14 FALL 1960

' Personal Experiences In Christian Living

” Marcus .
& BaCh s |

COMPASSIONATE -
| .‘ﬁEAﬁHER s

RELIGION &

9 ROCKETEERS

Avustin Pardue




® EDITOR

NORMAN K. ELLIOTT

® ASSOCIATE EDITOR

RUBY ROSKILLY

® CONTRIBUTING EDITORS

MARGUERITTE HARMON BRO
RALPH SPAULDING CUSHMAN
STARR DAILY

ALLAN A. HUNTER

FRANK C. LAUBACH

STELLA TERRILL MANN
KERMIT OLSEN

AUSTIN PARDUE

NORMAN VINCENT PEALE
WINFRED RHOADES

AGNES SANFORD

EDITORIAL AND BUSINESS OFFICES

1571 GRAND AVENUE
SAINT PAUL 5, MINNESOTA

SUBSCRIPTION RATES

$2.00 for one year
$5.00 for three years
$ .50 a copy

MANUSCRIPTS

Manuscripts should be double spaced, typed,

and should always carry return postage.
We cannot assume responsibility for un-

so!icited_ manuscripts. We welcome such
manuscripts however. Manuscripts that we
cannot use will be returned to the writer

when accompanied by return postage.

THE COVER

Dr. Marcus Bach was ordained
to the ministry and served
churches for some years. His in-
terest in others and in othes
groups soon had him travelling
all over this country and then
around the world to understand
the faith of others. This resulted
in many books of intense inter
est. His approach is not that of
the critic who is attempting
prove his own group right to the
exclusion of other groups. Rathes
it is to try and understand the
faith of others from their own
experience and point of view
Some of his books are: Major
Religions of the World, Adves
tuves in Faith, They have Found
a Faith, Faith of My Friends
God and the Soviets, Strange Al
tars and Circle of Faith, His
a friendly, universal spirit that
helps bring the world together

Second class postage paid at St. Paul. Minn. and Waseca, Minn.

Clear Horizons

VOLUME 21
NUMBER 2

Faith, hope and love are very im-
portant, but the greatest of these
1s love.

Religion & Rockereers

Austin Pardue

Suppose that a party, having
traveled by rocket from a distant
planet, should land at the Greater
Pittsburgh Airport. Suppose that
these Rocketeers proved they were
friends, not enemies, and that Pitts-
burgh’s Mayor Lawrence agreed
to get together a committee to
show them around. Suppose fur-
ther—on the grounds that no peo-
ple have ever been known to be
without some kind of faith—that
the Rocketeers were deeply inter-
ested in our religion.

Imagine Mayor Lawrence ask-
ing Roman Catholic Bishop Dear-
den, Methodist Bishop Wicke, and
Episcopal Bishop Pardue to serve

as a committee to explain Chris-
tianity to the Rocketeers. Imagine
all three of us being willing to co-
operate in making this presenta-
tion. And imagine the three of us
agreeing to a statement that we
worship a God-man named Jesus
Christ who gave His life to teach
us that God is love and that we
must love one another in thought,
word and deed.

Without a doubt, each one of
us would try to press the claims
of his own Church, but the Rock-
eteers would be too smart to get
involved in problems of theology,
history, apostolic order, and Bib-
lical authority. Instead, they would

From The Diocesan Church News, March, 1958. Used by permission.
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Without a doubt, they would pro-

our respective churches, but who

Boxes such as they had noticed in

Boxes in the Diocese of Pitts-
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press on to essentials—of which found large numbers of us who ‘ cordingly, they fashioned their and peered into it to take note of

the chief is the meaning of love. were members in good standing of paper drinking-cups into Mite what was being done with Mite
l

ceed with questions which would
lead us to I Corinthians 13.

On the basis of the Epistle for
Quinquagesima, the three bishops
would say to the Rocketeers that
love suffers long, and is kind; love
envies not; love vaunts not itself,
is not easily provoked; thinks no
evil, rejoices not in iniquities, but
in the truth. The Rocketeers
would be told further that faith,
hope, and love are very important,
but that the greatest of these is
love.

Let us assume that everything
we have been imagining actually
happened; and now let us watch
the Rocketeers once they have
taken leave of the Committee on
Christianity and have looked
around for themselves.

