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Forgiveness and mercy are just
about the loveliest notes
in the harmony of living

Why Is It So Hard

— to be Merciful?

RALPH W. SOCKMAN

When we set out “to do justly
and to love mercy,” we so soon
come up against the question of
forgiveness. In a British broad-
cast just before the close of World
War II, C. S. Lewis of Oxford
declared: “Every one says for-
giveness is a lovely idea, until they
have something to forgive, as we
have in war time. And then to
mention the subject at all is to be
greeted with howls of anger. . . .
‘That sort of talk makes them
sick,” they say. And half of you
already want to ask me, ‘I wonder
how you’d feel about forgiving the
Gestapo if you were a Pole or a
Jew? So do I. I wonder very

much. . . . I am not trying to
tell you in these talks what I could
do. I can do precious little. I am
telling you what Christianity is. I
didn’t invent it. And there, right
in the middle of it, I find, ‘Forgive
us our sins, as we forgive those
who sin against us.” There is no
slightest suggestion that we are
offered forgiveness on any other
terms. It is made perfectly clear
that if we don’t forgive, we shall
not be forgiven.”

The difficulty of forgiving is
deepened, the more we study what
it involves. First of all, of course,
it means to forego all private
revenge, to remit the right to
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retaliate. Forgiving is somewhat
different from excusing. We ex-
cuse a person’s deed when we
exempt him from the imputation
of blame. For instance, we may
say, “I excuse his conduct, con-
sidering the extraordinary prov-
ocation under which he acted.”
But I may forgive a person for
behavior which I cannot excuse,
because I still believe it blame-
worthy. Nevertheless, so far as my
relations with him are concerned,
I shall not hold his action against
him.

Also, to forgive is not the same
as to pardon. Pardon can come
only from one who has the right
to sit in judgment. A judge on
the bench may pardon a prisoner
for his crime; but though I am
the one who has been wronged,
1 cannot pardon the fellow.
Legally, only the authorized
government can pardon a crime;
morally, only God can pardon a
sin. Nevertheless, I can forgive
the man who hurts me, even
though I cannot pardon him. For-
giveness is a change of attitude
within the one wronged.

If, however, I am to forgive in
the spirit’ of Jesus’ teaching, I
must go on to pray for God to
pardon. I may abhor the wrong,
being unable to excuse it or to
pardon it; but if I call myself a
follower of Christ, I go on praying
for the soul of the wrongdoer.

We may refuse to seek revenge

for an offence committed against
us, and yet cherish such a linger-
ing resentment against the offender
that if he hurt himself, or if he
lost his money, or if he made a
fool of himself, or if his children
turned out badly—well, we just
would not be too sorry. In fact
we might even find a secret and
unholy satisfaction, such as Heine
revealed when he wrote, only half
in jest: “My wishes are a humble
dwelling with a thatched roof, a
good bed, good food, flowers at
my window and some fine tall
trees before my door. And if the
Good God wants to make me
completely happy, he will grant me
the joy of seeing six or seven of
my enemies hanging from the
trees.”

Christian forgiveness calls for a
magnanimity which overcomes
vindictiveness. The man of little
soul does not rise above an injury.
He remembers insults and allows
grudges to fester. This streak of
vindictiveness looks all the uglier
when it runs through natures of
large mental caliber. Michelangelo
was a Titan in talent, but when the
ruling Pope’s Master of Cere-
monies criticized one of the
artist’s figures as more fit for a
house of debauchery than for a
place of worship, Michelangelo
painted a portrait of his critic and
put it in his picture of hell, and
there left him to be the laughing-
stock of Rome.
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Perhaps it is still more difficult
to overcome jealousy than vin-
dictiveness. One may have the
grace to get along with those who
are weaker than himself. Toward
them he may be sympathetic,
merciful, and helpful. And he
may have the grace to get along
with those who are stronger than
he is. He may yield to their better
judgment, and follow them faith-
fully and agreeably. But to get
along with one’s equals, to run
side by side, compete for the same
prizes, and yet to keep free from
jealousy. That is almost the
supreme test of a big nature.
Jealousy is a sin that gets into
the little cracks rather than the
large chasms. The office boy is
never jealous of the company’s
president. But how frequently
does the poison of jealousy seep
into the little rivalries of the same
profession, the same social circle.

