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FAITH PRESSED THROUGH

by VANCE HAVNER

The Lord Jesus was on His way
to the house of Jairus. A multitude
of people thronged Him on every
side. In the midst of the crowd
was a poor woman who suffered
from a three-fold adversity. She
had an incurable disease; she had
spent all she had on physicians,
and was worse instead of better;
and she was ceremonially unclean.

In such a miserable condition
she had become desperate. Some-
thing HAD to be done. She heard
that Jesus was passing by. She re-
solved: “I must get through to
him. I cannot go on like this.
I have tried the doctors, I have
spent my money, I am dying by

TO JESUS

degrees. I must elbow my way in-
to His presence. It is my last
chance, it is do or die!”

So, human extremity became
God’s opportunity. The best thing
that can happen to any of us is
to be reduced to HOLY DES-
PERATION. It is only then that
we press through to Jesus. So
long as we have health and friends
and money and a position, we do
not feel any particular need of
the Lord. Most of us, like Jacob,
must be “left alone” at some Jab-
bok, with all earthly props knock-
ed out, before we reach real
power with God and men. At the
breaking point of desperation we
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usually do one of two things: we
commit suicide, or we get right
with God.

Many a soul has sat in the zero
hour of desperation with despair
back of him, despair around him
and only one possible hope left
—a bold venture of faith straight
ahead, apparently into the jaws of
death. But out of that blackest
hour he has risen, asking, “Why
sit I here until I die?” and has
marched straight ahead to find
that God has gone before, de-
feated the enemy, and left the
spoils of victory to him who fares
forth by faith to find them.

It may be a blessing sometimes
to reach the bitter extremity where
one would as soon be dead as to
go on like that.

In some such spirit this poor,
wretched woman resolved to press
through to Jesus. Desperation is
not enough: she had FAITH. She
believed that if she could get
through to Jesus she would be
healed. It may have been a very
imperfect faith, but it is not the
quality or the quantity of faith
that matters most; it is the object
of faith. If we believe enough to
press through all obstacles and
touch the hem of His garment we
shall be blessed as though we
had all the faith in the world. As
a matter of fact, the woman had
more faith than she thought. She
came “fearing and trembling,” but
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our Lord said, “Thy faith hath
made thee whole.” She got through
to Jesus, and that is what matters!
It is not great faith, but faith in
a great Christ.

But, mind you, it was faith that
PRESSED THROUGH TO
JESUS. There is where we fail
today. We let the crowd get be-
tween us and Him. We press
through to some book or favorite
teacher or doctrine, but we do not
press through to Him. According
to the Gospels, those who got
the greatest blessings were those
who went to greatest pains to get
through to Jesus; for instance, the
paralytic who was let down
through the roof. There was an-
other crowd, but this man had
friends who were determined
somehow to press into the pres-
ence of the Lord. There would
be more miracles today if more
of us dared tear up the roofs of
the customary and conventional to
reach Jesus.

Mind you, this woman was shy
and timid. She was not in the
habit of elbowing her way through
the crowds. But when we are des-
perate enough, we will do any-
thing to get through to relief.
Our Lord said, “If any man thirst,
let him come unto me and drink.”
We have never put enough em-
phasis upon that word, “thirst.”
Casually wanting a drink of water
is not thirsting. When we really
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thirst, water MUST be had, and
we will drive through any ob-
stacle to get it if it is to be had.
Christians do not drink of the Liv-
ing Water of the Spirit because
there is no burning, feverish, con-
suming thirst after God. We read
about the fulness of the Spirit,
hear about it, pay preachers to
tell about it, but the average
Christian is only mildly interested
— the whole subject is simply one
of those polite topics for pleasant
after-dinner conversation. There
is no driving, desperate sense of
need such as drove this poor sick
woman to press through to Jesus.

She not only pressed through;
she TOUCHED Him. He asked,
“Who touched me?” The disciples
thought it a strange thing to ask.
“In such a crowd with everybody
pressing you, how can you ask,
‘Who touched me?”” Ah, but
there was only one who really
TOUCHED Him that day. Many
people jostled Him, crowded Him,

thronged Him, but only one
touched Him.

Whatever the need is, press
through to Jesus! Some have been
saved, but need another touch,
not for salvation but for power.
Some, like the blind man whom
Jesus healed, have had one touch
and see “men as trees walking”;
they live in a fog. They need an-
other touch from the Lord. What-
ever the need, pass through and
you will find that “as many as
touched him were made whole”
(Mark 6:56).

