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THE COVER

The appealing photograph on
the cover stirs many thoughts.
The old and the young for one
thing. The little girl is fetch-
ingly serious as she looks out
on life, on what lies ahead in
the great big mysterious world.
Undoubtedly there is wonder
mixed with doubt. The hand of
the aged person lends assurance
and strength and stability. The
wrinkled hand might be saying,
"I know whom I have believed,”
and you can trust Him!

Then too it can symbolize all
new beginnings. No matter how
long you have been trying, there
is always a new beginning whén-
ever you wish it. The begin-
ning of the New Year is such
a traditional beginning, but one
does not have to wait till the
beginning of the year. Each
day, even each moment, is a
new beginning. And the hand is
the age-old assurance of history
that it can be done.

® Sccond class postage paid at St. Paul, Minn. and Waseca, Minn.

“A CHRISTMAS PRESENT TO JESUS”

‘Vitlt Love
— from Carol

By L. K. TWITTY

That Carol should have been
born to us at all was one of those
minor miracles which sometimes
enliven our old world at intervals.
I was a struggling family doctor,
and my wife had been a nurse in
the hospital where I worked. We
were a very ordinary couple. When
Carol came, and grew lovelier and
more enchanting with each passing
month, we wondered from whence
came the genes that had fashioned
her. Carol was—well how des-
cribe an utterly delightful human
sprite? And her belief in the es-
sential goodness of humanity and
her serene confidence that all
would be right in her small world
were daily marvels to her parents.
And so time passes swiftly and
happily until she reached the ripe
old age of five and a half.

“Daddy,” she said one day in
early December as she counted the
coins in her long-suffering piggy
bank, “I am going to give a Christ-
mas present to Jesus.”

“That’s fine,” I said fondly,
“just be sweet, obey your mother,
and I'm sure that . . .”

“No, Daddy,” she said, laughing
and putting her hand on my knee.
“l mean a real present, all wrapp-
ed up and everything.”

“But what did you have in
mind,” I faltered, giving my wife
a bewildered look, “and how will
you get it to Him?”

“I'll think about it,” chirped
Carol, going back to her pile of
coins on the floor. “Now show me
how many dollars I have in these
piles.”

My wife and I exchanged tender
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and resigned glances once again
above the child’s head and I sat on
a low stool to give her the lesson
in arithmetic.

Carol’s project had slipped my
mind until a few days before
Christmas. I only knew that the
piggy bank had grown fat with
coins slipped into it by adoring rel-
atives, and that Carol frequently
opened the bottom of the pig and
counted her wealth on the rug.
Finally one night she announced,
“I'm ready to buy my gifts now,
Daddy. Will you take me tomor-
row?”

I arranged to get away early
from the office that afternoon and
scon a bundled up Carol and I
joined the crowds of merry shop-
pers. She bought little gifts for her
mother and me, and for aunts and
uncles as far as her small stock of
money would allow. “Now Ill
buy the present for Him,” she an-
nounced, and led me into a side
street and turned into a small
second-hand shop.

“Is it still here?” she asked of
the smiling proprietor, who came
forward and greeted us.

“Of course, little lady,” he said
affably, bringing out an obviously
worn, but still very serviceable
man’s overcoat. “I saved it for
you as you asked me.”

As we looked at the garment I
could find but one obvious defect
that was of any moment. That was
a large ink stain on the inside
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lining at the pocket, the result no
doubt of a leaky pen.

Carol carefully unfastened her
little purse, bulging with dimes and
quarters, and counted out five dol-
lars into the man’s hand. “Five
dollars,” she said importantly,
“and I counted it all by myself.”

Having stowed away the pile of
loose change, the shopkeeper care-
fully wrapped the garment in red
and green paper and tied it with
a silver cord. Carol looked over
the package carefully, accepted it,
and I carried it for her to the car.