Mercy faces its hardest task in
overcoming the sin of being small.
Smallness of nature is a sin so
subtle that it does not disturb us
much at the time. When a body
stops growing, there is no pain
such as attends a broken limb.
When a mind stops growing, there
is no ache. When a conscience
ceases to grow, it suffers no
twinge. The hardening of the
heart, like the hardening of the
arteries, may progress painlessly,
until the damage is revealed by a
paralyzing stroke. If sin means

“missing the mark,” as the Greek
word implies, then failure to grow
is sin. And because of their
subtlety, Jesus spent more time
on the sins of the cold heart than
on those of the hot heart.

Christian forgiveness involves
not only remitting the right to
retaliate, and the removing of
resentful feelings, even those of
vindictiveness and jealousy, but
also the effort to revive friendly
relations. If we are to forgive, as
Christ would have us, we must not
stop with just calling it quits.
Sometimes our attitude is some-
thing like this: “Yes, I forgive
him, but I hope never to see him
again.” That is not good enough.
Christ would have us go on and
try to correct the wrongdoer. And
in our effort at correction, we
should make it clear to ourselves
and to him that our motive is
sincere good will. We should be
sure to aim at helping him and not
at humiliating him.

From ancient Greece comes the
story, that Aristippus went on one
occasion to his enemy Aeschines
and said, “Shall we never be re-
conciled until we become table
talk to all the country?”

Aeschines answered that he
would most gladly be at peace.
Then Aristippus said: “Though 1
were the elder and better man, yet
I sought first with thee.”

Magnanimously Aeschines re-
plied: “Thou art indeed a far
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better man than I, for I began the
guarrel and thou the reconcile-
ment.”

To be sure, Aristippus had be-
gun the process of forgiveness by
going first to his enemy. So far,
so good. But he almost spoiled
the reconciliation by reminding
Aeschines of his virtuous “first-
ness” in the gesture of forgiveness.
It is not good enough to say, “I’ll
forgive but I can’t forget” — that
keeps resentment alive in my
mind. And it is even worse to
say, “I'll forgive but I won’t let
him forget”—that keeps resent-
ment alive in both minds.

Yes, forgiveness and mercy are
just about the loveliest notes in the
harmony of living, but we spoil
their appeal when we keep harping
on them. Only love has the true
touch, as Tennyson reminds us:

Love took up the harp of life,
and smote on all the chords
with might,

Touched the chord of self,
which trembling, passed in
music out of sight.

Such loving touch is granted

only to those who graduate in the
Master’s school of forgiveness.

PO

FATHER OF LIGHTS
Dorothy P. Albaugh

Lord of the sun and moon and stars,
Of lamps and candlelight,

Who even gives to fireflies
A lantern in the night,

Thou hast bequeathed to man the best,
The clearest light, for He

With just a smile can light the dark

Of human misery.

ALL THINGS WHATSOEVER YE WOULD THAT
MEN SHOULD DO TC; YOU, DO YE EVEN SO

TO THEM. MATT, 7:12

e Sl o

Duane Valentry

The show goes off the air at
eleven A.M. and a slim, clean-cut
fellow races down the marble cor-
ridors at Rockefeller Center,
jumps into a cab and ten minutes
later, blocks away, arrives breath-
less just ten minutes late for
another show.

Still another network calls on
the abilities of this quizmaster
during the week, at which time
he dashes through another mara-
thon. Yet his audiences see him
always serene and affable as he
acts as master of ceremonies on
television’s “Feather Your Nest”
and “Beat the Clock,” and on
“Break the Bank” on radio.