Mind you, this woman did not
ask the Lord to touch her; SHE
TOUCHED HIM. Some have
been waiting for years for God to
touch them in some mysterious ex-
perience or feeling. But Jesus of
Nazareth is passing by, and you
have only to press through and
humbly touch Him. “Lord, I touch
Thee; I take Thee, I trust, Thee;
I thank Thee,”—make that your
experience! Press through to Jesus!

o

GOD’S BEAUTY

Clara Johnston Pierce

He draws near to God
Who stops to note
The beauty deep within
A lily’s throat.




“We must commit ourselves in a leap of faith.”
“I stumbled on this secret quite by accident.”

“Commit Thy Way Unto the Lord ™

DURING RECENT WARS a
Biblical term came to be widely
used. It was the word “commit.”
A lieutenant committed himself
and his men to battle. The term
signified an act of decisive im-
portance. It involved no halfway
measure, no turning back. It was
a bid to influence destiny. All
that had gone before was wrapped
up in it; life itself was laid in the
balance. This is the quality of the
Psalmist’s counsel: “Commit thy
way unto the Lord.” Our whole
knowing, hoping, believing, willing,
concerned, and feeling self, with
all its aspiration and all its des-
pair, is placed in trust. It is an
absolute transfer to one who “is
able to bear that which we commit
unto him,” in the words of Paul.
Commitment is to God—not to
the church, not to the Bible, but
to him in whom alone life can
find meaning, purpose. Arthur
Miller, the author of Death of
a Salesman and other plays, says
the symbolic meaning of a char-
acter is determined for him by the

kind of commitment he makes to
life or refuses to make. In all
Miller’s writing he seeks for the
“moment of commitment” when a
man separates himself from other
men, when he chooses his own
star out of “a sky full of stars.”
In a world as full of ideas, chal-
lenges, and options as the sky is
full of stars, life is too short for
us to probe all possibilities, travel
everywhere, consider everything.
So we must choose; we must com-
mit ourselves in a leap of faith.
We stumble down life’s enigmatic
and dangerous path in uncertainty
and loneliness, since we have not
come this way before and shall
not come this way again. We can-
not explore all the byways to make
sure of our bearings. But we can
commit our way unto the Lord,
who committed himself on our be-
half in Christ Jesus, who went
before us, bearing a cross.

“The steps of a good man are
ordered by the Lord: and he
delighteth in his way.” Ps. 37:23

Reprinted from The Christian Century, Sept. 3, 1958. Copyright by The
Christian Foundation and used by permission.
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McCrea himself has never
made the gossip columns.
He and his wife Frances have
been married twenty years,

a happy time without benefit
of headlines.

Duane Valentry

“The steps of a good man are
ordered by the Lord: and he de-
lighteth in his way.” Ps. 37:23

It was a dinner to raise money
and the long basement room was
filled with men and boys, all vol-
unteer Y. M. C. A. workers. They
had prepared the dinner them-
selves and everything had gone
fine. Now they pushed back chairs
in an attitude of expectancy, to
hear their guest of honor, the tall,
tanned man who had risen to
speak to them. It wasn’t every
day they could hear a movie star
make a speech—wasn’t every day
you’d find a movie star eating at
a friendly church supper, for that
matter!

“From the time I first stepped
inside the Y as a kid,” said Joel
McCrea, “I was impressed by the
atmosphere of the place and the
type of fellows in the organization.
After my college days I belonged
to the Hollywood Y. M. C. A.

Joel McCrea
Lives

His Faith

and played handball and volley
ball. It’s a great place for any-
body, not only for boys who might
otherwise get into trouble, but also
for those of us with other inter-
ests.”

Listeners applauded. This was
just what they thought about the
Y themselves. They listened
thoughtfully, then, when McCrea
went on to quote from Scripture,
as though he knew the words and
had absorbed their meaning well.

“All things were made by Him;
and without Him was not any-
thing made that was made . . .”

At the end of his brief but
inspiring speech, Joel McCrea
started the campaign rolling with
a good-sized check of his own.
Members called the ensuing drive
one of the most successful they
had ever had.

If a project is worthy and there
is not going to be any fanfare
connected with it, this actor will

5
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usually be found taking time out
to lend his aid as he did at the
church affair, an event that was
big in nobody’s book but the in-
terested church and Y members.