Visiting various churches, and
getting to know a number of in-
dividual Christians, the Rocketeers
found their contacts with Chris-
tianity an impressive—and at the
same time a puzzling, and often
depressing—experience. Some
parishes were seen as a fellowship
of love, and some individuals re-
vealed themselves as possessing a
saintly character. But other parish-
es showed themselves to be hot-
beds of animosity in spite of
splendid liturgical renditions of
their belief in the love-principle.
What is more, the Rocketeers

harbored attitudes of hatred, re-
sentment, jealousy, hardness of
heart, and vindictiveness. They
found professed Christians living
in unheard of luxury but caring
little or nothing for vast masses of
people who lived in filth, disease,
and starvation.

At a farewell banquet given in
their honor in Washington, the
Rocketeers were asked their
opinion of the religion of the earth
people; and though they phrased
their remarks courteously, they
left the impression that in far too
many instances the earthlings had
made a sad mess of the sublime
revelation they had been given, for
there was such a gulf between
theory and practice. However, the
Rocketeers went on to say that on
their return to their own planet
they were planning to introduce
the religion of love as the answer
to all their problems, and on the
homeward flight they were going
to try to work out many correct-
ives which would bridge the gap
between ideals and failure in prac-
tice.

As they soared through outer
space, their ship powered by an ef-
ficient atomic mechanism, the
Rocketeers decided that the first
step in putting love into practice
would be to adopt a plan for gen-
erous and systematic giving. Ac-

the Diocese of Pittsburgh, and
with them began a fund to be used
to evangelize their own planet and
other planets as well. They look-
ed on their Mite Boxes as symbols
of love in action.

As the Rocketeers discussed
their Mite Boxes, one of their
number took up an Observascope

burgh, and what did he see? . . .
Mite Boxes empty, or containing
only grudging offerings? . . . Mite
Boxes full to overflowing with love
offerings for the extension of
Christ's work abroad and at
home? The answer was and is in
your hands and mine. NOW!

G o

Exchange With God

Enola Chamberlin

With every mauve-pale dawn I bow—

An ardent devotee—

And ask that through the day God lend
Part of Himself to me.

And then when nighttime walks the land,
And distant hills are dim,

I kneel and thank Him for the day

And give myself to Him.



No alcoholic is hopeless,
but must be helped again
and again, until, through
another’s faith in him,

self-confidence is restored.

THE

FELLOWSHIP

OF THE
POWERLESS

Arthur D. Pratt, Jr.

I awake crowded between two
piles of lumber in a lumber yard
located on the Baltimore water-
front. I am sick; I am shaking
convulsively. The last incident I
can remember is having taken a
drink in a hotel bar in Buffalo, N.
Y. Since then—complete black-
out. What has happened to my
wife and kids? Did I commit any
crimes or run down anyone with
my automobile after 1 left the
hotel bar? I am broke, violently
ill, and in a strange city. Where
can I go? What can I do? I am
not fit to walk the streets, shaking
as I am.

A brother alcoholic on the lum-
ber pile with me asks, “Why don’t
we go to one of the Flynn
Houses?”

4

“WHAT ARE THE FLYNN
HOUSES?”

Flynn Christian Fellowship
Houses are made up of eight homes
in Baltimore, Maryland; one in
Norfolk, Virginia. They are man-
aged, staffed, and largely financed
by homeless alcoholics whose lives
are dedicated to helping and serv-
ing those who still suffer—as they
too once suffered. Approximately
twenty persons reside in each of
these communities.

Membership is automatic to the
sick alcoholic coming off the
street, or to those released from
the City Jail. A sick and lonely
man or woman seeking aid need
only enter a Flynn House to ac-
quire “a sense of belonging.”
Rarely is anyone turned down for
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there is “always room for onc
more,” be it for only a night or
two of repose on a downstairs sofa
or easy chair. Upon recovery from
the “‘shakes™ (alcoholic tremors)
and the feeling of lonely destitu-
tion, the new brother is asked to
seek employment and pay a fee
of $15.00 weekly for room and
board. Thus, from the very begin-
ning, the new man is helped to
help himself. New members may
live in the homes as long as they
so desire and may participate in
as few or as many Alcoholics
Anonymous and Christian Fellow-
ship activities as they deem nec-
essary to maintaining a happy
sobriety. Many seem to find a
certain serenity and stability
through simply living in the Chris-
tian atmosphere of the homes.
However, those who fight through
to a profound personality change
eventually find enough humility to
make a genuine confession of their
own powerlessness over drugs or
alcohol, and their dependence up-
on a Higher Power to restore them
to sanity. Through conviction,
rather than through creed, these
become members of “the fellow-
ship of the powerless.” Motivated
by the unswerving commitment to
fulfill Jesus’ command (Matthew
25): “to feed the hungry, give
drink to the thirsty, welcome the
stranger and visit the sick and im-
prisoned,” many come voluntarily
to embrace Flynn Houses’ funda-

mental article of faith that “Jesus
is God,” and the declaration is in
no way forced upon them. The
wholehearted and friendly accept-
ance of them in the homes woos
them to Christ. Once they have
fallen in love with Him, these
children of the Lord are unable
to withhold testifying their faith
in His power.