Working at a pell-mell pace all
through the week might make a
late Sunday morning snooze en-
tirely understandable in the case
of Bud Collyer. Yet this is the
day on which he arises even earlier
than usual, to prepare for his job
as Sunday School Superintendent
at the First Presbyterian Church
of Greenwich, Connecticut.

During the week the same
fellow often finds time to take
another quick cab trip to a New

York church where he addresses
a noontime meeting. He also often
meets with a group of young
people to thrash out problems of
the day and is an active member
of the Boy Scout Council in his
“spare” time.

“My real hobby is kids,” says
Bud, to whom religion is a sus-
taining thing that is as much a part
of his television and radio career
as it is of his church work. The
two just naturally go together, he
feels, and there’s no dividing line.

“My experience has taught me
that religion isn’t something to be
put up in little packages, labeled
for special days or special oc-
casions. I find that those who do
have something to lean on, in-
wardly, never need to resort to any
outward sham.”

The Golden Rule, for instance,
becomes part of the daily give-
and-take of this master of cere-
monies. Realizing that men and
women who come up to a brightly-
lighted stage before mikes and
cameras are in an atmosphere
tensely unfamiliar, he measures
these individuals at a quick glance,

5
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and talks to them accordingly.

There’s a chance to make them
feel more comfortable up there in
the limelight, with the eyes of a
nation on them. There’s many a
chance, however slight, to help a
frightened man or woman over a
rough spot—the way Bud himself
would want to be helped if he
suddenly were thrust into an
atmosphere equally new and
strange.

“Each of us learns a little more
every day, from everyone we meet
and everything we do,” he
believes. “We learn about the real
values that add up in the long run.
Sometimes we are lucky enough to
meet many people and get a
chance to know them a little, as
I do in my work, and then we are
amazed at how much these con-
tacts can teach us.”

Probably it would have been
somewhat different had Bud been
a lawyer as he intended. A native
of New York City, he graduated
from Fordham University Law
School and went to work as a
clerk in a law firm for fifteen
dollars weekly. Nobody else in
the family made this kind of
money . . . for Bud’s sister, June,
was a well-known actress in films,
and his mother, Caroline Collyer,
and brother Richard worked be-
hind the footlights.

Bud had his talents, too. At
Fordham he had earned extra
money singing on the radio, and

when he decided fifteen dollars
a week was just about enough not
to get along on, he procured
another network job.

“This marked the turning point
of my life; I was in broadcasting
for good after that.”

Nowadays the busy announcer’s
big problem is to so use the hours
that there is time for everything
worth doing. In order to keep the
acquaintance of his three children
and to enjoy his Greenwich farm-
house, he gets up each morning an
hour and a half earlier than neces-
sary. This time is spent talking
and playing with the children.

Youngsters with whom Bud
comes in contact at the studios
profit by his generous advice and
friendliness. They, along with
everyone else, proclaim him “the
greatest.” Many stories are told
of his goodness to people, and the
mere mention of his name usually
brings warm smiles.

It was on the advice of his own
daughter Cynthia that the quiz-
master stopped chatting as con-
testants cogitated. £'When she
pointed out to him that maybe
they’d think better if he kept still,
he saw her point.

They say that 76 million pairs
of eyes and ears watch and hear
this busy man each week as he
performs his chores. So it is prob-
ably a good thing that Bud Collyer
loves people, individually and col-
lectively.

by Mary Agnes Thompson

ARISTOCRAT OF
EMOTIONS.”

“APPRECIATION IS THE
THE

ON

Many of us have the quality
of appreciation, but too few of us
possess the ability to express that
quality. “Thank you!” comes
hard, though the words are simple.
One man never found it difficult
at all. He expressed it perfectly in
one order.

“Turn on the lights!”

That command, given during
the Battle of the Philippine Sea in
World War Two by Admiral Marc
A. Mitscher, U.S.N,, is to me the
noblest order of them all, because
it signified a great man’s open
appreciation for services rendered,
and we live now in an era that
seems to be too speedy for this
expression.