“Now drive to the church with
the real tall steeple,” she directed.
“You see, Daddy,” she explained
as I put the car in motion, “in the
pictures He doesn’t have a coat at
all. I thought it would keep Him
warm.”

As we slowed at the curb op-
posite the church she clutched the
package to her small chest, hopped
from the car and crossed the wide
lawn. She sturdily mounted the
long flight of steps and placed her
package carefully against the heavy
wooden doors. Pausing a moment
she patted the bundle tenderly and
then hurried to join me. As 1
looked down at her I had a feeling
that some Power higher than I
was directing this matter toward
some ultimate conclusion.

During the several days after
Christmas I had almost forgotten
Carol’s package and only wonder-
ed briefly concerning the fate of
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the gift. The raw, blustery weather
had released its usual crop of res-
piratory infections, and I remained
for long hours in the clinic peering
down red throats. One afternoon
I noticed a man come through the
doors just as I was preparing to
leave for home and dinner.

“My name is Crenshaw,” he
said, “if you are closing I'll come
back later. I just got off from
work.”

“No matter,” I said, “tell me
about your trouble.”

After the examination I said,
“You are going to require a slight
operation to clear this up but it
should go off without incident. Can
you arrange to have it done?”

“I don’t have any money, Doc-
tor Gregg,” he said, as he reached
for his worn shirt. “Guess it will
just have to wait awhile. You see
I've been out of work for a time
and don’t have any money ahead.”

As he dressed he told me of the
failure of the large drug firm for
which he had worked and of his
drifting to our city.

“T landed in town on Christmas
Eve during that freezing rain,” he
said, as I helped him on with his
overcoat.

But I almost missed that last
remark as I stared at the inside
lining of the coat. There was a
large ink stain on the inside pocket
—one that I thought I had seen
before.

“Mr. Crenshaw, would you

mind telling me where you got
this coat?” 1 asked, somewhat
abruptly I am afraid.

“Why no, Dr. Gregg, not at all.
In fact I was telling you the story
when you spoke. I came into town
on a late bus. My funds were
almost gone and I had only a cup
of coffee and a bun for supper.
Wondering where I could find a
night’s shelter I happened to pass
that church with the high steeple
over there. A gust of wind tumbl-
ed something down at my feet, and
a package burst open, spilling out
this overcoat. 1 searched for a
name or address but there was
none. The coat fitted, so I have
worn it constantly. It has literally
saved me from freezing. After
donning the coat I wandered to the
side door of the church and found
a set of stairs leading to the boiler
room. I lay down beside the big
warm boiler and slept the remain-
der of the night.

“And what are you doing now?”
I asked.

“I found a little job helping
load trucks at the textile plant,” he
said. “But the work isn’t steady
and may stop altogether.”

The man’s bearing and voice
were so strangely familiar that I
had all along tried to trace the
resemblance to something in the
past. Suddenly I knew. Clasping
his hand suddenly I said, “I've got
it! You’re Steve Crenshaw, the lab
technician attached to our outfit,
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You pulled me to safety during
one of our little encounters in the
Pacific Islands.”

The man’s face lighted. “Of
course! Youre Ken Gregg, and
you gave me a hypo the time I
was hit in the leg, see we're even.”
He laughed.

“Sit down Steve,” I commanded
“You’re not going to walk out
right away now that I've found
you. I owe you my life man. After
we were separated during our last
skirmish 1 spent weeks trying to
trace you. Now about that little
operation, I'm going to do it for
you and you’re going to be my
guest in the hospital for a couple
of days afterward. That’s an order.
Then you can put on your white
coat and get on the job in that
back room there. You're a fine
technician, and the doctor with
whom I work will be pleased as
punch. We’ve been stumbling
along trying to do our own lab
work long enough.”

Tears stood in Steve’s eyes as
he walked to the window and star-
ed out at the church with the tall
steeple, which stood right across
the street from my office.

