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Mrs. Alma Fisher is identified
in the minds of many thousands
of people with The United
Prayer Tower of Minneapolis
Years ago she came to direct
the Prayer Tower when the
work was rather small. Undes
her leadership, prayer powes
and genuine love for people
the Prayer Tower has expanded
and unfolded in a way that
pleases the heart of God. Alma
left a good paying job im
Washington, D. C. to step out
on faith in this prayer work
She lives by faith. The work
goes on month by month by
faith. For Alma it is a twenty-
four hour a day job. Her tele
phone rings at all hours of the
night and the calls come from
all over the United States and
Canada. What her voice on the
other end of the wire has meant
to those people would fill a
book of inspiration. Above all,
Alma Fisher is completely
abandoned to her Lord Jesus
Christ, and prayer is the breath
of her life. Read her two pages
in each issue of this magazine,
pages 61-62. When in need of
prayer help, she is as near as
your mailE()x.
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Next year is the year for your dreams to come true.

Light Your New Year
With Hope

NORMAN VINCENT PEALE

I once saw hope save a wo-
man’s life. Emilie Batisse was
seventy-nine years old when she
was struck by a hit-and-run driver,
and nobody expected her to live.
She insisted on staying in her mus-
ty old clapboard house, and it was
there that the nurse let me in about
a week after the accident. Mrs. Ba-
tisse lay wrapped in plaster from
hips to heels, but her voice was
firm.

“Sit right down to a cup of
tea, Norman Peale,” she said,
“you’re cold.”

The little room was cluttered
with the mementoes of a lifetime:
a Paisley shawl, a child’s drawing
of a horse (lavender), shelves of
much loved, much thumbed books.
Mrs. Batisse, I thought, was liv-
ing in the past. Then, to my sur-

prise, I noticed a row of about
ten brand-new poetry books that
looked as if they had never been
opened. I asked Mrs. Batisse if
she cared for poetry and her an-
swer was one of the greatest testi-
monies to hope that I have ever
heard.

“I love poetry,” she said, “but I
haven’t read those yet.” As she
looked at them her whole face lit
up. “I'm saving them for my old
age.’!

She did, too. She lived to read
those books many times. When
she finally died at ninety-one she
was planning a trip to Europe.

What is hope? Hope is wishing
for a thing to come true; Faith is
believing that it will come true.
Hope is wanting something so ea-
gerly that—in spite of all the
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evidence that you’re not going to
get it—you go right on wanting
it. And the remarkable thing
about it is that this very act of
hoping produces a kind of strength
of its own.

Every doctor is familiar with
this strength-giving function of
hope. So much so that Cornell
University’s Medical School re-
cently conducted an investigation
into the effects of hope on the
body. After completing the re-
search, Dr. Harold G. Wolff wrote
an article for the Saturday Re-
view in which he reported as a
medical fact that when a man has
hope he is “capable of enduring
incredible burdens and taking
cruel punishment.”

One of Dr. Wolff’s studies in-
volved the 25,000 American sol-
diers imprisoned by the Japanese
during World War II. These men
were subjected to long months of
inhuman treatment, forced labor,
insult, poor food, filth. Under
these conditions, many died and
almost all were sick.

But there were a very few who,
with identical treatment, showed
but slight damage from these
nightmare months in prison.

Now here is the important thing.
Interviews with these men reveal-
ed no physical superiority, but
simply a far above average ability
to hope! In prison they drew word
pictures of the girls they would
marry; they designed their future
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homes; in the middle of the jungle
they organized seminars in busi-
ness management.

Dr. Wolff believes it was hope
that kept these boys well—in-
deed, in some cases, kept them
alive at all.

Hope! What a wonderful and
mysterious power it is. And how
handicapped we are if we ever
lose it. I remember a few years
ago counseling a young man, a
college graduate with a brilliant
school record, who had consistent-
ly failed to get the jobs he applied
for. His field was television en-
gineering, a brand-new industry
then, and he was anxious to make
good in an interview at a major
network.

For an hour we discussed his
skills, which were considerable,
his clothes, his way of presenting
himself. On his way out he stopped
at the door and turned around
with the most woebegone expres-
sion I've ever seen.