Admiral Mitscher, small in sta-
ture, but magnificently large in
spirit and ability, was faced during
that World War Two battle with a
terrible choice. Task Force 58

TURN
THE LIGHTS

lay in darkness waiting for the
return of the pilots who had suc-
ceeded in their bombing mission.
But because of that protective
darkness, those pilots were lost.
They knew where Task Force 58
lay, but they could not identify
the carriers to which they must
return. It was reported to
Mitscher that the pilots were
unable to locate the carrier in the
darkness.

Without hesitation, and know-
ing full well that the entire fleet
would be exposed temptingly to
enemy subs, Marc Mitscher
brushed aside thought of personal
safety and gave the order that
revealed the complete selflessness
of the man.

“Turn on the lights!”

The fleet was lighted up bril-
liantly, fully revealed, and the lost
pilots returned to their carriers.

7
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Marc Mitscher had told the world
his men were not expendable. For
services rendered, they were due
appreciation. He expressed it by
the simple process of turning on
the lights for their safe return.

Some of us actually do lack
the quality of appreciation. But
more of us simply hesitate to turn
on the small lights inside our souls
for fear of appearing hypersensi-
tive to feeling, old softies whose
emotions are easy prey. Some are
even of the opinion that apprecia-
tion is humiliating, and to thank
someone enthusiastically for some
service rendered is the same as
admitting a deficiency in one’s self,
an absence of ability to steer one’s
own course without help. I once
knew a woman who was somehow
proud that she had never stooped
to thank a man for lighting her
cigarette, a salesgirl for her as-
sistance, or a desk clerk for in-
formation extended. She deemed
appreciation humbling.

With many the speed of the era
in which we live has eliminated the
quality of appreciation. The
moment comes, it rushes by, and
then it is too late and is forgotten
in the flurry of new events, and
many times we miss that oppor-
tunity to spread a bit of cheer in
a world that could do any day with
an added bit of cheer!

I recall a recent incident on our
street when a woman was given a
wonderful opportunity to turn on

those small lights of appreciation
to brighten a day. It was in the
minor matter of missing her morn-
ing bus.

“Hey, wait,” everyone on board
urged the driver. “A woman’s
running late!”

Through the concerted efforts
of everybody on the bus, the
driver was made aware of the
woman’s tardiness and that she
was running to catch the bus. Al-
though against bus company regu-
lations, the driver brought the bus
to a halt in the middle of the
block, and amid the general good
cheer and enthusiasm of the other
passengers, the woman boarded
the bus.

But did she join the laughter of
the passengers, or thank the bus-
driver for getting his bus off
schedule just to wait for her?
Did she express appreciation to
the other passengers for their
trouble? She did not! She glared at
the driver, as though her tardiness
had been his fault to start with.
She angrily dropped a coin in the
receiver, stalked to a seat and
plumped herself down in a fury.
A blanket of gloom settled over
the previously-gay crowd, a let-
down feeling of: “Well, it’s
another one of rhose days!” as a
well-known cartoonist used to ex-
press it. So the day was utterly
ruined just because one woman
refused to turn on the lights and
let appreciation shine through!
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Procrastination is often the
cause for failure to express grati-
tude. We postpone the brief tele-
phone call, the note dropped in the
mail, or the short visit to some-
one’s home. The moment passes
and the opportunity may not
present itself again. I found my-
self guilty of that a few years ago.
I was ill one winter with an
asthmatic condition that awakened
me around four in the morning.
The small boy who delivered my
morning paper, on noticing that I
was always awake and assuming
I must be ill, began sliding the
paper under my door instead of
tossing it into the hall as he did
with the other residents of the
apartment house. I appreciated
his thoughtfulness. It saved me a
trip out into the cold hall. I
meant to drop a note to the pub-
lishing company to tell them how
much I appreciated the young
carrier’s thoughtfulness and extra
courtesy. I never did. Somehow,
in the throes of my own worries,
I kept putting it off. Then a new
boy took the route. He did not
slide the paper under the door.
He heaved it carelessly somewhere
in the vicinity of my apartment
and I had to retrieve it as best I
could. But the moment for ex-
pressing my appreciation to my
former carrier boy was gone. I've
regretted it ever since.