“It may sound a bit odd,” he
said, “but from the moment I
found the coat I have felt that
something or someone was work-
ing out a plan for me. The feeling

CLEAR HORIZONS

Winter

was so strong that it even compel-
led me to come back to the vicin-
ity of that church to select a doc-
tor’s office. Do you thing I am
being preposterous?”

“No,” I said firmly. “You have
a perfect right for your feeling, and
a little later I'll tell you why.”

Steve left me, promising to en-
ter the hospital early the next day.
He wanted to use the bills I had
slipped him in parting to purchase
a few personal necessities that
night.

As I watched Carol playing with
her family of dolls on the rug, I
thought of the wise ways of a lov-
ing providence. Carol, as if sen-
sing my thoughts, came and climb-
ed to my knee. “Daddy,” she
whispered, “do you think He liked
my present?”

I tightened my arm around the
slight form. “My dear,” I said
gently, “I am very, very sure your
present was used by Him to very
good advantage.”

She nodded and her eyes closed.
I carried her to bed and then stood
looking out of the window at the
far distant stars glittering in the
frosty sky. Words forced them-
selves to my mind and I murmur-
ed. “Inasmuch as ye have done it
unto one of the least of these ye
have done it unto me.”

“Thy Will Is My Perfect Destiny.”

[L’ibsm'ng to goa(

BROTHER MANDUS

When we go to the Father for
anything, most of us fuss, struggle
and strain as though it were a
tremendous task to make contact
with Him.

The obstacles are of our own
creation. Be done with them! God
is wherever we are, eternally ex-
pressing Himself through us. He
knows every thought, every need,
every desire. He knows our needs
before we know them ourselves.

It is easy to go to God once
we understand and accept this
simple Truth. He is there, the
very Life within us. In the limited
human consciousness, we can
scarcely believe we are actually
oNE with this Almighty Father.
We become so subject to sickness,
troubles and frustrations, that we
close our minds to the ever-present
Father, Who can never experience
illness, frustration or evil, or wish
us to remain in such limitations.

Facts speak for themselves and,

however long we are about it,
the Truth will prevail, and we
shall all eventually find ourselves
in constant communion with this
wonderful Father in Whose Spirit
we live. Those who have gone
to Him quite simply, like children,
all testify to the Peace, Health and
Perfection which follow.

But why wait? We all need
happiness, health, guidance and
spiritual understanding of His Laws
Now. I do not pretend to know
all about God and His wonderful
ways, but I do know He is there,
and that He responds to our needs
with infinite love and wisdom when
we enter His Presence. It seems
to me to be such a good idea,
and what will prove to be the most
practical of all ideas, to go to Him
forthwith and get our lives sorted
out into law and order.

Instead of going to Him clam-
ouring for this and that, let us go
into His Presence and listen to

From Science of Thought Review, Magazine Bosham House, Chichester,

England.
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His counsel. I am quite sure most
of us have hurried to the doctor,
the solicitor, psychiatrist or friend
when trouble has come along. How
much easier it is to sit down first
and listen to the Father, Who 1s
all the knowledge and wisdom of
the universe!

If you are in trouble, your real
need is Divine guidance and help.
The trouble itself is usually a clear
indication that you have gone
up a wrong turning somehow and
become lost in the jungle. God
knows the way out. He knows that
your rightful place is on the broad
highway leading straight to your
eternal happiness. And He wants
to tell you how to get to that road.

Listen then! Become still and
just know, quite simply, that God
is within you now. You will feel
peaceful, and gain an assurance
that all is well. You may not hear
a voice, it may not be a dynamic or
dramatic experience, but you will
certainly feel differently about
your problem. You may become
aware of the need to trust Him,
and to eliminate fear, worry, bit-
terness and resentment from your
thoughts. You may feel His for-
giveness for your past transgres-
sions, and a sincere longing to for-
give those who have offended you.
You will surely feel a new power,
a new strength, and know that in
His love and protection all things
are possible.
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He will tell you, teach you, how
to pray. You will begin to realize
that you have found Him, and
that He always responds to every
thought you pass to Him. Be
sure that your thoughts lift up to
the highest conception of seeking
only that His wisdom and guidance
shall prevail.