With two boys of his own soon
turning adult, McCrea meant his
words about the Y. A church-goer
and Bible reader, he has raised
his own youngsters in an atmos-
phere where Christian principles
are the foundation stone. And he
has tried to set an example in his
long and successful career that
they could be proud of . . . not
always simple legerdemain in the
quixotic business of making mov-
ies.

There was the time the stalwart
star caused much eye-raising in
Hollywood by turning down a role
offered him opposite Lana Turner.
Along with it went a salary of
something like $100,000.

Joel said no. To him neither
the role nor the money offered
any real temptation, since the part
was one he considered unsavory,
that of a married man in love with
a young girl. This wasn’t the kind
of thing the people who go to
see McCrea pictures expect, and
he wasn’t going to disappoint
them. Neither was it the kind of
role he wanted his sons to see
him fill.

More to his liking was the role
of Parson Brown in “Stars In My
Crown,” the story of a two-fisted
pastor of Civil War days who

Summer

brought law and order to a law-
less town at the war’s end. Mc-
Crea used his six-shooters when
necessary and led his congregation
rousingly in the singing of hymns.
Joel liked the picture, so did his
fans in every age group, and it
received commendations from
church and P. T. A. groups.

To this man who works so well
from a saddle, the feel of open
spaces and clean living comes
naturally. His grandfather, Major
Albert Whipple, traveled west in
a covered wagon with the Forty-
niners. Major John McCrea, an-
other grandfather, fought off
Apaches and drove stagecoaches
with General Phineas Banning.
But it was homespun humorist
Will Rogers who decided Joel’s
way of life for him.

As a teenager growing up in
a Hollywood environs, he often
had parts in movies and planned
to make acting his career. He
learned to ride for his roles at a
riding academy and now had a
contract. Proudly he showed it to
Rogers.

“Listen, son,” Rogers told Joel,
“you can make money and spend
it on houses and fancy dodads or
you can put every cent you make
into something real, like land.”

The boy took the advice. Today
he spends most of his off-screen
time working his immense ranch
in Ventura County, California,
bought over the years, and he’d
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give any boy the same advice
Rogers gave him. In more than
twenty years as a favorite on the
screen he has seen a lot of stars
come and go, some of them with
little to show for their days of
fame. And he’s stayed with the
kind of part that made him fa-
mous.

“I'm a cowboy at heart,” he
claims, “and I think it comes over
on the screen. Why should I knock
myself out playing dudes?”

For his role as Parson Brown,
McCrea broke in some iron-stiff
dungarees of the period by riding
his own acres in them. As an
actor, he usually has one eye cock-
ed on the sky watching the
weather, and will indulge in farm
talk rather than film gossip any
time.

McCrea himself has never made
the gossip columns. He and his
wife Frances have been married
twenty years, a long and happy

time without benefit of headlines.

That he relies constantly on
God for guidance in his affairs,
McCrea does not conceal. Prayer
is natural to him and he credits
his stable and prosperous career
to the faith that has sufficed him.

As a young newsboy, Joel used
to hurl his newspapers with a
special twist onto the porch of
William S. Hart, the cowboy of
silent films. Of all the homes he
serviced, this was his favorite,
because here lived the big kind
of man he wanted to be.

That was more than a childish
hankering, for it was the very sort
of man he was to become. A man
who would stand for straight-
shooting all his days, who would
not be afraid to stand up for what
he believed in, no matter what
the cost.

A man who would read the
Bible even more easily than he
read a script.

Czo

Though we travel the world over to find the beautiful, we must carry

it with us or we find it not.

Emerson
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CLIFFORD H. RICHMOND

“

- - - - at present you are tem-
porarily harassed by all kinds of
trials and temptations. This is no
accident—it happens to prove
your faith, which is infinitely more
valuable than gold, and gold as
yvou know, even though it is ulti-
mately perishable, must be puri-
fied by fire.”—I1 Peter 1:6, 7.
(Phillips)