“Well, Dr. Peale,” he sighed,
“I sure hope I get this one.”

“Tom,” I said, “I don’t like to
contradict you, but if you really
hoped for this job you would have

confidence. You would show that °

you expect to get the job. Your
shoulders would be straight, your
eyes would be bright, your voice
would be eager—and I think
you’d get the job.”

A few days later I received a
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call from Tom. “Guess where I'm
calling from, Dr. Peale.”

“Where, Tom?”

“I got to thinking about what
you said about hope, and . . .
well . . . I'm calling from the
studio. I got the job.”

Tom didn’t need to learn so
much more about television; he
needed to learn to hope.

Learn to hope! It’s easy to say,
but how do we do it?

In the first place, I think we
have to know what it is that we
hope for.

If that sounds obvious, ask
yourself right now what you want
most out of life. For prisoners-of-
war the answer was easy: they
wanted freedom! But for most
of us, as long as we’re in reason-
ably good health and know where
next month’s rent is coming from,
desire has lost its sharp edge and
hope doesn’t work its magic in
our lives.

So the first step is to find out
what your one strongest desire
is. Be honest with yourself, and
don’t be afraid to say “a larger
house,” or “a prettier face and
figure.” But then challenge your-
self. Pretend that you’re eighty
years old and looking back over
a life in which your heart’s desire
has been granted. Are you satis-
fied? Perhaps so, but if not, keep
challenging yourself until you
come up with your answer.

For the hope that you settle

on must be your own, not one
that you vaguely feel you should
have, but one that in reality you
do have. This is an area where
people often fail in trying to learn
the art of hoping. They think they
ought to wish for, say, a better
world. This is certainly admirable,
but to be effective your hope must
be fervent enough to govern every-
thing you do. I frankly suspect
that most of us would make a
greater contribution to others by
genuinely hoping for our emotion-
al-physical health than by nobly
pining for a better world.

And second, after you've defin-
ed your own hope, I think it’s
important to give it a symbol—
something concrete that you can
center your thoughts around.

Do you remember the story of
Jeremiah and the field of Ana-
thoth? What a marvelous symbol
of hope that was! Jerusalem was
under seige; almost everyone
agreed that the kingdom was
doomed. Everyone, that is, but
the long-bearded old prophet Jere-
miah.

Just as the armies of Babylon
reached the gates, Jeremiah taught
his people a great lesson in hope.
Calling together a large number of
witnesses, and with a great show
of attention to all the legalities,
Jeremiah purchased a plot of land
outside the city. For, said Jere-
miah, we will be taken away, but
we will come back! And during all
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the long years of captivity the
memory of the field that Jeremiah
had purchased in far-away Judah
was a symbol of the restoration
to come.

In modern times, too, a symbol
can give staying-power to hope.

I read once, in the Chicago
Tribune, the amazing story of Leo
Algimas. Among the thousands
herded into concentration camps
by the Nazis was Leo’s family.
Like the others they endured in-
credible hardships, but because
they had a symbol for their hope
they never slipped into the despair
that engulfed so many.

What do you suppose this sym-
bol was that gave them such cour-
age?

It was a tiny piece of paper
torn from a box of chocolates
made in Chicago. This particular
candy company prints a little
American flag on the bottom of all
its boxes, and that was the scrap
of paper that the Algimas family
passed from hand to hand in their
barbed-wire enclosure. They look-
ed at it, held it, and whispered
with shining eyes about the army
of liberation that was coming.

A symbol is not the same thing
as positive proof. The Algimas
family did not know that the Allies
would win the war . . . in fact the
war news given the prisoners was
edited strongly in favor of the
Germans. Hope seems to have
very little to do with proof. Emilie
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Batisse had no evidence that she
would get well; it was difficult to
see how the Hebrews would ever
see Jerusalem again yet they went
on hoping. They were like the
White Queen and Alice in Won-
derland.

“One can’t believe impossible
things,” said Alice to the Queen.

“I daresay you haven’t had
much practice,” replied the Queen.
“When I was your age I always
did it for half an hour a day. Why
sometimes I believed as many as
six impossible things before break-
fast.”