So the moments slip by and per-
haps nobody notices except the

one person to whom the apprecia-
tion was due, the person who held
the door open for you when you
were laden with bundles, the boy
who slid the newspaper under the
door, the bus-driver who held up
an entire trip a few extra moments
that you might not be late to work,
the performer who gave his part
everything he had, not only for
the payment involved but because
he wanted to please you. They
deserve to know their efforts are
appreciated.

It would not be hard to realize
the feelings of the lost pilots
searching for Task Force 58
carriers in the First Battle of the
Philippine Sea when the lights
went on to guide them safely back
from their mission. Each man
must have raised his head with
added pride, knowing that, to the
slight man who commanded the
fleet, he was not an expendable
commodity. He was a human
being who had performed a task .
well and deserved appreciation.
Someone once said: “Appreciation
is the aristocrat of the emotions!”
It is small wonder that this man’s
biographer has dubbed him “The
Magnificent Mitscher!” His gal-
lant order could well be obeyed
by those of us who pride ourselves
in hiding our emotions of ap-
preciation, for of all commands
surely the one of Marc Mitscher’s
was the majestic one.

“Turn on the lights!”



SIGHTLESS

But Successful

Raymond C. Otto

HE THOUGHT ALL HE HAD LEFT WAS
MEMORIES—HE CAME TO KNOW HE
STILL WAS CREATIVE.

It is believed that a Chicago
man, aged eighty-two and blind
for more than twenty years, was
one of the first to make Braille
greeting cards. He was a success-
ful artist until blindness prevented
him from creating the beauty he
placed on canvas for so many
years. Then he started to create
a special kind of beauty. To the
eye it is nothing, but under the
sensitive fingers of the blind it be-
comes a beautiful message of
sentimental value from friends
they can no longer see.

In place of the brush and
palette, this man’s tools became
some sheets of zinc, thin copper
wire, a steel punching tool, and a
printing press made from a dis-
carded clothes wringer.

He experimented for nearly
three years before he hit upon a
method of making the Braille
cards. The verse is punched in
Braille on a zinc sheet. Then a
design is made of thin copper wire
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—a bell, a star, or perhaps a
Christmas tree. The design is then
fastened to the zinc sheet, which
is wrung through the wringer with
the paper.

The idea of a Braille greeting
card came to the man the first
Christmas after he became blind.
He received a lot of greeting cards
but they all had to be read to
him. Somehow, it wasn’t the
same. It was then that he decided
that what was needed was a Braille
greeting card. Not just a greeting,
though, but also a design. He also
had a desire to prove that, al-
though blindness is a handicap, it
is not the end of everything.

When he first lost his sight he
thought the world had dropped
out from under him. He thought
all he had left was memories of
things he had painted and places
he had seen. But then he realized
that although he could no longer
paint, he could still create and
perhaps prove to others who are
blind that loss of sight does not
end productivity.

The first year he began making
the Braille cards, he sold about
eighty-five cards at Christmas
time. That small beginning built
up to about 5,000 cards at Christ-
mas and nearly 10,000 throughout
the year for all occasions.

Amid the clank of his wringer-
press this man, although eighty-
two and blind, became a happy
man at work.

I learned to utterly relax in church — to
absorb the music, but mostly the prayers.

Che Fullness of Vears

Marjorie Vandervelde

I have a confession to make. The day my youngest child left
home to go out into the world I went into a state of sentimental
collapse. Perhaps because it seemed to be expected. Perhaps because
a flood of childhood stubbed toes, angelic dimples, and mud pies
paraded before my heart.

Miraculously my brood of three had survived all childhood haz-
ards, and overnight had become stalwart citizens! As I cleaned dresser
drawers, storing away Boy Scout awards, scrawling diaries, and a
rainbow of pennants, the heart triggered the mind into recalling a
treasure of small detail that a mother keeps in her heart and ponders.
The clock on the wall nibbled away at eternity but left me stranded in
a hazy past, full of puddings, patches, and pancakes. By week’s
end I was emotionally like a dishrag.