There is a certain Rhythm in
Life which, if we recognize it and
live in accord with it, will make
Life rich, joyous and exhilarating;
but, if we resist it, then almost
anything can happen. We become
sick, discouraged, unhappy and
frustrated. The Way of Life was
never meant to be always smooth.
“] have my ups and downs,” we
hear people say. That’s a part of
the Rhythm of Life. Life is a mat-
ter of the rising and setting of the
sun; the waxing and waning of the
moon; the ebbing and flowing of
the tides; the crest and trough of
the waves; mountains and valleys;
seedtime and harvest; sunshine
and rain; heat and cold, etc. Some-
one has put it this way: “Many
of us keep struggling for an un-
troubled and secure life; assum-
ing that the underlying structure
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of ‘normal’ life should be calm
and untroubled. But life is not like
that. Storm and struggle, wind and
wave; these are much more ‘nor-
mal’ than an undisturbed calm.
The fishermen who go down to
the sea know this. Seldom do they
lift their nets from a placid sur-
face. Normal weather for them
includes wind and turbulence; the
usual environment of the sea. So
also are turbulence and struggle

the natural course of all life in.

this restless ever-changing uni-
verse. The calmness and security
we seek are only obtainable with-
in ourselves, won by gaining the
assurance that we can, like the
fishermen, do our work in the
midst of whatever storms may
come. It is the assurance of
strength, the calmness of faith,
cultivated by our close relation-
ship to the Great Master of wind
and wave.”

Life would be very monotonous,
dull and disappointing without this
Rhythm. Take the countryside,
for example. It is the hills and
valleys which make it beautiful.
To me, flat country is very un-
interesting. I was born and grew
to manhood in Southern New Jer-
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sey, which is very flat and sandy
terrain. I'll never forget as long
as I live the thrill which came to
me the first day I arrived at West-
ern Maryland College. After we
had registered, 1 walked out on
the hill back of the college and
looked off across the landscape
upon the most beautiful sight 1
had ever seen. There were lovely
green valleys, tree-studded hills
and beyond them “the moun-
tains,” so blue and lovely in the
silver and gold of the setting sun.
I was spell-bound. I stood there
for a long time and worshipped!
We appreciate and enjoy life
through these contrasts. We en-
joy food because we get hungry.
We appreciate water because we
become thirsty. We are thankful
for rest because we get tired.
One of our main difficulties is
that we give more attention to
the “downs” of life than we do to
the “ups.” If there are “downs”
in life, there are also “ups.” If
there are valleys there are also
mountains. If there is rain, there
is also sunshine. If there is Dark,
there is also Dawn. If there is
sorrow, there is also joy. If there
are disappointing people, there
are also wonderful people. We
need to concentrate on the good
things and minimize the bad
things. As a popular song of some-
time ago put it: “Accentuate the
Positive and eliminate the Nega-
tive.” If we were perfectly fair

about this I am sure most of us
would have to admit that Life has
been pretty good to us.

In any event, if we take the
right attitude toward Life, we
need to realize that EVERY-
THING makes its contribution to
our best welfare! If you are in
a boat on the ocean, whether you
are on the crest or in the trough
of the wave, you are being carried
toward your destination. So, if you
love God and trust Him, ever-
seeking to be obedient to His
Holy Will, whether you are on
the crests or in the troughs of
waves on the Sea of Life, whether
you are in joy or sorrow; sickness
or health; success or failure, you
are being carried forward on the
bosom of God’s Eternal Purpose
for your Life and ALL IS WELL!
As Peter said in the text of the
morning: “The trials and tempta-
tions of Life are no accident.
They are not intruders, but are
here to purify your faith and re-
sult in the salvation of your soul.”
Do not resist them. In God’s
Hands they are your friends and
will MAKE LIFE SING!

Thinking of crabs, makes me
think of the oyster. Here is an
oyster, lying on the bottom of the
Chesapeake, perfectly content. It
isn’t bothering anyone. All at
once, a bit of sand finds its way
into its shell and begins to irritate
the oyster and destroy its peace.
Now the oyster, if it were human,
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might resist this bit of sand, treat
it as an intruder and begin to
indulge in self-pity. “Why did this
have to happen to me?” it might
ask. “Among all the oysters on
the bed of the Chesapeake why
was I picked for this experience?”
Or, the oyster could become stoi-
cal about it all and say: “Well,
it’s my lot. I'll grin and bear it.
My head is bloody but unbowed!”
Or, the oyster might become bit-
ter and cynical and say: “There
is no justice in life.” The oyster,
however, doesn’t indulge in self-
pity, or become stoical or bitter.
It accepts the bit of sand as a part
of the Rhythm of Life and begins
to coat it around with a milky
substance, until finally we have a
beautiful Pearl.