And symbols help us to fix our
minds on the “impossible.” The
greatest symbol that the world
had ever known was also the hard-
est to believe. A tiny baby sleep-
ing in the manger of a stable was
supposed to signal the kingdom
of God on earth.

For the hope of the world, what

a wonderful symbol! Hope, it says,

has nothing to do with the odds
and logic of the situation. Few
would have believed the baby of
this humble Jewish couple would
change the destiny of mankind.
But we know today that is the
very thing that happened.

And He can change your per-
sonal destiny, too. Define what it
is that you hope for, ask for it in
His name, and no matter how im-
possible it may seem, the coming
year is the year for your hope to
start coming true.

Our united prayer is, that this chapel will
make a vital contribution to the Nation's life.

A Chapel for Congressmen

ALFRED K. ALLEN

There is a peaceful, softly-lit room in Washington D.C.’s dome-
like Capitol building. The general public cannot enter this room for
it has been set aside just for the use of our congressmen. It is a non-
sectarian chapel where our government representatives can retire for a
few moments, away from their busy, nerve-wracking work schedules, to
seek Divine strength and guidance. This is the first time in the history
of our country that such a special room has been provided for our
congressmen. Its establishment reflects the sincere faith and Godly
devotion of our political leaders.

Two congressmen first voiced the prayer room idea—Senator
Monroney of Oklahoma and Representative Brooks Hays of Arkansas.
In 1953, they introduced resolutions in their respective houses of
Congress expressing their belief that such a chapel was needed, a room,
“with facilities for prayer and meditation, for the use of Members
of the Senate and House of Representatives.” The room would be,
“for individual use rather than assemblies,” and would contain, “ap-
propriate symbols of religious unity and freedom of worship.”

The resolutions were quickly approved by both Houses and in
July, 1953, House Speaker Joseph Martin Jr. chose a room on the
House side of the Capitol near the Rotunda as the prayer room site.
Early in 1954 a special committee of architects was assembled and
given the task of designing and equipping the new chapel.

It was very important that the room contain nothing that would
be offensive to any particular religion. Rather, the room should convey
the basic unity of such belief in God and His Providence that is such
an integral part of our national life. To make sure of this, four
religious leaders representing our nation’s three major faiths were
called in to act as advisors. In March, 1955, the job was done, the
chapel was opened for use.

It is a simple and reverent room. Its walls are a pastel blue and
its floor is covered by a deep blue carpet. A concealed ceiling light
beams down, casting a soft blue-gold hue over a Bible, opened to the

5
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23rd Psalm, which rests on the white oak altar.

The altar is backed by a single stained-glass window. The
Bible, the window, and most of the furnishings in the room were
donated by private citizens who wanted their names to remain un-
known. The window is a gift from a group of craftsmen in California.
It was presented through their representative, Edgar W. Hiestand.
Congressman Hiestand explains that it is a “Thank you offering to
the Country, to those men who have in the past sought God’s guidance
and to those who presently determine the destiny of this Nation by
the inspiration of their decisions.”

At the center of the window is a portrait of a kneeling George
Washington, symbolizing our first president’s faith in God. The figure
is surrounded by a medallion, woven into the window’s ruby glass,
which holds the text of Psalm 16:1, “Preserve me, O God: for in
thee do I put my trust.” Covering the rest of the window, above and
below, are the two sides of the Great Seal of the United States. Above
is the pyramid and eye with the Latin phrases, Annuit Coeptis (God
has favored our undertakings) and Novus Ordo Seclorum (a new
order of the ages is born). Below is the Eagle and the phrase, E
Pluribus Unum (One from many). Beneath the upper seal is the phrase,
“This Nation Under God,” an excerpt from Lincoln’s immortal Gettys-
burg Address.

Resting atop the altar are two slim vases, which are always
kept filled with fresh flowers. The altar is guarded on the right and
left by two candelabra, each holding the traditional seven lights. At
the right of the altar is a draped American flag. Standing before each
candelabrum is a plain prayer bench, for those who wish to kneel.
There are also ten chairs facing the central window for those who
just want to sit and speak silently with their Maker.