“WHAT 1S THE ORIGIN OF

THE FLYNN HOUSES?”

Joe Flynn, a Skid Row alco-
holic, met with another alcoholic
who had established a home in a
cave in the Virginia mountains.
Together they planned a Halfway
House to which the alcoholic new-
ly discharged from jail might ap-
ply for refuge rather than return
to the hopeless devastation of Skid
Row living. This home was lo-
cated in downtown Washington,
and after Flynn’s death was oper-
ated by an alcoholic named Bob
Clawson. The fellowship principle
as practiced in the Washington
house was emulated by Bill Dunk-
lin, another alcoholic, when he in-
stalled Halfway Houses in Balti-
more, Maryland. The name of the
original founder, “Flynn,” was
given to the Baltimore houses. In
every Skid Row flophouse from
Baltimore to Seattle these houses
are known as “The Flynn Homes.”
Since Dunklin’s decision to pio-
neer a new work in Virginia, an
ever-growing team of managers
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has been expanding the work in
Baltimore, and increasingly de-
veloping its faith. They have ad-
hered to the principle of not so-
liciting funds, and leaving the
financial support to God. In 1959
they extended shelter and board,
plus a program of rehabilitation,
to over 5,000 homeless persons
for an average of two weeks per
person. Of these, approximately
60 per cent paid their own way.
An average of 40 per cent are
known to have fully arrested their
alcoholism and 30 per cent show
partial recovery.

In the way of social service
Flynn House staff members have
initiated group discussion and
counseling programs for alcohol-
ics confined in both of Maryland’s
Mental institutions. They also
have a program of regular visita-
tion to the Baltimore City Jail and
the Maryland State Penitentiary.
Flynn Houses arrange voluntary
commitments to mental hospitals
for those found on the streets in
a mentally defective condition;
render temporary shelter and
housing to stranded travelers re-
commended by the Travelers Aid
Society; and give Halfway House
accommodations to destitute pa-
tients discharged from hospitals
and mental institutions. They also
cooperate in providing a perman-
ent home for the aged man or
woman who must be supported by

the Department of Public Welfare.

Flynn Houses enforce only one
rule—“NO DRINKING”—other-
wise depending only on “The
Golden Rule of Mutual Concern”
to govern. In this, Flynn Houses
strive to establish homes rather
than institutions.

Staff members discuss ways and
means to accomplish better up-
keep of the houses for the welfare
of the guests. To them, no alco-
holic is hopeless, but must be
helped again and again, until,
through another’s faith in him,
self-confidence is restored.

Flynn Houses recognize no set
formula for recovery from alco-
holism. They employ and support
the best in psychiatric treatment,
endorse Alcoholics Anonymous
and recommend “the church of
one’s choice.” To the staff of
Flynn Houses, Jesus Christ is a
good God, a loving God who
would have us use every medium
of science and religion to serve
His ends of giving dignity, respect,
and creative personality to all of
His children. House staffs spend
long working hours under adverse
conditions, without remuneration
save for their room and board.
They only ask that their Christian
brethren join them in praying that
the Lord may use them to extend
this service to the alcoholic and
destitute throughout our nation.

BY JOYCE LAKEY SHANKS

Chapel
by the
Wayside

A unique little chapel along
busy U. S. Highway 41, which
spans our nation from north to
south, is providing a momentary
religious sanctuary for thousands
of American and foreign travelers
each year. Its doors are open
night and day to both the curious
and the worshipful.

A simple sign outside the
gleaming white cement block
structure, located on the northern
outskirts of Farmersburg, Indiana,
invites, “Visitors Welcome.”

Taylor Memorial Prayer Chapel,
shaped in the form of a cross,
was built by Russell M. Taylor, a
Methodist minister who now re-
sides in Indianapolis, Indiana. He
conceived the idea of the chapel
shortly after the 1954 auto acci-
dent death of his brother and

sister-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Ralph
Taylor.

The dedication of the chapel,
on September 30, 1956, reads,
“To the Glory of God and in lov-
ing memory of our deceased loved
ones.”

Using the accident insurance
money, plus some of his own sav-
ings, Rev. Taylor enlisted the aid
of his son, Seth, and together they
built the chapel themselves.