What a lesson for us! Sooner
or later some soul-shaking exper-
ience comes our way to disturb
our Peace and Serenity. Now, we
can either indulge in Self-pity and
ask: “Why did this have to hap-
pen to me? What have I done to
deserve this?” Or, we can “grit
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our teeth” and make the best of
it. Or, we can become bitter and
cynical and say: “There is no
God. There is no purpose in liv-
ing.” Or, we can recognize it as
part of the Rhythm of Life. We
can see God’s Hand in it, and let
Him surround it with His Love,
Wisdom, and Grace until finally,
He makes out of it a lovely Pearl!

Did it ever strike you as signifi-
cant that Heaven is spoken of as
having “Pearly” Gates? Pearls are
made through irritation and pain.
Likewise Heaven is mainly ex-
perienced through suffering and
pain. How appropriate therefore
that its Gates should be “Pearl.”
In the Book of Revelation it
speaks of the great multitude in
Heaven in these words: “These
are they which came out of great
tribulation and have washed their
robes and made them white in
the blood of the Lamb.”

SO IF YOU WANT TO SING,
LET GOD WRITE THE MUSIC
ACCORDING TO HIS OWN
CELESTIAL RHYTHM.

The
Invisible Shield
of

Protection

John Hamma

The textile processing plant’s
grimy windows cast the light of
the dying day across the now silent
cloth-shrinking machines. The
plant foreman, three maintenence
men and I had stayed after work-
ing hours to attend to the oiling
and cleaning of these machines,
a job which could not be done
during the busy production hours
of our plant.

Above us on the west wall the
rotor blades of a giant ventilating
fan stood silent and still, its power
cut; the hot air from the city
streets streamed through the out-
side grid turning the air around
us into a hot moist river that made
our faces sweat.

From two hundred feet of loft

floor that was between us, the
foreman shouted to me to turn
on the fan.

I walked over to the switch box
and threw the switch in on posi-
tion. The big motor hummed but
it could not drive the blades until
I moved a lever from its neutral
position into drive.

I had my hand on this lever
when suddenly I checked my mo-
tion. My eyes without a conscious
reason looked up at the fan and
fear was a dry circle in my mouth.

Standing on a platform above
my head with half of his body
between the blades while he clean-
ed and oiled the motor was one
of our maintenance crew.

The sudden impulse that had
stayed my hand and caused my
eyes to look up had saved me
from killing a man.

My 1938 Plymouth rolled into
the twisting road that is the en-
trance to the west shore of Lake
Hopatcong. My foot automatically
touched the brake to slow speed.
There was no resistance to my
pressure on the pedal, no check to
the forward motion of the car. I
was driving without brakes for my
emergency was never any good.

I wasn’t concerned. It had hap-
pened before and I had used first
and second gear to brake the for-
ward motions of the wheels. Then,
too, it was late at night in the off
season; thus, it would not be un-
usual to drive an empty road for
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the three miles between me and
home.

I had covered two of those
miles without incident when like
a flicker of lightning a car backed
out of a parking lot of a lakeside
restaurant completely blocking the
road. A split second of action
was between me and disaster.

Involuntarily my hands turned
the steering wheel guiding the Ply-
mouth off the road through the
parking lot without touching a
parked car and back on the road
again, a road that was now free
before me.

I had come out of an office
building in Newark and was ap-
proaching the wide crossing at
Broad Street and Park Place. My
mind was so preoccupied with
business problems that I was ob-
livious to the pattern of the traffic
around me.

My foot hit the curbing and I
automatically started to step off.
It was then that a hand suddenly
grasped my shoulder checking my
forward motion. Where I was
stepping, a car, in a hurry to
make the green lights of cross-
town traffic, hurtled past.

I don’t know who pulled me
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back to the safety of the side walk.
For the faces in the crowd were
unemotional. But I do know that,
but for that quick hand, I would
have at the least settled for a
hospital bed and at the worst the
morgue.

These incidents I have related,
although happening at different
times and places, have one thread
weaving them together.

The hand that stayed my hand
on the lever of the fan, that turn-
ed my hand on the wheel of the
Plymouth, pulled me back to the
safety of the Newark Streets was
the hand of God.

I state this without explanation.
I was not going to attempt to
equate it with intelligent twentieth
century reasoning. For twentieth
century reasoning has created a
forest of facts based on exper-
iences of sight and sound and
sense. Millions of words are need-
ed to explain man-made things
and situations.

