finds
the material world evil and the
spiritual world good. Early Gnos-
tics went so far as to repudiate the
God of the Old Testament; only
an evil power, they believed, could
be responsible for a world like
ours. Naturally such a belief had
to deny the reality of the incarna-
tion. God did not really become
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man, they said; he only appeared
to do so. Certainly Jesus was di-
vine, but he was not really human:
he did not really eat and drink,
suffer and die. Such beliefs re-
sulted inevitably in an ascetic
repudiation of the pleasures of the
flesh. Wherever pleasure or fun
is looked upon with suspicion or
disapproval, something of this old
Gnosticism lives on in the life of
the church.

If the heresies of Manichaean-
ism and Gnosticism have ever
been near the church, the Christ-
mas season is the continual refuta-
tion of such views. The Christmas
message is that the God who creat-
ed the world came into his own
creation to redeem and save it .

Ye who sang creation’s story

Now proclaim Messiah’s birth.

The Word that was active in
creation became flesh in Christ
to live, die, and rise again in order
that man might be reunited with
God. Is this not indeed “Good
News”? Can we celebrate such a
gospel without being joyous?

Furthermore, if we ask what
kind of man God became when
he came to earth we find nothing
to justify the ascetic approach to
Christianity. Jesus was criticized
for not being more ascetic by those
who called him “glutonous and
a wine-bibber.” He was the kind
of man who, when at a wedding
where the drinks had given out, did
not insist that everyone cease fri-

volity and go home to meditate on
important matters. On the con-
trary, he supplied more wine fir
the celebration. He enjoyed the
beauty of nature, the play of chil-
dren. When God created the world
he saw that it was good, and when
he became man he showed us how
to enjoy the goodness of his crea-
tion. Suspicion of pleasure comes
from pagan philosophy, not from
the Christian gospel.

Because creation’s Lord is also
the God who is incarnate in Christ,
pleasure must hold a place in the
worship of God. We cannot wor-
ship God completely if we leave
out the fact that pleasure is one
of God’s gifts to man. Many men
come to God through their sorrow,
anxiety, and pain. We ought not
to forget that fact, and we are
not likely to do so. But in his
autobiographical account of how
he became a Christian, C. S. Lewis
reminds us in his title, Surprised
By Joy, that joy can also be a
means of bringing us to God. And
even the man who comes to God
through his sorrows must sing with
joy when he arrives. Of course, if
the pursuit of pleasure monopo-
lizes a man’s life, it can cause him
to forget God. But it is equally
true that pain, dedication to one’s
work, even service to others can
crowd God out of a life.

Protestantism in particular
should be able to reinterpret the
importance of pleasure and take a



