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Brother Mandus is president
and founder of The World Heal-
ing Crusade, 476 Lytham Road,
Blackpool, England. Many
people in_ this country had the
delight this past year of hearing
him talk and hold healing mis-
sions. He is a layman who says
that it was his experience with
God that made him into the man
he is. He is humble and com-
pletely unaffected in manner and
by his simple childlikeness at-
tracts everyone. The Crusader
is the magazine that comes from
his group, and he is the author
of two hardbound books, The
Grain of Mustard Seed and The
Wondrous Way of Life, as well
as numerous pamphlets.

A short quote from one of
his books gives a picture of
this man's soul, "We are at
last beginning to realize that
the man or nation which departs
from the inviolable standard of
LOVE is lost. And that man
without God made real through
faith is like a child isolated
from its home environment.”
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In those despairing hours
of the longest night I
ever lived, I reached

out and found God. He's
been with me ever since.

The Night
God Held My Hand

THOMAS C. McKEEN

“I think we all agree, gentle-
men,” the colonel was saying,
“that lad probably won’t see
another sunrise.” They were
standing in the hospital corridor
outside of my room. They had
just completed examining me and
the door did not quite close be-
hind them.

That moment is still very vivid
in my mind. They were talking
about me. I was going to die.
Die. What an impossible, un-
believable word. I remember re-
peating it out loud.

It was an extremely cold Feb-
ruary in 1948. After enlisting in
the army I reported to Fort Dix,
New Jersey, for my basic training.
Marching in ten or twelve inches

of snow and sleeping in cold,
drafty barracks are ideal condi-
tions for catching a cold. And
very adverse for shaking one.

When the pains in my chest
started I went on sick call. And
along with scores of other sick,
lame, and lazy was returned to
duty, bottle of cough syrup in
hand.

During the next few days my
condition grew steadily worse.
The pains were becoming excru-
ciating. I frequented the dispens-
ary but, try as I would, I could
not convince them that there was
something drastically wrong in-
side my chest. Their examina-
tions showed nothing more than
a chest cold. I had acquired quite
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a supply of cough syrup. The
doctors could hardly be blamed,
understaffed as they were, and
the ever-growing list of “gold
bricks” in the sick book.

Finally, one morning I couldn’t
and wouldn’t get out of bed. I
was taken back to the dispensary,
examined and X-rayed. The pic-
ture showed an advanced case of
double pneumonia. Next stop the
Tilton General Hospital.

I lay there in my bed, still un-
able to believe what I had just
heard. My first wild impulse was
to get up and out of there, as if
I could run away from the death
that had been decreed for me. I
tried to sit up but found I couldn’t.
I fell back on my pillow, tears
streaming down my temples. My
thoughts became jumbled; noth-
ing made sense. I was dreaming,
I had to be dreaming. I think
I laughed.

Gradually my mind cleared.
They're wrong, 1 thought, They
can make mistakes. They’ve made
one this time. They have to be
wrong. It was my only hope and
I clung to it. I remember think-
ing that if I didn’t close my eyes,
if I could just keep them open
until the sun came up I would
prove that they were wrong and
everything would be alright.

A few minutes later the nurse
came in. I don’t remember her
name but I'll never forget her
face nor the quiet, soothing way
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she spoke. She was a middle-aged
Greek woman. Angels of mercy
they call them. I watched as she
prepared the hypodermic needle.

“Is it true?” I asked her.

“Is what true, son?”

“I overheard them talking out
there. Am I going to die?”

She said nothing as she ad-
ministered the shot. Then, “That’s
entirely up to the Lord,” she
said. “Pray, son. Pray very hard.”
As she turned to leave I saw the
tears forming in her eyes.

Pray she had said. Was there
really a God? I had always taken
it for granted there was but never
really thought much about it. I
thought of the Sunday afternoons
when I was a little boy and my
father would gather us all together
and read from the Bible. I tried
to remember some of the things
he had read and talked about.
One phrase popped into my mind
and stuck there: “The Lord is
my shepherd.” I prayed long and
hard. I prayed for my life. And
as I prayed my mind became
more and more at ease. I sud-
denly became aware that I was
no longer praying for my life
but rather for a better understand-
ing of Him. There was no longer
any doubt in my mind as to
whether there was a God. I could
feel his presence. It was as if He
were there by my bed, holding
my hand and telling me not to
worry. He was taking care of
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me. From that moment on I
knew, without question, that I
would recover.