Just two words are needed to
explain God-made things like the
invisible shield that protected me
from disaster.

I Believe.

“I ALWAYS START
WITH A PRAYER OF
THANKS.”

L akssimceosbniaseeie coasinielstiaiity .

She Makes Herselt Happy

Phyllis W. Heald

“Hello,” 1 called through the
open door of my neighbor’s house.

“Hello,” she answered cheer-
fully. “Come on in and have some
coffee.”

“Why are fat people always so
jolly?” I thought irritably as I
joined Mary Goddard in her sunny
kitchen nook. I was feeling rather
low myself—having burnt the
toast at breakfast, I had taken
my anger out on the family. Little
Janey had left for school with
tears in her eyes.

“Thanks,” I sat down and ex-
plained my early visit. “I tried to
phone you a little while ago to
see if you wanted to shop this
morning. I couldn’t get any an-
swer yet I knew you were here
because I’d heard you say good-
bye to your husband when he
left.”

Mary Goddard smiled and nod-
ded as she filled a cup for me. “I
heard it ring. But I was busy

making myself happy and couldn’t
answer it.”

“You were—WHAT?” 1 ex-
claimed. Then realizing how rude
my amazement must sound, I add-
ed, “Making yourself happy!
What do you mean?”

“I guess it does sound funny.”
Mary Goddard sat down across
the table from me. “But honestly
I can’t think of any other way to
describe it. I was doing just that
—making myself happy. I do it
every morning. It is part of my
getting ready for the day, like—"
she hesitated then waved her hand
to indicate the attractive, neat
room, “—Ilike cleaning my house.”

“Well,” I said, settling back,
“te]ll me more. I've known of
people making themselves clean,
beautiful, even intelligent, but this
is the first time I ever heard any-
one could make herself happy.”

“That’s the trouble,” Mary
Goddard answered. “We all treat
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happiness like the weather. We
talk about it but believe we can’t
do anything about it. And that’s
wrong. Happiness is a state of
mind and we think ourselves into
it even though there seems no
special reason to be happy.”

“How?” I asked.

“Well, my method is simple. I
just take fifteen minutes every
morning after Jack and the chil-
dren leave, sip a cup of coffee
and think of all the good and
wonderful things in this world. I
start right at the top with God in
Heaven, and come down the line
to the beauty He has given us on
this earth. I think of the love he
has made us capable of giving
and receiving. I think about
friends and I think about places
I’d like to visit.” She looked at
me with shining eyes. “There is
so much to make us happy when
we stop and think about it, isn’t
there?”

“Why—why—yes,” 1 answered.
“There really is when you stop
to think about it.” Then I added,
“I don’t have room for any happy
thoughts this morning. It’s a real
blue Monday. Besides being wash-
day, its the first of the month and
the mail will be full of bills. Then,
Jim and I having nothing interest-
ing lined up for the whole week.
As I look ahead it is just house-
work all day followed by unexcit-
ing evenings at home. Now tell
me, how could I take fifteen min-
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utes and build up a bunch of
happiness from that?”

“I can’t tell you how. You'll
have to figure that for yourself.
But I will say, if you think about
it I believe you'll find you have an
awful lot to be happy over.”

I nodded, realizing of course
that what she said was true. But
I still couldn’t understand how
anyone could sit down feeling de-
pressed and get up fifteen minutes
later feeling happy when nothing
had happened to change things.
Finally I asked, “What were you
thinking about this morning at the
time I tried to phone you?”

“It may sound a little silly, but
when you called I was swimming
around in the loveliest blue lagoon
somewhere in the South seas. I
don’t know the exact spot,” she
apologized.

I had to laugh, “How’d you
ever think of that?”

“Oh it came about quite natur-
ally. You see I always start with
a prayer of thanks for things that
1 have—my husband, my boys,
my home and health. After that
I happened to glance out of the
window and saw the petunias.
And I began to wonder how many
millions of flowers there must
be blooming all over the world at
this very minute. I thought what
fun it would be to live where
you could pick orchids, and hibis-
cus and gardenias and have them
in the house all the time. From
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there I just drifted to the tropical
islands where they grow. It was
all beautiful and romantic until
I visualized myself in a sarong.
Then I had to laugh out loud.”
She looked at me and grinned.
“But I did enjoy all the fresh
fruit and the water was wonder-
ful!” She sighed happily. “It really
was a delightful experience.”