The four religious leaders on the chapel’s advisory committee
have expressed complete approval of the design and set-up of the room.
“This sacred enclosure now set apart for its holy purpose of quiet
withdrawal from the busy rush,” the leaders declare, “is an inspiring
witness of the faith in the Eternal and in the Divine Guidance which
has made and preserved us a nation.”

“It is our earnest and united prayer that this Chapel of the Spirit
in these volcanic times which try men’s souls may make a vital con-
tribution to the Nation’s life as it exalts those spiritual verities which
alone are the source and guarantee of the freedoms which are the glory
of our democracy.”

by C. E. Miller

S SR

Science teaches that change is the
order of the universe.

THE UNDISCOVERED
POSSIBILITIES WITHIN US

One day last summer while tak-
ing a walk, I passed a church and
I saw upon its bulletin board this
sermon topic, “When you are
through changing, you are
through.”

I never had the opportunity to
hear the minister preach his ser-
mon on this topic, but I have had
occasion to think about its im-
plications many times since then.

Science teaches that change is
the order of the universe. With
every new discovery in science, as
of atomic power, and every new
finding of religious material, as
of the discovery of the Dead Sea
Scrolls, a man’s knowledge in-
creases and his beliefs undergo
a change. No one wishes to ¢hange
his mind with every “new thought”
presented to him for study. No
one wishes to be a “turn-coat”;
but an honest change of policy, of
opinion in religion, in politics, in
ideals, or way of life means
growth. Growth for an individual

as well as for a nation; and, when
growing one is not through.

In the field of medicine new
discoveries about diseases and
their cures have caused doctors to
change their methods of treatment
in many cases, and to develop
new techniques as they grow in
knowledge and in skill. They are
not through!

I, myself, thought I was through
when I awoke on Christmas morn-
ing to find the doctor sitting be-
side my bed with a grave look up-
on his kind face, and he an-
nounced to my nieces with whom
I made my home that I had had
a stroke. When I found my left
arm and leg paralyzed, I was in
dispair. I wanted to die. Why had
God allowed this thing to happen
to me, at this time when I thought
I had found new ways to serve
Him, in this city to which I had
moved so recently? Why had He
not taken all of me at once, in-
stead of leaving me here on earth

7
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in this helpless condition?

When I made these complaints
to a friend who came to see me
a few days later, he said, “Per-
haps God still has work for you
to do here.”

“How can I serve Him in this
helpless condition?” I complained.

“They also serve who only stand
and wait, or even lie and wait,”
he said. “And He will show you
the way. Since life is an educa-
tion, perhaps you still have some
important lessons to learn, too.
Can you think of any?” he con-
tinued.

“Yes! I am lacking in many
things; especially in humility and
patience, and trust or faith,” I
said.

“Then begin to practice these
virtues now,” he advised, “and see
what happens.”

I decided to take his advice.
During the long hours spent in
bed I learned to practice patience.
I had so much time for meditation
and prayer that I came to believe
that this was God’s plan for me
and therefore I should accept it
without complaint. Furthermore,
I came to feel that it was good
just to be alive.

With this change of attitude I
began to think of all the blessings
that were still mine, and my heart
was filled with gratitude.

When, after a month spent in
bed, I had a sensation of feel-
ing in my left leg, and the ability

to move it a little bit, I was filled
anew with hope and courage.

When my good doctor enlisted
the services of an understanding,
competent physiotherapist for me,
I felt that God was blessing the
means being taken for my re-
covery.

A friend of mine, upon learn-
ing of what had befallen me, wrote
me a letter of sympathy. Among
other things, he said, “Knowing
you as I do, I realize that you can,
you will, you must look beyond
this moment. God is with you.
What more can be said?”

When I asked my therapist if he
thought I would be able to learn
to walk again, he replied, “I can
promise you no miracle. It’s up
to you. If you have the desire, and
the will to walk, I know I can help
yOu.ﬂ

So, I took as my slogan, my
friend’s words, “I can, I will, I
must.” I thought of these words
every time my therapist worked
with me, and within three months
I was on my feet again, and able
to walk about the house.