To become a good listener you
need to listen often—every day
at least and, increasingly, all day
long. Take every problem to Him,
and very soon your affairs will be
straightened out and a new real-
ization and assurance will be giv-
en to you.

Divine guidance is a real experi-
ence. His leading is much more
than making His Will known to
you, for He goes before you and
cleaves a way out of the jungle.
New opportunities arise, new in-
spiration about your true potential
and goal becomes known, and
new friends come along to help
you on your way.

Be still, then, and enter the
Council Chamber of God. It is the
Sanctuary of your soul, and your
rightful place, for you are ONE
with His Eternal Spirit. You are
His son, or His daughter, and all
that He is belongs to you. The
gifts of God become your own as
quickly as you can realize them in
Spirit, and accept them inwardly
and outwardly as your own.

FREUNDSCHAFTSHEIM

Germany’s School for Peace

L. W. Robinson

Sitting atop notorious Gallows
Hill near Buckeburg, West Ger-
many, is one of the world’s most
unusual and significant organiza-
tions. It is quartered in three
buildings built by hard work, deter-
mination, and faith; the kind of
faith that says, “If God tells me to
jump through the wall, it’s my job
to do the jumping and God’s job
to put me through the wali.”

Freundschaftsheim (Friendship
House) is Europe’s international
school for peace. A world peace
training center for young people
from all over the globe, students
come here because of their im-
pelling interest in disarmament and
better understanding between peo-
ples. Upwards of 100 volunteers
converge on Freundschaftsheim
every summer. They come from
West Germany, France, Britain,
the Scandinavian countries, Asia,
Africa, the U. S. A.

It is a sort of cooperative com-
munity. The students do all the
work themselves: raise and cook
their own food, wash their own

clothes, maintain, expand and
beautify the grounds and build-
ings. And there is time for play.
But mainly they study the complex
problems of the nuclear age and
world peace, the United Nations
and its agencies, comparative re-
ligion, international politics current
affairs.

Conferences and seminars are
held regularly along with individ-
uval study. Political, racial and re-
ligious problems are discussed
openly and in good spirit. There
are no prejudices at Friendship
House. Catholics, Jews, Quakers,
Protestants, agnostics; they all
live and work together as brothers.
Blacks, browns, whites and yel-
lows; they’re all “color blind.”
They see the Spirit in man, and
not only his outward clothing.

How Friendship House came in-
to being is as unusual as its pur-
pose. In the fall of 1946, one year
after the end of World War II, the
French pastor and pacifist, Andre
Trocme, who had been in one of
Hitler’s concentration camps, spoke
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at a nearby village church. He
stressed the need for a reconcilia-
tion and peace center in war-torn
Europe. “And it ought to be
here,” he told the Quaker pastor,
Wilhelm Mensching, “because
here the people of the district
would support the work.”

The seed fell on fertile ground.
Young people offered their services
to pastor Mensching. They had
seen enough of war and its con-
sequences. Germany now should
show the world the way to peace.
But, as so often is the case, they
had no money and no land. Twelve
million refugees were pouring into
West Germany, creating an
appalling housing and land pro-
blem in an already serious situa-
tion. It looked like a hopeless
dream. Pastor Mensching, a
bright-eyed little man with lots of
energy, was discouraged with the
prospects. ‘

A year passed and no progress
had been made. Then from an
unexpected source came the “mir-
acle”. A quiet, retiring man of
the neighborhood placed a gift
of several hundred marks in the
hands of pastor Mensching. It
was the first of many gifts he gave.
“Think what we had to sacrifice
for the war,” he told the pastor.
“And what became of our sacri-
fices? Shouldn’t we be ready to
sacrifice much more- for peace—
and of our own free will?”