“But,” I said, “wasn’t it an
awful come-down to stop dream-
ing and come back to reality?
Wouldn’t it make you more de-
pressed than ever?”

Mary Goddard looked at me
in surprise. “That is reality. I'm
not making up fairy tales. Those
places exist and people live there
just as you and I live here. It’s
true I'm not there doing what I
have been imagining. But the
point is such places exist—‘the
world is so full of a number of
things-, »

“But they are thousands of
miles away. What happiness is
there in dreaming about some
place you’ll never see?”

“How do you know I'll never
see it? Isn’t that building up un-
necessary handicaps? There is no
reason for anyone to say ‘I can’t
do this’ or ‘I can never do that.
Life is filled with miracles. Why
not believe all wonderful things
are possible. Why not concentrate
on the best side of life. We human
beings cannot see everything, hear
everything, or know everything

and so long as we have to make
a selection why not choose the
loveliest? Why look at the gutter
when the stars shine above? Why
listen to obscene words when the
songs of birds can be heard? And
why get irritated at little things
when there are so many big things
to enjoy and admire?”

As Mary Goddard talked I re-
membered those pieces of burnt
toast still in my kitchen sink.
And as I saw the absurdity of my
anger I thought, “How silly can
you get?”

“You’re right,” I agreed. “It
would do us all good to take time
off to stop and wonder at the
wonders that surround us.” I got
up to leave. “Thanks for the cof-
fee and honestly, I have enjoyed
this talk. I'm going right home
and see if I can—make myself
happy.” Then I added apologetic-
ally, “I really didn’t mean you
could never go to the South seas.
I spoke without thinking. I'm sure
youwll get there some day.”

Mary Goddard walked with me
to the door. “Thanks. And I'm
glad you came in. I'll be ready
to go shopping whenever you are.”
Then she added, “If I ever do go
to the South seas I promise to
send you a snapshot of me taken
in a sarong—maybe even danc-
ing"!

We both laughed.

And I was still laughing at the
mental picture of Mary Goddard
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dressed in a bright red costume
doing a native dance as I picked
up the pieces of burnt toast and
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dropped them into the garbage
pail.

Fmgmnce

Inez Brasier

The mint beside the garden path,

When crushed by careless foot,
Yields perfume sweet.
Do I such loveliness dispense

To all along my way
When ills I meet?

“So long as any man’s ‘success’ appears to be conditioned by another’s
‘failure’ just so long will human relations remain poisoned.”

G. W. Hartman

MY FAITH
IS ONLY

SIX YEARS OLD

In the distance the sirens sound-
ed. I could hear them coming
closer and closer. Finally they
stopped in front of our house.
This time the sirens were coming
because of me. This time I didn’t
have to wonder what errand of
mercy the squad was going to
perform. They were on their way
to save me, if this was possible.

As I lay on the couch, looking
up at the ceiling, trying hard to
breathe, I prayed. I didn’t pray
for God NOT to take me. I didn’t
pray for this not to be my last
minute. What I did pray for was
the strength to go out of this world
like a human being, not any less.
To conduct myself with courage,
not to disgrace myself as a human.
For a former coward, this was
quite a mouthful to pray for.

You see, my faith is only six
years old. For many years, I had
thought of myself as an atheist.
There just wasn’t any God as far

ONLY SIX SHORT YEARS OF FAITH
TRANSFORMED ME FROM THE
COWARDLIEST COWARD OF THEM
ALL, TO ONE WITH A FAITH WITH-
OUT MEASURE.

NANCY

CHANDLER

as I was concerned and I would
read anything that was printed
in this vein to prove to myself
that I was truly right.

Due to circumstances which are
too long and involved to go into,
I was forced to find God. I was
thirty-eight then. In my younger
days I had always hoped that at
sixty or seventy years of age I
would find a faith. I didn’t think
I would but it would be nice, I
thought, before I died, to believe
in a hereafter. I thought sincerely,
“That is why older people have
a belief—through fear!”

Six years ago I began my faith
by saying, thank you, God, at the
end of each day. The people who
were helping me to help myself
told me to do this. They told me
to have an open mind and even
tho I didn’t believe, to say thank
you and with these simple every-
day words would come faith.

Every night I did as I was told.
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