The sun came up finally and
streamed into my window. I fell
into a deep and restful sleep.

My parents had been notified
and were there in my room when
I awoke. They tried unsuccess-
fully to be cheerful. My mother
left the room on a pretext and I
knew she must be standing out-
side crying. As it turned out I
had to do the cheering up. I tried
to convince them, as I was con-
vinced, that I would recover. But
I don’t think they believed it.

For the next three days, al-
though I was sure I was improv-
ing, my condition continued to
get worse. The doctors were un-
successful in staying my steadily
rising fever.

My room had become a bee-
hive of activity. Doctors and
nurses in and out every five min-
utes. My arms felt like pin-
cushions, black and blue from
shoulders to elbows from peni-
cillin shots. Intravenous feedings,
oxygen tents, blood tests. I re-
member wishing they’d leave me
alone for a few hours so I could
just sleep. It appeared that I

was the only one who had any
hope for me.

The third night, as I found out
later, was to be the crucial point,
the crisis. There was absolutely
no hope now. This was to be
my last night. I felt no different
whatsoever from the previous
days.

At approximately three o’clock
that morning my nurse placed a
phone call to my parents and
found the line busy. My mother
had awakened with a terrible
dread feeling. She felt that I was
dying. She immediately telephon-
ed a friend in Philadelphia who
had talked to her many times be-
fore of the power of prayer and
faith. Together they prayed for
my life.

The nurse never completed the
cal. My fever had suddenly
broken and I was no longer in
danger. From that point on I
rapidly improved to a complete
recovery, so complete in fact that
I was not given the customary re-
cuperation furlough but returned
instead to duty.

In those despairing hours of
the longest night I ever lived,
eleven years ago, I reached out
and found God. He’s been with
me ever since.
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by Marcus Bach

THE LORD'S SIDE
OF THE LEDGER

Following a talk at a Rotary
Club meeting, one of the mem-
bers called me aside.

“] happen to be the town
banker,” he said, “and since you
are interested in religion, I have
a question. Did you have a chance
to get acquainted with the man
who introduced you this noon?”

“Just casually,” I replied. “He
wanted to know something about
me and my work.”

“But did you find out anything
about him?”

“No, I didn’t. Why?”

“Well, sir,” said the banker,
“that fellow came to town six
years ago. He dropped in at the
bank and asked to borrow seven
thousand dollars. Said he planned
to start a trucking business. He
scraped up enough security to
satisfy me that he wasn’t too bad
a risk, and I let him have the
money. When I made out the
deposit slip for the seven thou-
sand, he said: ‘Just a minute. I'd
like to put seven hundred of that
into a special account. That’s the

He chuckled as he said this,
but there was no doubt that the
incident and his misgivings were
still fresh in his mind. Glancing
around almost ruefully to make
sure he was not being overheard,
he continued:

“That fellow put that seven
hundred dollars into an account
and used it for charity, giving the
money little by little to religious
causes and the like. And little
by little he kept depositing in
that account, too. Now, I know
there are people who tithe and
all that, but here’s my question:
Do you find many people who
take this practice so seriously?”

“Let me ask you,” I suggested,
“how has our friend been doing
businesswise in the past six
years?”

“Amazingly well,” the banker
acknowledged in a puzzled voice.
“He has built up a fleet of eight
trucks. Guess it’'s eight, maybe

By permission of The T. S. Denison Co., publishers of Adventures In

Faith, by Marcus Bach.
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nine. And all the time he keeps
giving away more and more
money. I've heard about big men
and big concerns doing things
like that. I do my own bit in this
matter of giving. Every good
citizen does, but this ‘ten per-
centing’ on a loan strikes me as
rather reckless! Is this some-
thing general, would you say?”

It was a good question—so
good, in fact, that with the
banker’s permission I dropped
around to the trucker’s office. The
“reckless tither” was a different
man from the one I had met at
Rotary. At the meeting he had
been casual and reflective. In the
center of his small but efficient
headquarters, he was alert and de-
cisive.