At this point I visited with a friend who was going through
the same experience and with identical reaction. This gave me an
objective view of myself, which was not pleasant. I tried to analyze
the situation. But, to grasp any analysis, I need to see it. So I sat
down with pencil and paper—and came up with a six-point self-
improvement program. With it, I had hopes of throwing off the
doldrums and becoming a useful person in mew ways, since former
demands were gone.

These are the suggestions my pencil and paper turned out, speak-
ing for my better judgement:

1. I must NEVER again indulge in self-pity. Nothing constructive
comes from this frame of mind—and it frightens away friends.

2. Hadn’t my husband and I started out with just the two of us—
and had a lark at it? We’d do it again.

3. Experts say to develop a hobby. This would take some doing.

4. Through the years I'd felt I should do some sort of service work;
but first duty was toward family, and the organizations (church, school,

11
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etc.) in which they were directly involved. Now, I could take a
careful look at local service groups, or situations that no group touched.
5. Being an introvert by nature, I would make an earnest and con-
tinued effort to modify this condition.

6. These four areas I would attempt to give proper balance in my life:
church, community, home, self.

“Well,” 1 said aloud to myself after looking over the ambitious
program, “looks like you'd better get busy, young lady!” And since
that moment I’ve worked, with more or less success, toward those
aims. My children still hold a top place in my heart, but there’s
room for these other things, too.

Now comes a second confession. It has been a year since that
self-improvement program was inaugurated, and I am thoroughly en-
joying life—more, probably, than at any other time! With the respon-
sibilities of a mother with a growing family suddenly lifted from my
shoulders, I feel light-hearted and gay—almost irresponsible! And
without a shred of guilt, for I had truly done the best I could in caring
for and directing my little ones when they were under my wing.

I have, in the past year:

1. Taken swimming lessons. QOur children can swim like fish, but
I never had the chance to learn. They smile indulgently at this whim.
2. Become somewhat of a contest fan. Among the few prizes won
was a bicycle! I hadn’t used one since childhood, but took right off.
Now I can say, “Look, son, no hands!”

3. Written a smattering of magazine articles—surprising myself as
well as others. I am no sparkling conversationalist, but love to play
with words. This is an outlet.

4. Learned to utterly relax in church, and absorb the stained-glass
atmosphere, sermon, and music—but mostly, the prayer! This is
building up a cherished spiritual reserve.

5. Taken time to appreciate, all over again, my husband’s little
kindly ways that drew me to him many years ago.

6. Helped in the local hospital; wearing one of the cherry-red smocks
of the auxiliary, distributing magazines and books to patients. This
has paid dividends all out of proportion to the work involved!

We visit our children frequently—but briefly. There are so many
things for which to hurry home!

Although I carried with me few
avowed spiritual convictions and
no real sympathy for popular
religious creeds or dogma, I had
the feeling when I set out by my-
self to visit Canterbury cathedral
that I was heading into an ex-
perience of great depth. I had
learned, long before, that basic
elation and awe of the kind which
really saturates one’s mind and
body can be enjoyed only when
venturing alone and undistracted.

As soon as I left my train and
began to walk through the narrow,
winding streets of the town, I
quickly became aware of how
completely the cathedral’s pres-
ence dominated the entire area.
Although at first I saw only frac-
tional views of its gargoyled spires,
it struck me that this huge stone
monument to faith lay there
majestically, like a giant lioness,
with head held high to watch over
her crowded litter of cubs.

I pressed on faster now, past
the famous weavers’ shops, drawn
irresistibly toward my goal. Al-
ready it seemed as though my little
worries and restraints had begun
to fall away like autumn leaves.
Here was I, almost face to face
with one of man’s most beautiful
creations . . . Canterbury! A year
for me was hardly a day in Canter-
bury’s endless span of life. What
mattered my problems? What mat-
tered my hopes and fears now in
the presence of this edifice which

It struck me that this huge
stone monument to Faith,
lay there majestically like
a giant lioness, with head
held high to watch

over her crowded litter

of cubs.