Inside the chapel, soft green
restful walls greet wayfarers.
Bright sunlight filters through
several cross-shaped glass block
windows, revealing a warm-toned
tile floor. At the altar, which is
banked with growing greenery and
candelabra, a huge portrait of
Jesus Christ looks down upon an
open Bible. On another wall, two

7l
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great strong hands, carved out of
wood, and in the attitude of pray-
er, are mounted on marble, a gift
from craftsr®en at Winona Lake,
Indiana, an interdenominational
camp and conference site.

There are four newly reuphol-
stered pews which could seat a
dozen or a few more persons. A
guest register near the entrance
has recorded the names of visitors
from all over the United States
and a number of other countries,
representing a variety of religions.

Typical of the comments in the
guest book is one jotted down by
a visitor from Orlando, Florida;
“May Good keep you for keeping
His shrine.” Many guests have
noted, “A beautiful place to visit.”

A girl who identified herself as
a native of France wrote in 1958,
“This chapel has been a blessing
to my soul.” And indeed, it has
probably inspired renewed cour-
age in many troubled visitors who
travel life’s highway, and U. S.
Highway 41.

P - 4

A Church Is Many Things

Alice Mason

What is this place to which I go,

Though sick at heart and feeling low?

The doors swing wide with peace to share.
This is my church—THE HOUSE OF PRAYER.

What is this place? A fortress strong,

Where saint and sinner both belong.

The steps grow thin for crowds have trod
to find my church THE HOUSE OF GOD!

I WAS PROUD OF THAT ESKIMO SHOPKEEPER.

A Case of Discipline

MARJORIE VANDERVELDE

Here was an opportunity for a
new and strange experience—to
see a huge glacier at close range.
To have a glimpse of what the ice
age must have been like. But I
had more important things to do
at the moment—as shopping for
that Eskimo carving to add to my
small collection of primitive art.

My husband and I were in Alas-
ka recently, having traveled up
the Alcan Highway to have a close
look at the 49th state. We were
approaching the Portage Glacier
and a newly made road, of sorts,
leading to it. But time was short,
and there was the planned stop
at a small, rural shop where we
had seen an unusual Eskimo carv-
ing, picturing life in the north.
Fine detail of feature had been
intriguing. We had hesitated to
buy, for two reasons; it was rather
bulky to carry, and pretty expen-
sive. Because the carving had be-

come forbidden fruit, it became
even more desirable. Especially
when we recalled that in another
generation or so such native carv-
ing would be a lost art.

Having devised a number of
reasons to shop for the carving
though it meant giving up the
glacier side-trip, we stopped at the
proposed shop. The door was
locked! Like a bolt out of the blue,
we remembered that it was Sun-
day. Having been in isolated sec-
tions for several weeks, without
calendar or daily paper, we had
forgotten.

Well, it was Sunday. But we
were tourists and wouldn’t be
passing this way again. Wasn't
that reason enough to hunt up the
proprietor and make the purchase?
A knock on the back door brought
muffled reply. Thank goodness,
he was home. A middle-aged man
appeared at the door in robe and

9
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house slippers. It was the Eskimo
who had shown us the carvings. I
apologized for bothering him, and
asked if he’d mind opening his
shop to sell us the carving we had
admired. Surprisingly, the man
shook his rather shaggy head. I
explained that we would not be
back that way again.

“I don’t sell on Sunday,” came
the firm reply in good English.

There was no budging the man,
it was plain to see. The carving
was now completely out of reach!

A short time later, we stood
beside the gigantic, turquois color-
ed Portage Glacier. Petty irrita-
tions that had filled me were sud-
denly gone as I was completely
overwhelmed with the wonder of
this spectacle. Here was a re-
splendent tool of nature, patiently
and laboriously grinding out a
valley. We were watching a bit
of the world being created—seeing

God’s hand at work. It was as
though we held in our hands for
a fleeting moment some great,
eternal truth that was too great for
our finite minds.

The incident of the Eskimo
carving suddenly came to mind.
But it seemed trivial and far away.
I could see myself as an individual,
with others, rushing madly about
our daily affairs intent on small
details—even willing to lay aside
age-old teachings and truths to
suit our whims of the moment; re-
membering the Sabbath Day if it
happened to fit in with our plans
for that particular Sabbath.