He explained his “ten percent-
ing” by saying: “It’s simply part
of my program. It started when
I realized I didn’t have a single
Christian principle to which I sub-
scribed unquestioningly. Every-
thing I believed was held condi-
tionally, subject to the situation
and open to change. Going to
church, belief in certain doctrines,
even the good old Golden Rule
was always flexible enough to ad-
just itself to circumstances. One
day when things were at a low
ebb, I decided to get down to
cases. I guess I'm the kind of
person who has to do something
with religion that he can keep
on a record. I couldn’t put love

or sentiment in a book, but tith-
ing was something I could keep
track of, something I could see
and handle and test myself with.
That’s about all there is to it.
It’s just part of my program.”

He had no other explanation.
No revival, no special sermon, no
outside persuasion had brought
him to this new, controlling fac-
tor in his life. He had never
heard of Teresa of Avila who
said: “Teresa and this money are
nothing. But Teresa and this mon-
ey and God are everything.” No
one had told him about the fabu-
lous Borda who, when asked about
his unusual generosity, explained,
“God gives to Borda and Borda
gives to God.” It was an inner
compunction that challenged this
Midwestern trucking executive to
put into practice the Christian
concept of stewardship in a way
that he could “see and handle.”
That was why he had tithed on
the loan from the bank. It was
his first big step into a new ad-
venture.

I began to wonder if it might
be this desire for a concrete, work-
able demonstration of God’s law
that persuaded other businessmen
to keep a “Lord’s side” of the
ledger.

In southern Iowa I met a car
dealer who is regarded as the
town’s “number 1” citizen. Gen-
erous and civic-minded, he has
built his life around the belief
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that giving is the only justifica-
tion for getting.

This man’s stewardship, which
had been kept hidden for years,
but which in a town of three
thousand was bound to be found
out, served as an inspiration to
others. I met a storekeeper who
testified that his life was changed
because of the example set by the
car dealer.

“He had lots of money,” he
said. “I had nothing. But if God’s
law works with dollars it will
work with pennies too. I used to
drink a lot. I quit because it
dawned on me that I was a fool
to spend my money that way. I
wish I could get across to every-
one the wonderful thing that hap-
pens to a man when he changes
from his own will to God’s will.
God’s will for me was that I
should be a better man. The
greatest forward step in my life
was when I took the money I
would ordinarily have spent for
drink and put it into a special
fund for the Lord. You can say
it’s just one of those things. You
can call it a game. I know it
works.”

From the appearance of his
store, from his enthusiasm, from
the respect in which his fellow
men held him, it was apparent
that if it was a game it was a
good one, and it did work.

My research has convinced me
that every successful man has a

plan for his life. By “successful”
I mean one who has come to a
sense of self-unfoldment, who has
reached or is aspiring to his high-
est ideal, and who lives in a con-
sciousness of the presence of God.
The plan invariably includes an
honest partnership with the Lord.
“Yes, Mr. Banker, this is some-
thing pretty general, as many in
your profession already know.”
For the practice of tithing is
growing. It knows no denomina-
tional lines. It has no selfish mo-
tives. It does not vaunt itself.
Asking no material reward, it re-
ceives such a reward just the same
as a bonus for stewardship. Seek-
ing no honor, it gathers respect
to itself. Beginning with money,
it expands itself into other fields;
the use of time, the daily task,
the improvement of character.
Being something that can be
“seen and handled,” it develops
into an over-belief with which a
man is ready to set out on other
spiritual ventures. Requiring great
faith, it strengthens the belief that
setbacks and bad breaks are pro-
visional and never final. Tested
and proved, it is the absolute
guarantee of a divine order mov-
ing in and through the seeming
disorder and dissolution of the
world. It is a practice that ties
one’s religious convictions to-
gether.
The only way to test it is to try
it.

The consolation
of my grief—
perhaps the greatest grief

known to a woman —

the death of her child

BY PRINCESS ILEANA OF ROMANIA

Princess Ileana.

On January 11, 1959, an airplane crashed in the bay of Rio
de Janeiro. On board were Count and Countess Kottulinsky, son-
in-law and daughter of the author of this article.

The Countess (the Archduchess Maria-Ileana of Austria)
was known to her family and friends as “Minola,” a name given
her by her grandmother, Queen Marie of Romania, mother of

The Count and Countess were married in December, 1957,
and a daughter was born to them in the autumn of last year.