A few weeks later forty men
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and women of the parish—farm-
ers, laborers, housewives—met in
Rev. Mensching’s parsonage.
Many of them had lost a son, a
husband, a father in the war. The
cause of world peace had a real
meaning to them. Tentative plans
were made for the organization
of an international peace center.
It sounded like an ambitious pro-
ject. But a month later another
meeting was held, made up also
of university men, business men,
clergymen, Jews—men and women
of different backgrounds and
faiths.

A plea for help went out. “Sac-
rifice for Peace Instead of War”
became their battle cry. Slowly,
funds began to come in. On March
17th, 1948, Friendship House
Society, a non-profit, non-denom-
inational organization, was legal-
ly registered at the Town Hall of
Buckeburg.

But in 1948 the competition for
farm land was at its height. Only
the abandoned, rocky, over-grown
Gallows Hill area was available—
mainly because the land was so
poor no one else wanted it. Dur-
ing the war it had been excavated
for an artillery entrenchment.
Later an infantry battle had been
fought there. Before the war it
was an army maneuver area. In
olden times it was the site of a gun
foundry. And once men had been
hanged there, from which it ob-
tained it’s name.
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Now, by a queer twist of fate,
it was to become West Germany’s
world peace center and house of
friendship! Financial help from the
U. S. and other countries began
to come in. Neighboring farmers
contributed generously in many
ways. The owner of a tile and
brick factory donated bricks for
walling two quonset huts given by
the British Military Government
Youth Department. And the sons
and daughters of nearby residents
supplied the will and manpower.

That year Friendship House
opened with 30 volunteers from
West Germany, England, America
and the Scandinavian countries.
Four acres of land were cleared
and crops planted. A library was
started. Informal courses on econ-
omic systems, constitutional gov-
ernment, race problems, Gandhi’s
theory of non-violence were con-
ducted. Guest lecturers came from
Berlin, London, and Leeds, Eng-
land.

In the winter of 1948, Friend-
ship House had to shut down for
lack of funds. The huts were not
equipped for cold weather living.
The students went home. When
spring came everything, to the con-
sternation of pastor Mensching
and his little band, had been
stolen that could be stolen. Even
the newly planted fruit trees had
been uprooted and carted away!
It was almost like beginning all
over again. But that spring and

summer a total of 62 volunteers
showed up, from as far away as
India and New Zealand! Loans
and gifts from many sources again
came to the rescue, and rebuilding
was underway.

The next year a well was dug
and the first permanent building
started. Leslie Hayman, a New
Zealand Methodist minister and
his wife, Wanda, a Pole, became
House-Parents. In the winters this
genial and dedicated couple travel-
ed and lectured abroad while a few
students stayed on at Friendship
House.

In 1951, 81 volunteers came to
work and study at Friendship
House. After that the figure rose
to over a hundred from 16 differ-
ent countries, some of them behind
the “Iron Curtain”. Guest lec-
turers came from many parts of
the world also.

In 1952, a second house, now
the main building, was construct-
ed, and Andre Trocme, the
Frenchman who started it all,
came back to dedicate it to the
war victims of the world, to war
resisters everywhere, and to God
the Father of all men.

By 1954 there was a need for
a third house, but again there was
no money. Pastor Mensching, now
well beyond the retirement age,
set out on a lecture tour of Canada
and the U. S., following the foot-
steps of Leslie and Wanda Hay-
man. The necessary funds were
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raised, and the third house became
a reality. New Friendship House
could stay open the year around.
There were adequate bedrooms,
baths and showers, the kitchen
was well equipped, flower gardens
and a recreation area were started.
Friendship House, while not yet
self-sustaining, would survive.

Today, young men and women
from prosperous homes and coun-
tries study and work along side
those from areas of poverty and
misery. For five hours a day they
work in the fields, the gardens, the
kitchen, at the rock quarry, at
road building. The rest of the time
is spent in class, in study, and at
recreation. Conferences on a wide
range of subjects are held regu-
larly. They include such topics as
Civilization, Politics and Educa-
tion, Economics and Peace, The
Importance of the Individual, East-
West Tensions, The Peace Move-
ment in Theory and Practice.