I have grown spiritually, I have
learned my lessons of patience and
humility. My faith has been re-
newed, and I have come to realize
that there are undiscovered possi-
bilities within me, and that God, in
His own good time, will unfold
to me the way to use them in His
service. Therefore, I know that I
am not through.

Winter

" CAME T

TELL THEM HOW THEIR

THE “STRANGER 0
SELF SACRIFICE HELPED HIM THROUGH THE YEAR.

The Time --

Ernie Ford Needed Help

Joan Miller

It was around midnight in the
summer of 1934. While Sam Peake
was chatting with the owner of a
little mountain grocery store in
East Tennessee, two bedraggled
teen-agers walked in. They told
Sam they were heading home on
foot from a visit with relatives
in South Carolina, and still had
miles to go. When Sam heard
they were hungry, broke, and
tired, he offered to “feed and bed
them down for the night.” First
he led them on a three-mile hike
up the mountain to his mother’s
cabin, where they were served a
hearty meal. Then he took them
even further up the mountain to
the Peake’s house. When Mrs.
Peake heard the boys’ story she
cheerfully gathered up her two
children and went down to her
mother-in-law’s cabin to spend the
night, so the boys could sleep in
the only bed in the house. The

next morning Sam’s wife was back
in the kitchen, serving them a huge
breakfast of side meat, white
gravy, and fried pumpkin before
they started out for home, refresh-
ed in body and spirit.

Now, twenty-five years later,
the Peakes are living in the town
of Erwin, Tennessee, where Sam
is employed by the railroad. One
day recently a handsome, pros-
perous-looking stranger knocked
on their door. He seemed very
happy to see them, and asked if
they remembered befriending two
teen-age boys in their mountain
home one night long ago. At first
the Peakes could hardly recall the
incident, but when some of the
details connected with it were
mentioned, they remembered. The
stranger said that he was one of
the boys, and he’d come to tell
them how much the example of
their wonderful hospitality and

9
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self-sacrifice had meant to him
through the years. And who was
this stranger they had befriended
in his hour of need? They were
astonished to learn he was none
other than Tennessee Ernie Ford,
of television fame. Ernie said he’d
been combing the area for three
days in search of them. Not even
knowing their names, he enlisted
the help of TV and radio stations,
and even the Highway Patrol.
But the Peakes were not the
only ones to be surprised that day.
Tennessee Ernie, in turn, was
amazed to learn that they had

been ardent fans of his for many
years. They have followed his
radio and television career with
keen interest, never dreaming that
their favorite entertainer was the
young stranger they befriended
long ago.

After bringing each other up to
date on the course of their lives
in the last twenty-five years, Ernie
Ford and the Peakes shook hands
in farewell. As Tennessee Ernie
went out the door Mrs. Peakes
called to him—*“Well, Ernie,
if you ever get hungry again, re-
member you are still welcome.”

SR

No vision, and you perish; no ideals and you are lost. Your heart
must ever cherish some faith, at any cost—some dream, some hope
to cling to, some rainbow in the sky, some melody to sing to, some
service that is high.—Author Unknown

Kindness is the golden chain by which society is bound together.

—Goethe

Make a joyful noise
unto the Lord, all
ye lands.

HAROLD HELFER

Railroad Bells

Pow Ring in Churches

In Texas and Louisiana they
call it “The Iron Horse That
Prays.”

They’re referring to the Texas &
Pacific Railway. Now on the sur-
face this might appear to be like
almost any other railroad line;
traveling between some exception-
ally rich oil and cattle country-
side on its run between El Paso
and New Orleans it may seem a
little better organized and per-
haps more prosperous than some.
But the real difference is the
“folksy” touch that it has, with an
unabashed leaning toward piety.

It gave evidence of down-to-
earthiness way back in its early
days when cowboys had a habit
of shooting out the lights of one
of its west Texas depots at night.
The sheriff didn’t seem to be able
to do anything about it and the
depot agent, at his wit’s end, got
off a memo to the general offices
about this asking what he should
do. Back in quick order came this
instruction:

“Open the station after day-

light in the morning and close it
before dark at night.”