Suddenly I was proud of that
Eskimo shop keeper for standing
by a principle! It was as though
he had said, “Here I take my
stand; I can not do otherwise, so
help me God.”—As undeviating
as Portage Glacier!

o

God knew we needed something more
Than budding earth and sunlit sky,
And so He sent us friends to love,
To lift our hearts and spirits high.
God chose to teach love’s wondrous art
Of comfort, cheer that never ends,
By giving to the thankful heart
The dear, good gift of faithful friends.

Author Unknown

Blind, paralyzed, yet this
man was an oasis of bright-
ness in wards of desert dull-
ness.

How a Blind Man
Restored My Faith

FRANCES LUCAS

Mrs. Maxwell limped up the
broad, shallow steps of the Mili-
tary Hospital, her Women’s Aux-
iliary smock over her arm. She
exchanged smiles with a veteran
coming down the steps in his reg-
ulation red dressing gown. “I've
always felt sympathy for the peo-
ple in here,” she reflected—*“at
least, I've thought 1 have. Today
I’'m getting an inkling of what
they really feel; it'’s fear. Ought to
make me a better visitor, I sup-
pose.”

Through the big door she hur-
ried, down the wide corridor to
the Auxiliary office. She was a
little late, and most of the Auxil-
iary had already trundled off their
trolley wagons with their loads of
fruit, cigarettes, and candy. Mary
Gilchrist, the secretary, was sitting
at the long table, pencil in hand,
poring over one of her perennial
lists.

“Hi, Susan,” she said, “do you
want a copy of the picture we took
at the Bazaar?”

“Yes, thanks, Mary, if it flat-
ters me.” Mrs. Maxwell hung up
the jacket of her brown tweed suit
and put on her smock.

“You're doing W Ward, aren’t
you? Don’t you get a bit tired of
the old ones?”

“No, I rather like it; you get to
know them.” Mrs. Maxwell ma-
neuvered her trolley rather clum-
sily around the corner of the table
to the door.

“What’s the matter, Susan?
You're still limping.”

“I know—it’s a nuisance.” Now
was the moment to tell Mary that
this was her last hospital visit;
easy enough, surely, to say it—
but Mrs. Maxwell pushed the
trolley wagon out the door and
down the corridor, the words un-
said. She’d telephone Mary to
tell her about the doctor’s report
—something vague about an ex-
ploratory operation in the bone—
X-rays unsatisfactory. It would be
easier on the ’phone. Mrs. Max-
well allowed a small bitter chuckle

11
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to escape her as she limped down
the corridor. “I can’t even face up
to talking about it,” she said to
herself—"let alone going through
with it. But how do you escape,
when your doctor says, ‘Operate?’
How do you get along with one
leg? How does TB of the bone
start? Or carcinoma?”’

There was a new patient in the
small private room at the end of
W Ward. Even through her own
misery, Mrs. Maxwell felt, as al-
ways, the sad small ache—another
one gone. Two years on the visit-
ing committee had not dulled it.
Mrs. Maxwell squared her slight
shoulders, pushed open the door
and limped in.

The man lying in the bed turn-
ed his face toward her. His eyes
were bandaged. /

“This is good of you. Please sit
down,” he said, smiling, “in that
exceedingly uncomfortable chair.”

Mrs. Maxwell sat down out of
sheer surprise. It was the first
time a patient had ever asked her
to do such a thing. She ran a hand
through her short brown hair and
stared at the new patient.

He was old, of course—all the
patients in W Ward were old men,
chronics—but even without seeing
his eyes, his face held her. Gen-
erally one said, “He must have
been handsome once.” This man
was handsome now, with a fine
dignity of bone structure, and his
voice was deep and attractive.

Fall

“Thank you. How did you
know—7?"

“You are a visitor, aren’t you?
I know the steps of the staff. And
also—I think you need to rest.”

“You're right,” Mrs. Maxwell
laughed. “I’'m on the Auxiliary—
I come around with fruit and cig-
arettes alternate Thursdays.”

“I know your friends, Mrs. Gil-
christ and Mrs. Hopper,” he said.
Again, this was unlike any patient
she had ever talked to.

She remembered now Mary
Gilchrist speaking of this man—
blind, paralyzed yet an oasis of
brightness in wards of desert dull-
ness. To find him in W Ward was
no good sign. Most of these older
men, the chronics, once in, did not
leave again, except the one last
time. A private room, too, be-
tokened ill.

“Are you comfortable here?”
she asked.

“More so than you are, at the
moment,” he surprised her again.
“It’'s good of you to come when
you are having difficulties your-
self.”

“Oh—you noticed I was lame?”

“More than that—you’re troub-
led, aren’t you? Rest for a few
minutes. I've found that some-
times a heavy cloud will dissolve
in quiet air.”