Princess Ileana is a member of the Romanian Orthodox
Church and has long been a friend of the Episcopal Church.

Why, many have asked me,
should she who was so beau-
tiful, so young, so happy, be
killed? Why have you, her mother,
to suffer this great loss after all
the upheavals you have already
endured?

Many have been the kind words
full of loving sympathy, of conso-
lation and wunderstanding, that
have come to me from every
side; and greatly have they warm-

Reprinted by permission from The
from the author.

ed my sorrowful heart. The
prayers of the faithful have up-
held me like a strong wall upon
which I could lean.

Out of the well of my pain,
I feel that I must tell from what
source I drew the strength to bear
my grief. For grief it is, the
greatest perhaps known to wo-
man: the death of her child.

First let me say that the ques-
tion, “Why?” never crossed my

Living Church, May 31, 1959, and
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mind, nor did the thought that
death is the end. My grief was,
and is, unclouded by any such
thought. Nonetheless, in that ter-
rible hour, when the news came
that both Minola and her hus-
band, Rus, had been killed in an
airplane crash, I felt a searing,
unutterable pain. It was as if the
blood had drained from my heart
and my body had been torn asun-
der.

Minola, my beautiful child, so
loved by all, so graciously gentle
and thoughtful, brimming over
with happiness and the joy of
life; Minola and her beloved Rus
—gone! My eldest daughter, my
pride and joy, my friend—for as
she grew into womanhood and
we knew each other better, this,
too, she had become. Flesh of my
flesh, bone of my bone—dead! For
as long as on this earth I remain,
the old dear relationship is over.

There is no painless consola-
tion for this bereavement, nor
does it help to dress my loss in
lovely meaningless words. The
best and only way is for me to
face the stark reality and to look
at it with Christian courage—
seeking to see the light not around
my grief, but through it.

My child has stepped over the
threshold into life eternal; this
I know beyond the shadow of a
doubt. She had a firm, luminous
faith—her life was fulfilled. She
had had her sorrows and joys.

Spring

She had known perfect love and
motherhood. She was called away
before any grave disappointment
or grief could hurt her. If there
is an answer to be found as to
why she died so young it is just
in this: she and her husband were
accounted worthy to go without
further trial. They went together.
Of how few can it be said: in
death they were not parted! They
are blessed indeed.

If I cry in agony, it is because
my heart and soul are rent by the
death of the child I bore, this
ending of a lovely earthly rela-
tionship. But there is no despair
or darkness in my anguish; there
is a deep and singular beauty
about it. It is because I loved
her so dearly, because she filled
my heart with complete delight,
that I weep; for joy and sorrow
are closer together than night and
day. I welcome my grief because
my happiness was so great.

I feel my darling very close to
me. Nay, I all but see her, hear
her, even smell her. I seem to
catch the smile upon that beloved
face. Nothing now will ever change
her, she remains the same: young,
beautiful, and true. Life is in-
evitably carrying me toward her;
one day, when my turn comes, if
I am worthy, I too shall go where
she, Rus, Mama, and all those
who have gone before are.

Meanwhile, I have to learn to
live here on earth. It is the pick-
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ing up of the daily threads that
is so hard. To make plans in
which Minola and Rus are not
included; to make jokes we no
longer share; not to tell Minola
our news good or bad; to no more
see the familiar writing in the
mails; to ruthlessly touch and use
her personal belongings; to face
the pain in the eyes of all those
out of whose earthly lives she has
gone—this is the difficult part.
This is the part that calls for
Christian fortitude!

The real consolation, for me,
lies in the Communion of Saints;
in the Living Body of Christ, in
which my child and I and all the
faithful live, move, and have our
being. The gradual realization of

this brings a slow and painful
growth into a new and evermore
perfect relationship.

The real consolation lies also
in the knowledge that I have been
found worthy to suffer and so
to carry my share of Jesus’ cross.
Through my pain I have come
closer to the Mother of God,
whose suffering at the foot of the
cross can never be effaced—even
by the Resurrection, which trans-
formed it into holy joy.