T & P has been endeavoring to
fit itself in as part and parcel of
the community ever since. A more
recent example of this would be
the case of Marlene Wendt, a
little girl of Oxford, Louisiana,
who wrote to T & P headquarters
in Dallas to complain that a train
had run over and killed her cat,
Cinder.

Now most railroad lines have
more things to worry about than
cats who stray on tracks and most
railway companies probably would
have settled for sending a letter
to little Marlene expressing regret
at the incident.

T & P did that but went one
step further. It set about to find
a cat to replace Cinder. It was
not the easiest thing in the world.
The trouble was that while Cinder
was a very black cat he wasn’t ex-
actly 100 per cent black. He had
a single white whisker. Now to-
tally black cats can be found with
reasonable assurance but one with

11
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a single white whisker, it turned
out, was something else again.
But the Texas & Pacific Railway
persisted and finally found one in
Fort Worth which it presented to
the little Oxford girl.

Then there was this lady who
lived in a small eastern Texas
community and wanted to send
some rosebuds to a friend in a
Dallas hospital. She couldn’t go,
she told the T & P, but would the
railway see to it that her friend
got the rosebuds? Texas & Pacific
saw to it that this was done.

This sort of thing, through the
years, has endeared the railroad
to the communities through which
it runs. Who can forget, for in-
stance, about the lonely little farm
girl who used to run out and wave
to the crewmen as the train would
come sweeping by once a day and
how one day the railroad took the
girl, as its guest, all the way to
the great city of New Orleans and
showed her the town in grand
style?

But the thing that distinguishes
the T & P even more is its reli-
gious bent. At its headquarters
building you will see provocative
and meaningful signs like “In God
We Trust . . . do we or don’t we?”
dotting the place. Travelers are
accustomed to finding Bibles in
their hotel rooms but when they
travel the T & P they find Bibles
in the lounge cars, placed there
by the railway.

Nor is that all. The railway
spends $200,000 a year for ad-
vertisements that do not contain
a single word about people using
the T & P line. Instead it will
present pictures of families in
church and urge people to attend
a house of worship, to stand firm
for the faith on which this country
was founded—that sort of thing.

A typical ad of this rail-
road goes: “GOD OF OUR
FATHERS. So sang the builders
of our nation generations ago . . .
in time of distress, of thanksgiv-
ing . . . with faith! So sing the
youth of America today . . . in
spirit of reverence, of praise . . .
with hope! Between the America
of yesterday and the America of
tomorrow stands our generation.
To us has fallen the duty to pre-
serve the honor, the strength, the
glory that is America . . .”

But there is still another reason
. . . and perhaps it’s the “mainest”
reason . . . why this railroad is
called The Iron Horse That Prays.
And that’s because all along its
1,834 miles of track it keeps sum-
moning people to prayer.

When it began converting from
the old steam locomotive to Diesel
operation some years ago it found
itself with many old locomotive
bells on hand. Weighing around
two hundred pounds and of fine
metal, each one would have
brought a tidy fifty dollars or so
as junk.
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But while the conversion of the
locomotives from the romantic-
like steam ones to the more ef-
ficient and business-type Diesel
ones was inevitable, it somehow
just didn’t seem right to see all
of these bells wind up on the junk
heap too.

W. G. Vollmer, president of
the railroad, had an idea. Perhaps
these bells could be used by
churches to summon people to
prayer. With churches always hav-
ing a little fund trouble, many
had never got around to installing
bells.

Well, when the word got out
that the T & P was going to give
away its bells the railroad was
swamped with requests for them
from churches. These requests
still keep pouring in, a decade
later now, and have swelled to
three thick files, each containing
hundreds of requests.

So, to be fair about it, the rail-
road had to establish some ground

rules. After all, it was a locomo-
tive bell and so it would be fit-
ting, it was decided, if the bell
was installed in a church some-
where along the line. Then it was
to go to some well-established
church, one which is truly a part
of the social fabric of the com-
munity, so that it would mean
something when the bells pealed
out.