“You really are an extraord-
inary man, Mr. ... ” she glanced
at the card on the foot of the bed,
“Mr. Shelley. No one knows yet

1960

—" she stopped. Imagine talking
to a patient like this! Re-routing
the conversation along accepted
lines, she added, “I didn’t ask you
if you smoke?”

His laugh was delightful. “No,
I don’t, thanks. But you do, or
don’t you?”

A vision of Rule Five in the
Regulations for Hospital Visiting
reproached Mrs. Maxwell’s inner
eye.

“I'm well-known as a corrupter
of visitors’ morals,” he continued
cheerfully. “I simply tell the
nurses that I enjoy the smell. They
indulge me shamelessly.”

“Well, then—"Mrs. Maxwell lit
a cigarette. Momentarily she liked
living—a semsation to which she
had lately been a stranger. Then
the recollection of reality struck at
her again. The cigarette tasted like
damp cinders.

“That’s not how it’s done,”
scolded her host (impossible to
think of him as anything else).
“If the action of nicotine on the
nervous system doesn’t produce a
relaxing effect—you might as well
buy lifesavers. . Well, you
coughed, you know!” He laughed
again. “I’'m not actually a tele-
path!”

“I wish I was!” Mrs. Maxwell
exclaimed. “I'd like to know what
my doctor really thinks.”

“Ah,” said Shelley quietly. “So
it’s that sort of thing.”

“Yes—my leg—it’s been getting

HOW A BLIND MAN RESTORED MY FAITH 13

slowly worse, you see. I'm going
to have to give up the hospital
work—and he wants to operate.”

“Devilish  difficult—to realize
you're going to have to focus all
your light through a cracked
prism.” He spoke quite softly.

Mrs. Maxwell stared out the
window. The green of the hospital
lawn was pleasantly complemented
by the scattering of red-gowned
figures, bright in the spring sun-
light. A different, disintegrating
shock ran through her as she re-
membered that this was a man
who could neither move nor see.

“But you—you—" she stam-
mered, turning back to the motion-
less figure on the bed.

“Yes, I learned. It took some
doing.”

“How—how did you face it?”
He had fairly pulled the question
out of her, but she was ashamed.
“Oh, I'm sorry—I shouldn’t be
talking to you this way at all.”

“Ah, but you should. What’s
the use of being human if we can’t
communicate? With me—' ’he
paused reflectively. “With me it
seemed to be a matter of letting
go_ all holds—Iletting life itself
take over. You seem to find then
that slowly—in its own time—it
flows in. If you keep your focus.
Keeping your focus—that’s the art
of living, to my way of thinking.”

Mrs. Maxwell was silent.

“Human physiologies—human
personalities—they’re utterly un-
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stable affairs. The only stable ele-
ment in the arrangement we call
the universe is the life that ani-
mates them, develops them—"

“And abandons them!” exclaim-
ed Mrs. Maxwell, in sudden pas-
sionate rebellion and despair at
the whole human set-up—in this
hospital and in the universe.

“Well, as to that, I wonder just
what is abandoned; how much,
that is,” said Shelley meditatively.
“If the sense of identity is the
focussing point—it’s the light
that’s the important element in this
transaction. Does it matter to that
spark of light that one small prism
is cracked? You for instance, as a
spark, have plenty of other scope
—plenty—as much as the sun-
light.” And the blind man smiled
as he turned his face toward the
bright window. . . .

* * *

On a day of undeviating No-
vember rain Mrs. Maxwell walked
down the slippery hospital steps
carefully with her brand-new leg.
She was rather tired. After so long
a time, the routine of ward visit-

ing had been wearing; and then
there had been the dreadful dis-
appointment in W Ward.

She had hurried straight to the
little private room—to find there
a small petulant man who said he
had had enough of hospitals to last
him a lifetime, and didn’t she have
any menthols?

The first nurse she had breath-
lessly sought out didn’t know, but
the one in the office said, “Oh, Mr.
Shelley. Yes, he died—oh, two
or three months ago. We all miss
him so. No, nothing to be done—
it was gradual, you know, but
hopeless.”

Down the steps she went, al-
ready feeling a cold squelchiness
in her shoe. It occurred to her that
she would have only one wet foot
to cope with for the rest of her
days. “Maxwell on Compensa-
tion,” she chuckled to herself, slip-
ped, and righted herself. “I’ll have
to watch the point of focus on
days like this.” And with a back-
ward, smiling glance at the win-
dow at the end of W Ward, she
splashed across the lawn to the
parking lot.