Should not woman learn to give
thanks that she has the capacity
to suffer such grief as cannot
be tried by man? Is not this
why the resurrected Christ show-
ed Himself to a woman, first?

o

Springtime
Evelyn S. Belk

I knew that Spring would come again
If only I would wait,

And trust in His unfailing love
New beauty to create.

The earth has been so cold and brown,
The trees with limbs so bare,

But once again the Spring has come
To prove His love and care.
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“What To Give Up In Lent”

Give up grumbling . . . instead
in everything give thanks.

Give up 10 to 15 minutes in bed . . . instead

use that time in prayer.

Give up looking at people’s worst points . . . instead

concentrate on their best ones.
Give up speaking unkindly . . . instead
let your speech be generous and understanding.

Give up your worries . . . instead
trust God with them.
Give up hatred or dislike of anyone . . . instead

learn to love.

Give up concentrating on Sunday newspapers . . . instead

study your Bible.
Give up TV one evening a week . . . instead

visit some lonely or sick person.

Give up buying anything but essentials for yourself
. instead
give the money to God's work.

Give up the fear which prevents Christian witness
. instead
seek courage to speak to others.

Give up judging by appearances and the standards of
the world . . . instead, learn to

Give up yourself to God.

World Christian Digest, London

GENEVA SEIVERTSON

Prayer Works

for the

“Small Ones”

A mere two ‘minutes spent in
prayer after an hour-long lecture
by a deeply spiritual leader was
enough to teach Jan and me that
the power of prayer can work for
the small ones of the religious
world as well as the spiritual
greats!

We are the small ones.

In the group gathered for the
meeting there was a fair share of
belief, some skepticism, a sprink-
ling of general interest, a portion
of intense need, and a little plain
curiosity. My being there was mo-
tivated by general interest, Jan’s
by a dire need.

Her husband was an alcoholic!

As Jan listened to the speaker,

an undercurrent of thought kept
reminding her that she could no
longer put up with seeing the
maroon pick-up truck parked at
her husband’s favorite hangout. It
was a symbol of his inability to
leave alcohol alone. From mid-
morning till after nightfall, the
parked truck defiantly shouted
“No work today! Drink is upper-
most this time!”

She realized that each morn-
ing as her husband left the house
he believed that he would make
it to his business. She was aware
that if good intentions were
enough, she wouldn’t have felt
it necessary to consult an attorney
as to the next step to take, for she

11
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loved her husband and appreciated
his many good qualities. How-
ever, she was equally aware that
the engine of the pick-up had been
stopped at the triangular-shaped
corner about one-half mile from
their home again this day, and
that another day had been lost.

The lecturer drew her full at-
tention as he said, “Now we’ll go
into a healing prayer period, and
as we do I want each of you to
think of someone other than your-
self for whom to pray.”

Her husband became the object
of my prayers, as he did hers,
and spontaneously the two of us
became as one through the guided
prayer of the leader. Jan’s hus-
band became real to us and we
saw him whole, spiritually, men-
tally, and physically, and we gave
deep thanks for the change in
him.

It was not a planned thing,
this meeting of minds, but the
need was such that it brought
forth the same prayer from the
both of us. Jesus has assured us
in Matthew 18:19, “Again I say
unto you, that if two of you shall
agree on earth as touching any-
thing that they shall ask, it shall
be done for them of my Father

Spring

which is in heaven,” and it was
indeed accomplished.

It was only the next morning
that, just as calmly as he would
ask for a second cup of coffee,
Jan’s husband declared, “I'm join-
ing Alcoholics Anonymous to-
day.” There was no drama, no
lamenting, no pathos, no bravado;
just a quiet statement of fact.
Where once he had vehemently
denied needing help, he now
sought it. Consequently, drink,
which had been his master for
twelve years, no longer held sway.

So complete was the transition

that there were never any uneasy
moments or near slips.

Today he is helping others find
the assistance they need. Active
in AA, he counsels individuals,
attends conferences, speaks at
meetings. His home life has im-
proved to where Jan says, “My,
we have so many wonderful things
about which to talk—AA lectures,
religious books, people who need
help! You'd never recognize us
for the same couple!”

Prayer works for the small

ones.

Jan and I know.

We are the small ones.

St

When you are discouraged because you are in a valley, remember
that every valley reaches up to the hills.