My Gift
from

CANTERBURY

F. Wallace Patch

had watched the contortions of
England and the world for
centuries?

1 hurried along—yet, as I
threaded my way forward, I knew
that I was at the same time re-
treating in fancy into the past.
Victorians, aye, even Elizabethans
in their quaint costumes, seemed
to brush by me in the street be-
cause they, too, had known—and
perhaps still knew—Canterbury’s
inspiring magnificence. = Their
human frames had long since
faded from the scene, even as I,
too, would lose my earthly shape.
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But an aura from the lives of un-
counted pilgrims remained in the
atmosphere where Canterbury still
stood, eternally vigorous, forever
a challenging influence for suc-
ceeding generations.

Then suddenly I came upon the

full reality of Canterbury’s deli-
cately molded mass. Gazing
through seeming eons of time, I
marveled at its imposing refine-
ment: this towering harmony of
arches and spires which reached
into the blue so easily, so simply
that it suggested miracles. The
knowledge that it had been built
and rebuilt, stone by stone, over
nearly 1,000 years charged my
imagination with wonder at the
amazing resourcefulness of men
with faith.

I could almost see them now,
an ant-like army of men scurrying
about, chiseling, shouting, strain-
ing by the score upon crude
wooden levers and derricks until
at last, on a happy day in the
15th century, they stood back and
looked upward, 235 feet upward
into what must have seemed to
them like “outer space”. How they
must have marveled at the fruit of
their efforts! And as I stood now,
even as one of them, I found my-
self wishing that I, too, might have
had a hand in such colossal
creation.

Entering through the main
archway, I ascended steps hollow-
ed deeply by the human tread of

centuries. It was like walking on
antiquity itself, for these very
stones had felt the feet of medieval
kings, of feudal lords and common
folk alike. Within me the present
was rapidly becoming more of a
memory than the past.

Vaguely I gazed down the nave
of Gothic arches which climbed
so breathlessly high above my
head. Along each wall I saw the
tombs of martyrs, reposing in that
stately silence which seems to
speak so eloquently of their deeds.
This was, for sure, a crowded
avenue of history: history testi-
fying to nmankind’s persistent
search for the way of God, all
animated now by shafts of multi-
colored sunshine slanting through
stained glass windows, Canter-
bury’s light-filters of faith.

This weight of time, accom-
panied by a surge of misgivings
about my inadequate personal
philosophy, settled heavily upon
me. I was only dimly aware that
other people were seated nearby.
They were as quiet as sleeping
children. Probably they were
praying, I thought, and began to
wonder whether I should try to do
the same. The great import of my
surroundings was stirring within
me a strange urge, a longing born
of inner emptiness.

Then, from the distant depth
of the chancel, came whispers of
organ music, swelling gradually
to full tones which trembled amid
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Canterbury’s arches, echoing and
re-echoing a compelling musical
story of devotion. As the recital
continued, I gradually lost all
sense of time and physical sur-
roundings.

When at length the music
ceased, I felt as though I had been
awakened from a dream: a sort of
peaceful awareness of the close-
ness of a comforting and guiding
power. Soon the people around
me came alive and began moving
toward the aisles. Reluctantly I
followed them, wishing I might
postpone indefinitely my return to
physical realities.

A little later, however, I began

to realize that my clash with the
contemporary situation wasn’t so
bad after all. Conflict and con-
fusion were minimized because
Canterbury had added something
vital to my life: a spiritual ex-
perience so profound that it
established feelings of inner com-
posure and strength which I had
never known before.

Even though I may never grow
to learn its full meaning, I am now
sure that this gift from Canterbury
will stay with me always, helping
to build my faith. Neither H-
bombs nor missiles, guided or un-
guided, can destroy it.