Wager
Mrs. Wendall Hall

Friends viewed and pondered at great length,
Said it could not be done;

They only saw my human strength.

I bet on God—and won!

My Experience at
Lourdes

Mary Light

After dinner we made our way
to the siation to go to Lourdes.
The guide discovered at the last
moment there was some red tape
mess to clear up. He left us by a
train, thinking it would go at any
moment. The suspense was ter-
rific. There was suddenly a silence
. . . then I realized that many were
praying . . . eyes were closed . . .
but no word was heard. THEN
THE TRAIN PULLED OUT! . . .
There was a moment of shock . . .
then our guide returned to say
that it was not our train! We had
about twenty minutes to spare.
What a blessed relief! I think we
all praised God as we found the
very perfect sleeping compart-
ments which were reserved for
each of us.

We arrived at Lourdes and
spent the morning visiting the
birthplace, hospital, prison, grotto
and all other places connected

with Saint Bernadette. We follow-
ed a procession along a path be-
side a wall with faucets all the
way along. Many were busy fill-
ing cups and bottles with Lourdes
Holy Water.

Our guide told us that he would
try and arrange for us to see the
baths after all had bathed. The
hours for this are from 9:00 to
11:00 A. M. and 2:00 to 4:00
P. M. I went in at 4:00 P. M.,
and the next moment a gentle lady
was undressing me. Then I was
covered with a gown of a lovely
shade of blue . . . the healing
color. Just before going into the
bath that is replaced by a white
gown.

Stepping into icy cold water, I
gave a gasp and was left absolute-
ly breathless. I was told to go
down three steps . . . kiss a statue
of Saint Bernadette . . . sit down
and lean backwards. That was all
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except I was told not to wipe off
any of the water as I was being
helped to dress again.

Having fallen down in the
morning, I went into the bath with
a sore knee which was perfectly
healed after the bath. Through-
out this period, priests and hun-
dreds of onlookers pray and sing
unceasingly. There is a procession
and I was amazed at the old peo-
ple who took part in this. Every-
where candles and souvenirs of
every description are for sale.

Crutches no longer required are
placed for all to see.

The surrounding Pyrenees are
beautiful, and when evenmg came
15,000 took part in a nightly
candlelight procession. Again I
marvelled at the old people tak-
ing part. Banners carried from
various places made it very color-
ful. The starched, high, white lace
head dresses of some of the wom-
en were beautiful.

I had the most perfect night's
sleep in the rocking train on the
return journey to Paris.

e

“Thank You”

Betty Burns Glazier

Thank you God for wonders of the mind,
Thank you too for worries left behind.
Thank you for relief from daily strife,

Thank you for a full well-rounded life.

Thank you for a great desire to share,
Thank you for the cross that I must bear.
Thank you for composure and for rest,

Thank you for the life that I possess.

Thank you for the very air I breathe.

Thank you for all natural delights,
But thank you most of all for Jesus Christ.

WHEN WE SEEK VALUES BEYOND OUR OWN INTER-
ESTS, THE JOY WE FIND EXCEEDS OUR FONDEST

EXPECTATIONS.

HIS FAITH MADE HIM
ACDANCE TEACHER

Aubrey B. Haines

When a man wants to dance
more than anything else but has to
become a dance teacher instead,
it calls for adjustments. This is
the story of a man whose dis-
covery of faith made the shift so
beautifully that it left nothing to
be desired.

Phil Jones of Stamford, Con-
necticut, was such an excellent
dancer that he danced his way into
the Air Force in World War IL
“I often wonder what went on in
the mind of that classification of-
ficer when he decided that since I
was a dancer, I'd make a good air-
gunner,” Jones says.

At any rate, he submitted to
months of basic training, compli-
cated courses, and marching.
When he got out of the Army, he
promised himself, he would be-
come a big-time professional
dancer.

Then fate changed his mind for

him. “We were flying over Metz,
France,” Phil recalls—'‘too near
the German border. The pilot had
his choice of trying for a forced
landing or limping his way back to
home base in England. The odds
were against us both ways.

“We made the White Cliffs of
Dover. Then the captain began
losing control and altitude. At
300 feet he ordered the crew to
bail out.

“The first man who jumped was
thrown against the ship’s side by
the slip stream and killed. It
could have been any of us. 1
was next. What happened after
that I can scarcely remember ex-
cept that I found myself tearing
at my parachute pack like a wild
man. Finally, when I had given
up hope of its opening, it did so
—about six feet from the ground.