Lee’s Bulldeg

6_y Vincent Edwards

Hymn of Perfect Trust

“Still, still with Thee, when purple morning breaketh,
When the bird waketh and the shadows flee;

Fairer than morning, lovelier than daylight,

Dawns the sweet consciousness, I am with Thee . . .”

Only a true nature-lover who
has heard bird songs at sunrise
and seen the world begin to stir
again at that hour can fully ap-
preciate the beauty of these lines.
But that person probably could
never guess who wrote this hymn.

The author also gave the na-
tion the most stirring novel in its
history. It was claimed that her
“best-seller,” Uncle Tom’s Cabin,
set so many readers aflame against
slavery that the North was ready
to take up arms to put down this
evil. First serialized in a maga-
zine, the story swept everything
before it, and when it appeared
in book form, the sales mounted
to 400,000 copies inside of a few
months.

Yes, the writer was Harriet
Beecher Stowe. As a hymnist, her
reputation is quite overshadowed
by her Abolitionist fiction. Yet,
Mrs. Stowe had her quiet mo-
ments as well. She was the

daughter of the Reverend Lyman
Beecher, one of New England’s
most celebrated theologians, and
she grew up in the green hill
country of Litchfield, in western
Connecticut. Few communities
have a lovelier setting and a more
impressive grouping of old white
Colonial homes.

There, as a girl, she made the
most of her happy surroundings,
and early acquired a love for the
out-of-doors. Who could resist
the attractions of that beautiful
countryside? The memory of
those bird-thronged hills and val-
leys lingered with her all her days.

At a later time Mrs. Stowe
was living in Andover, Massachu-
setts, where her husband was
head of the theological seminary.
Her name had become a house-
hold word by then, since her fa-
mous novel had been published
only three years before. In her mail
there now came a letter from her

13
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brother, Dr. Henry Ward Beecher,
the well known Brooklyn pastor.
He told of how he was getting
up his Plymouth Collection of
hymns, and he invited Harriet to
make a contribution to the vol-
ume.

Only a few days after this a
close friend of Mrs. Stowe came
to her home on a visit. One even-
ing, just before retiring, the writer
informed her guest that she was
in the habit of rising at half-past
four in the morning in order to
go out and enjoy the singing of
the birds in the early dawn. Mrs.
Stowe invited her friend to join
her the next morning.

So, in the first light of day-
break, the two women went out,
and there the visitor had a sur-
prise. In that rare, sweet atmos-
phere, as they beheld nature wak-
ing all around them, Mrs. Stowe
read aloud her verses, “Still, Still
with Thee.” It was the hymn she
was sending to her brother in re-
sponse to his request, and she
had composed it in the early dawn
just a day or so before. Her friend
was the first to hear it.

In her last years Mrs. Stowe
lived in Hartford, Connecticut,
only a few doors from “Mark
Twain’s” big home on Farming-
ton Avenue. She had grown to
be a very old lady by then, and,
like Emerson, suffered from for-
getfulness. It was not uncommon

for her to wander through the
Clemens house and grounds at
odd hours. When finally she died
in 1896, the whole nation joined
in tribute; Americans would long
remember her part in wiping out
the blackest stain on the national
record.

Her hymn “Still, Still with
Thee” will always be a popular
favorite of churchgoers. It was
originally entitled “Resting with
God”; few hymns express so per-
fectly the Christian’s absolute
trust. At the time of Mrs. Stowe’s
death, it was pointed out that “the
all-permeating influence of her
life was Christian love—love to
Christ and perfect trust in divine
goodness.” Her stanzas are thus
a mirror of her own faith:

“Alone with Thee, amid the
mystic shadows,

The solemn hush of nature
newly born;

Alone with Thee in breathless
adoration,

In the calm dew and freshness
of the morn.

“Still, still with Thee! As to
each new-born morning,

A fresh and solemn splendor
still is given,

So does this blessed conscious-
ness awaking,

Breathe each day nearness un-
to Thee and heaven.

1960 HYMN OF PERFECT TRUST 15

“When sinks the soul, subdued
by toil, to slumber,

Its closing eye looks up to Thee
in prayer;

Sweet the repose beneath Thy
wings o’er-shading,

But sweeter still, to wake and
find Thee there.