ST

GOD’S MATHEMATICS
Mrs. P. W. Frank

Reduce me ’till there’s naught divisible,
Enlarge thyself ’till I’'m invisible.



As Power always flows from
the greater to the lesser,
George's source must be great-
er than himself.

My Working FFaith

Michael Bruce

I was an agnostic.

Now, by a double chance, I
believe in God.

I say by a double chance be-
cause, firstly, the man with whom
1 was entombed was a believer.
Secondly, it is largely due to
chance that I am alive at all.

It happéned five years ago when

the three of us, George Warren,

Pete Barker, and I, Chuck Morris,
were hard-rock miners in a north-
ern mine. Pete bragged that he
was an atheist; George often went
to some church and I was an
agnostic—show me and I will
believe.

Neither Pete nor I had any pre-
monition that Thursday was to be
a turning point in our lives.
George was working with us at the
end of the stope, when, with
grinding roar, the roof collapsed
behind us and we were shut in
what seemed likely to be a twenty-
foot-long tomb.
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The power cable had been cut
and our electrical tools were use-
less. But somehow the smaller
wires were intact and we still had
light. In a few minutes, by turn-
ing it on and off, we had com-
munication of a sort with those
outside. In less than an hour we
heard a rescue party working
towards us. It was then our three-
hour ordeal began.

We could see the remaining roof
supports bending with the strain.
The roof was continuing its col-
lapse and every few minutes rock
would fall, sometimes a pebble,
sometimes a ton. At any moment
the whole roof might come down.
We could only watch and wait.

We had waited just over an
hour when Pete’s nerve began to
break.

“My God,” he cried, leaping
up, “why don’t they hurry? Don’t
they know the whole roof is com-
ing down?”
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“Take it easy,” advised George,
lying on the floor. “If they get
rough and hasty, they may jolt
the roof into coming down on us
—and them.”

A half ton boulder fell as he
spoke and Pete sat down, chew-
ing his nails. I was shaking all
over and feeling suffocated. Each
breath was an effort. Only George
seemed unworried.

Pete glared at the fallen rocks
and gnawed his fingers for a few
minutes. Then he sprang up again.

“Why don’t they hurry?” he
yelled. “We’ll be dead before they
reach us at this rate. I don’t want
to die—I’'m not ready to die!”

“No one wants to die,” agreed
George. He seemed quite calm.
“But everyone does. It’s all part
of God’s plan.”

“Plan?” snarled Pete, “What
plan? To kill me before my life’s
half done?”

“Well, it’s just my idea,” ex-
plained George. “We'’re all part
of a plan that’s too big for us to
see. An architect knows the plan
of the whole building, but a plank
doesn’t. But the building would
look pretty awful if there were
only full length, rough planks in
it. I figure we get smoothed out
and made into shape by troubles,
and when we’re the right size,
we're fitted into the plan. We may
be wuseful before we’re fitted
finally, perhaps only as a prop,
but we’re cut to the right length

and fitted into the right place at
the right time.”

His tone was so sure and his
explanation so reasonable that I
felt a sort of peace and assurance,
but not Pete.

“Words,” he shouted, “just
words! When you’re dead, you’re
dead and that’s all there is to it.”
Some rock crashed down. “That’s
why I don’t want to die.”

“I don’t either,” agreed George
again, “but I think you’ve been
considering death too much and
not looking further. Try consider-
ing life. Tell me of something that
has died and not lived again in
some form.”

“How do you mean?” I asked.
George’s calm assurance, that
seemed to come from a deep
source of power, fascinated me.

“Material bodies die and rot,”
he answered, “and later form
living stuff in plants and animals.
Why should our life power, soul
—spirit—whatever you want to
call it—do the same? It’s not
material like our bodies, so why
should it even change? Why make
an exception of it and have it die
permanently?”’

Pete dropped back and hid his
face on his arms, shivering.

I looked at him and suddenly
realized that I had stopped shak-
ing and was breathing easily. I
stared at my hands—my living
flesh—and pictured it going on.

George lay quietly on the floor,