“A little English boy came run-
ning to me from a field. ‘Are you
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hurt, Yank?’ he asked. I told him
that I couldn’t walk, and he ran
and got his grandfather, who pick-
ed me up, put me over his
shoulder, and carried me to the
road. Along came an Army truck
from the base to take me to the
hospital.

“I don’t remember much after
that except the doctor’s voices in-
terrupting the pain in my back and
legs. Perhaps I'd never walk
again, the doctors said. But who
cared about walking? 1 wanted
to dance! Then I was told that
perhaps 1 could walk normally
again if 1 was operated on and
two discs were removed.

“One leg was shorter than the
other, but that didn’t worry me.
After the operation I realized that
I had no future as a professional
dancer. But one idea kept creep-
ing through the fog of pain: I
could turn to dance-teaching.

Here Phil’s faith came in handy.
“The pilot was a close friend of
mine,” he says. “Learning that he
was dead made it all the more
necessary for faith to come to my
aid. Reading the Bible, I found
that many of the people in it had
undergone as bad if not greater
hardship than I.

“Anyone in our condition in the
hospital prays. If he never prayed
before, he somehow learns under
such circumstances. I was most
grateful for still being alive. I had
come to the point that I could ac-

cept as God’s will anyone’s hav-
ing died in the parachute landing.

“Having plenty of time to talk
in the hospital, we discussed our
future plans, trying to justify why
we should have landed there if
God was really good.

“God never became so real to
me before, because I had never
taken the time to contemplate
Him. When one day my watch
stopped, I took off the back of it,
which I had never done before.
To see the 200 or more tiny parts
which keep a watch in operation
at once implied to me that there
must have been a watchmaker.
Those intricate wheels and parts
could not operate on their own
without a mind which had con-
ceived them and put them to
working.

“I began to realize that the hu-
man body functions the same way.
It has many intricately-working
parts without which it could not
function as it does. The fact that
the body has its own healing
power, that the heart keeps pump-
ing blood through the veins and
arteries, that one continues to
breathe and his heart keeps beat-
ing while he is asleep implies a
God Who watches over us and
cares for us.

“Realizing that God, Who has
created and sustains life, can be-
come an intimate source of power
in my life when I contact Him
through prayer, my healing was
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already on its way.” Then one
day, a little wobbly, Phil walked
out of the hospital.

In the summer of 1946 the
sound of dance steps emanated
from the Jones’ sun parlor. Back
home, Phil was conducting his first
experimental dancing class. From
the first Jones had a remarkable
effect upon his young pupils. Like-
wise, their regular attendance and
enthusiasm for dancing aided him
in his struggle for recovery. His
physical strength rapidly increas-
ed, and his mental outlook grew
brighter after each class.

Soon he had 100 children, and
the classes had to move where
there was more room: to the
Stamford Woman’s Club auditor-
ium. The Board of Education sent
Phil on a round of public schools.
At night he taught high-school
students. Soon his pupils were
putting on benefit programs for
the public, and the children thrill-
ed at turning over thousands of
dollars to the teen-age fund of
the Stamford Exchange Club.

The fall of 1959 found Phil
Jones’ dance classes with an en-
rollment of about 2,000 students.
What Phil learned in the hospital
about faith has carried over to his
dance teaching. “I have tremen-
dous faith in my pupils,” he says.
“I use faith in everything we do.
1 try to be as fair and honest with
the students as I can. If what we
do is for the good of the child, I

believe that nothing in the world
can destroy us.

“What is built on strong faith
has resulted in our success. In
everything we do, we seek to em-
ploy practical Christian principles.

“Not infrequently a boy will
say, ‘I've never gone out on a date
before, Phil. How shall I treat the
girl?” ” To this Jones replies that
in a few years the boy himself will
be grown and perhaps marry.
Some day he may be the father of
a teen-age daughter. How would
he like for some boy to treat his
girl? The answer is easily found
in simple practice of the Golden
Rule.

“God has given you so much,”
Phil tells his students. “You are
young, healthy, and have possibil-
ities. Co-operate with the laws of
God, and you can be happy. But
refuse to obey them, and you will
get into trouble.”

Phil not only uses Christian
faith in operating his dance studio.
His classes are most democratic,
too. He tells of a dance teacher
in a near-by city who accepts
only the “more desirable” dance
students. As a result the Board
of Education of that city has in-
vited Jones to hold dance classes
in the schools so that all the stu-
dents who wish to learn ballroom
dancing may do so.

Today at thirty-five Phil Jones
is well on his way to national
fame as a dance teacher. He de-