“So shall it be at last, in that
bright morning,

When the soul waketh, and
life’s shadows flee;

O in that hour, fairer than day-
light dawning,

Shall rise the glorious thought
—I am with Thee.”
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In any case, Jesus Christ the Great Physician completely captivated
Dr. Luke.

LUKE
THE PHYSICIAN
WHO WAS CURED

By

Donglas G. McKenzie

A Jewish girl visited a Christ-
ian Church Young People’s Meet-
ing. Afterward, she talked with
the minister about how much she
had enjoyed the meeting. Then
she grew wistful and her face
dropped. She said quietly, “I
could become a Christian—if I
only could know the New Testa-
ment was reliable.”

This girl poignantly expressed
the nagging doubt many people
feel. How do we know the New
Testament is reliable? How can
we be sure the records are accur-
ate? How do we know the ac-
counts were not exaggerated or
shaded by pious souls who as re-
porters sometimes were careless
with fact?

The best answer? Well, meet
one of the writers. In this case,
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it is a cultured, highly educated
man named Luke. (Scholars
point out that Luke’s Gospel is
excellent literary Greek—the best
of the Gospels. Only a well edu-
cated man of refinement could
have authored this Gospel.)

He was a physician. Thus, he
was an exceptionally well-trained
and highly learned man. There
were excellent medical schools
throughout the Greek-speaking
world at the time of the New
Testament. Ephesus, Miletus,
Alexandria, Pergamum, Syracuse,
and Tarsus were outstanding, and
Luke probably received his de-
gree from one of these.

We moderns are inclined to
smile at mention of medicine
2,000 years ago. Do not lightly
dismiss their medical knowledge
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and skills. Any doctor or any
encyclopedia will tell you how
amazingly advanced medicine was
in the Greek-speaking world.

For example, their understand-
ing of anatomy was as good as
ours. They were excellent hy-
gienists and prescribed diet and
exercise that are even up-to-date
in many cases today. They prac-
ticed some surgery and even ex-
perimented with anesthetics. You
can see their surgical equipment
in museums today in Greece, and
will note that their forceps, probes,
spreaders, and scalpels are almost
identical to modern instruments.
Their operating rooms were amaz-
ingly sanitary.

They even took the pulse-rate
and used a water-clock to mea-
sure its frequency. They were ex-
cellent in obstetrics. They even had
some knowledge of basal metabo-
lism. All in all, Dr. Luke and
his colleagues in the medical pro-
fession 1,900 years ago were ex-
ceptionally able men. In fact, no
serious or substantial improve-
ment was made in medical theory
or practice until 1,900 years after
Luke, or during the last century!

We can see, therefore, that Luke
was no unlettered peasant; rather,
he was a competent and highly
trained, well-educated professional
man.

Doctors and dentists are people
who have to give extremely close
attention to details. They are

carefully trained to give meticu-
lous care to facts. Because of the
nature of their work, you can tell
they train themselves to be ob-
servant. As professional men,
physicians have a sense of duty
to adhere to fact.

As a doctor, Luke would have
been a man trained to be care-
fully observant and attentive to
details. We have in him a man
who would take unusual pains to
transmit a reliable record. Per-
haps more than any other, Luke
the doctor can be looked to as
a careful reporter of the facts of
the life, death, and resurrection of
Jesus.

Furthermore, Dr. Luke was
writing to a specific man, Theo-
philus. We have no idea who
Theophilus was. Theophilus, how-
ever, apparently was not a be-
liever. He was one who wanted
to hear the facts. If he doubted
any of the facts, he could easily
have checked. Luke for this rea-
son would have written with close
attention to accuracy. Luke is a
reliable reporter.

Dr. Luke is so fascinatingly
modern. He embodies so many
of our traits and so much of
our outlook. How did this so-
phisticated competent medical
man come to care about a Pales-
tine Prophet of peasant parents?
What ever attracted Luke to
Jesus?

In spite of his excellent train-
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ing, were there some people Dr.
Luke could not seem to help?
Did his treatments—good as they
were—seem to be healing only
part of a man? Was Dr. Luke
helping a body to get well but
still leaving a sick soul or a sick
mind? In other words, was Dr.
Luke aware that medicine alone
sometimes has limitations? Was
this man, so sensitive to the pain
of others, frustated because he
was sometimes so powerless to
help?