Up to now, the railroad has
given out 103 of these bells and
each case is considered very care-
fully before a decision to part with
one is made. So, should you be
traveling somewhere between New
Orleans and El Paso and happen
to hear what sounds like a loco-
motive bell even though there
isn’t a train anywhere in sight
and even though you may know
this is Diesel country anyway, you
needn’t ask how and for whom
and why these bells toll . . . it is
an old iron horse’s way of sum-
moning you to church.

AT

Room for Jesus
Alexander Seymour

There was no room, on your birthday,
In Bethlehem’s small Inn.

But dear Lord, on this Christmas Day,
My heart has room: Come in!



Cecil B. DeMille’s Lesson
on Eternal Life

Kenneth Crist

Let me tell you a little story—

Many years ago I was commissioned by David Belasco to write a
play, “The Return of Peter Grimm”. The play was being written for
David Warfield and the story hinged upon the continuation of life
after death.

I got the inspiration of the story from a water beetle.

“I was up on a lake in the Maine Woods. The canoe was drifting.
I was reading—resting—searching for an idea. I looked down
in the water, for my little craft had drifted to where the lake was only
about four inches deep. There in a world of mud and wet, were water
beetles.

“One crawled up on the gunwale, struck the talons on his legs
into the woodwork and died.

“I let it alone and turned to my reading. The sun was hot. In
about three hours I looked at my water beetle again. He was parched.
His back was cracking open. I watched, and out of the back of that
dead water beetle, I saw crawling a new form—a moist head—then
wings—a most beautiful dragon fly. It scintillated all the colors of
the rainbow.

“As I sat watching, it flew. It flew farther in a second than the
water beetle had crawled in days. It hovered above the surface, just a
few inches from the water beetles beneath. They did not know it was
there.

“I took my finger tip and moved the shrivelled water beetle husk
from the canoe’s gunwale. It fell back into the lake and sank down
to the mud covered bottom.

“The other water beetles crawled awkwardly to see what it was.

“It was a dead body. They backed away from it.”

Mr. de Mille halted his incessant pacing. He turned his eyes on
mine. He asked me this simple direct question.

“Listen—If God does that for a water beetle, don’t you believe
he will do it for us?”
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HAROLD W. RUOPP

IN SPITE OF LIMITATIONS

One of the universal experiences
of human beings is limitation and
handicap. While it is true that
some people seem to have more
than their share of handicaps, it
is just as true that no one is com-
pletely free from limitations—
limitations due to ‘“accident of
birth,” unfortunate childhood con-
ditioning, ill health or physical
defects, lack of education, heavy
family responsibilities, and so on
through a long list.

Limitations? In one form or an-
other they are the common lot of
man. St. Paul with his “thorn in
the flesh”; Beethoven, deaf; John
Milton and Helen Keller, blind;
Charles P. Steinmetz, dwarfed and
hunch-backed; President Charles
W. Eliot of Harvard with an ugly
birthmark covering one whole side
of his face; Louis Pasteur, striken
with paralysis at the age of forty-
six; Robert Louis Stevenson,
“made for a contest,” but destined
to “the dingy, inglorious fate of a
bed and a medicine bottle!” If
ever we are tempted to lament
the limitations we may have—
and at times we all have that
temptation—it is well to think of
these and ten thousand others who
might be named.

Accepting the fact of limitations
and handicaps, the question is,
What can we do about them?
For either we will master them
or they will master us.

The first obvious step is to ex-
plore them and ask questions
about them. Which ones are of
our own making? Which are sub-
ject to correction? Which are in-
evitable? That is to say, we must
distinguish carefully between those
limitations which are beyond our
control—those about which we
can do little or nothing—and
those which come within our con-
trol. For not all limitations are in-
evitable. Some of them are a part
of the life-process, and others are
the product of our own faulty atti-
tudes, and our inertia or unwill-
ingness to become something other
than we now are.

Having explored our limitations
and having removed those which
can be removed, we are ready to
take the second step. We must
accept the limitations and handi-
caps which are inevitable—and
accept them without shame or re-
sentment. It is important that we
do this; otherwise, our limitations
will become prison walls.

There are several common reac-
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16 CLEAR HORIZONS Winter

tions to limitations. One is to be-
come embittered; another, rebel-
lious. A third is to try to forget
them, to use various kinds of
escapes, forgetting all the while
that life never permits anyone to
run away from himself. These
reactions, taken separately or in
combination, always make for un-
utterable misery.

In an Eastern city lives a man
whom I have known for many
years. At the age of twelve he
became the victim of muscular
dystrophy. His legs became crip-
pled; his arms and hands almost
useless. He has had to spend the
major portion of his life in a wheel
chair.

In the early years of his illness,
he had to do daily battle with “the
three grim monsters of shame,
envy, and self-pity.” He was con-
stantly sorry for himself; he was
ashamed of his horribly crippled
body; he was jealous of the health
of his friends. His heart was
heavy; his wheel chair a prison.

Then one day he took himself
in hand. He saw that his self-
pity was not only increasing his
own unhappiness but the unhap-
piness of those who were closest
to him. Valiantly therefore he
came to grips with the three foes
that were most responsible for his
misery. One by one he conquered
them. It took him the better part
of two years, but he won! He
once told me that the real turn-

ing point came when he was will-
ing to accept himself—crippled
body, wheel chair, and all. From
that time forward his life has
been one of increasing effective-
ness, his limitations only adding
to the challenge.

The third step in managing our
limitations is to keep our minds
fixed upon what we do have rather
than what we do not have. If we
keep reminding ourselves of the
things we do not have, we become
even more limited and miserable.
On the other hand, genuine hap-
piness comes to those who keep
their attention centered upon what
they have and what they can do
in spite of their limitations.

One woman, possessor of a
lovely voice but dreadfully limit-
ed by a set of cruel circumstances,
said recently: “I can still sing.”
In a church I once served as min-
ister was a man who was almost
totally blind. But he never com-
plained about his vision, or lack of
it. Instead, Sunday after Sunday he
would say to me following the
service: “I thank God for my
hearing.”

The final step in the precess
of managing our limitations is in
many respects the most important
of all. However limited we may
be, we may dedicate what we
have—or what we have left!—to
the glory of God and the service of
our fellows. Then our limitations,
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instead of being weights, will be-
come wings.

John Bunyan, a prisoner in
Bedford jail for twelve long years,
did what? He wrote Pilgrim’s
Progress. Louis Pasteur, partially
paralyzed though he was, kept
right on going on for another
twenty-seven years, making dis-
coveries that helped change the
course of medicine. Beethoven,
gradually going deaf, continued
to compose his symphonies and
sonatas. Fanny Crosby walked in
total darkness for more than eighty
years, but out of her blindness
she wrote thousands of religious
poems—poems of hope and trust.

William Wilberforce never had

good health, and for years on end

on his physician’s orders took
opium to help quiet the pain.
Someone who once heard him
speak said afterwards: “I saw
what seemed like a mere shrimp
mount upon the table; but, as I
listened, he grew and grew, until
the shrimp became a whale.”
Handicapped though he was, Wil-
liam Wilberforce more than any
other single person helped to ban-
ish the slave trade from Great
Britain.

Paganini, perhaps the most
versatile violinist of all time, was
a tall, ungainly, awkward person,
who looked something like a
scare-crow. When he came on the
stage, people could scarcely believe

their eyes. As often as not, they
would snicker and laugh. But
never for long! During one of his
concerts at Leghorn, Italy, first
one string broke, then a second,
then a third. But Paganini kept
right on playing—on the Ilast
string! Some of those who listen-
ed wept; some shouted “Bravo!”;
some prayed!

“Getting music out of one string
after all the others have broken”
—that is the challenge that life
flings at all of us sooner or later.

St. Paul spoke of his “thorn
in the flesh.” What it was no one
knows. Some say it was epilepsy;
some, that it was poor eyesight;
others say it was something else.
But whatever it was, it was a
limitation, a handicap that hurt,
so much so indeed that Paul tells
us that he prayed three times that
it might be removed. The thorn
however was not taken from him,
the limitation was not removed.
Instead he received a deep inner
assurance; “My grace is sufficient
for you; for my strength is made
perfect in weakness.”

Each of these persons—and
countless others—had something
taken away from him; each one
dedicated what was left to the
glory of God and the service of
men. Their very limitations be-
came instruments of power for
good.