Or was it something in his own
personal life that left him looking
for something more than prescrip-
tions and surgery to make him
better? Was Luke a physician
who was ill? An illness of the
soul that even the finest educa-
tion and best minds did not have
a cure for?

We do not know for sure. In
any case, Luke the Physician
heard of and came under the in-
fluence of the Great Physician.
When this happened Dr. Luke
became the Physician who was
healed, and really could heal.

Where and how did Luke first
hear about Jesus? Could it have
been on his travels? Was it in
a medical conference that he first
heard whispers of this Healer
from Galilee who did more than
heal bodies, but who also healed
diseased souls and crippled minds?

Did someone tell Dr. Luke
about Jesus Christ?
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Could it have been one of his
patients, perhaps a Christian? Was
it Paul himself? Or was it on
a street corner where a Christian
was preaching?

Or did Dr. Luke’s keen eye
note that those who called them-
selves Christian seemed to be more
alive, more happy, less given to
worry, depression, and fear?

In any case, Jesus Christ the
Great Physician completely capti-
vated Dr. Luke.

Christ so captivated Luke the
doctor that he also became Luke
the writer. For Dr. Luke, the
physician who was healed, was
the author of both the Gospel
of Luke and the Book of Acts.

It is easy to see how Christ
caught Luke’s interest. Luke the
physician emphasizes Jesus Christ
the great Healer. More than any
other Gospel writer, Luke recounts
occasions in which Jesus released
healing powers within people that
made them well.

Luke for example tells how the
woman who had been hemorrhag-
ing for years and had spent every-
thing she had on doctors crept up
to Jesus in a crowd one day. She
was certain that He could do what
no one else could do. And He
did! She was given new strength
so that her cursed disorder im-
mediately stopped.

This is a physician writing and
not some illiterate, willing-to-be-
lieve-anything peasant. Dr. Luke
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testifies that he, a highly educat-
ed and trained medical man, has
personally investigated and found
to be true the fact that Jesus
Christ had the extraordinary gift
of releasing within people’s minds
and bodies those divine healing
powers that had been thwarted.

Luke was a man who had been
around. He had traveled over
a good part of the Roman world.
We of course do not know for
certain, but many think Luke was
a ship’s doctor. He shows in
the book of Acts a remarkably
detailed knowledge of mnautical
life. It implies strongly that Dr.
Luke had been to sea.

Have you ever known any ship’s
doctors? They are an unusual
breed of men. They have been
everywhere, seen everything. They
are not easily impressed. Ship’s
doctors are highly educated, wide-
ly traveled men and get a chance
to sample all the philosophies and
see all the religions in the world.

Luke, the ship’s doctor, was
thus a world traveler who had
seen all the religions in his day.
He was wise in the ways of the
world. He was not easily swept
off his feet by the various cults
and religions (and there were
plenty in his day). Luke had
seen them all.

As a ship’s doctor, he would
have noticed how all these reli-
gions were local parochial sects.
He would have observed how
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most of the teachers and prophets
of these religions were limited in
outlook. Dr. Luke would have
seen how self-centered and nar-
row-minded these teachers and re-
ligions were.

All except Jesus Christ. Dr.
Luke, the man who had seen
everything, noted how Jesus had
a universal appeal. Jesus was no
hick prophet or small-town re-
former. Luke, the man not easily
impressed, emphasizes that Jesus
is the Savior of all men. Dr.
Luke goes out of his way to point
out how Jesus answers the needs
of all men.

Luke writes how Jesus Christ
is interested in “outsiders.” Luke
himself must have felt that way
once.

Luke is the only Gospel writer
to give us the lovely parable of
the Good Samaritan, that story
where Jesus made the hero a
Samaritan, of all people!

Luke was obviously attracted
to the mercy of Jesus. Luke must
have felt this mercy for himself.
He must have been aware of how
great and how completely Christ
is God forgiving us.

Luke is the only one who passes
on to us the beloved story by
Jesus of the Shepherd with one
hundred sheep who missed one,
then hunted for the lost sheep
until he found it and returned it
safely to the shelter of the fold
(Luke 15:3-7). Luke is the only