The viewpoints of the many
countries represented are brought
out and discussed openly. Current
events in the various nations are
described—things that never get
into print. All may not agree with
the different points of view ex-
pressed, but they are brought to
the light of day, and analyzed in
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open and free discussion. It’s not
Who's right but What's right that
matters.

There is no room for rancor or
bitterness at Friendship House. A
former Nazi youth had a room-
mate who was a Jew. A capitalist
girl shared quarters with a Com-
munist. A Christian studied and
played games with an agnostic.
Friendship House never makes
such inquiries into one’s back-
ground. Indeed, its objective is
to bring together peoples of var-
ied beliefs and customs, to dem-
onstrate that people basically are,
after all, just people.

The only requirements are a
minimum age of 17, a nominal
tuition fee plus two marks (48c)
a day for living expenses, an in-
terest in world peace, and most of
all, a friendly and cooperative at-
titude.

When students return home
after a few weeks or months at
Freundschaftsheim, they are better
equipped to work for the cause of
peace and justice in their own
communities. And they take with
them its central theme, the Chinese
proverb: “It is better to light a
little candle than to grumble at the
darkness.”

==

Her faith is secure, and she knqws she
will be taken care of, and that is how,
she says, she has come to know God.

Peace Pilgrim

LADY

OF THE

ROADS

DUANE VALENTRY

The sun shines down on the wo-
man as she walks along the road.
A few motorists stare, most go by
unnoticing. She hopes they wi_ll
notice; that is the reason she is
walking and refusing all offers to
ride.

She is the Peace Pilgrim.

The story of the woman who
walks for Peace is a strange one—
a story of intense and selfless ded-
ication to an ideal. In 1953 s}_le
began her epic journey and it will
go on, she plans, as long as she
lives. Her motive? To be an ex-
ample of prayer for peace on'ear'fh.

It was her longing to inspire
others to work and pray for peace
that enabled her to give up her own
“worldly” identity, and become a

woman without a name or back-
ground, known simply as the Peace
Pilgrim to tens of thousands who
have talked to her, listened to her
lecture, and been photographed
with her. These include governors
and mayors and other well-knowns
as well as people on the roads who
remember her when she comes to
their town.

The first year of this woman’s
unusual pilgrimage saw her cover
at least 100 miles in every state 1n
the Union as well as Mexico and
Canada. :

“T shall remain a wanderer until -
mankind has learned the way of
peace,” she vowed then, “walking
until I am given shelter, and fast-
ing until I am given food.”

11
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So far the gray-haired lady with
the sparkling blue eyes whose age
no one knows has not had to go
without sustenance. Nor does she
worry about it; her faith is secure
and she knows she will be taken
care of.

“I have never skipped more
than four meals in a row,” she
says. “I don’t think about food
until it is offered.”

Money is also of little import-
ance and the Peace Pilgrim classes
it with other “material” things she
can do without. Although this
would be exceedingly difficult for
most people, she finds it simplest
to live simply.

It was twenty years ago when
she decided to live on $10 a week
and worked at various jobs to
earn that. In 1953, when the idea
of her current mission came to her,
she decided that even.that amount
was not necessary, but other things
were. This was, she says, “when
I learned to know God.”

People stop and talk to her as
she travels along. They want to
know why she is doing such a thing
and what she hopes to gain. They
are curious and not always in
sympathy. Although all claim to
want peace, they do not see what
good such a mission as hers can
hope to accomplish.

Peace Pilgrim patiently talks
and patiently explains, and in do-
ing so reminds them to pray them-
selves for peace. This is her work.

Winter

She believes in what she is doing
and that belief is enough for her
even if others cannot share it.
Sometimes they do, as when she
‘talks to a large audience and hears
them applaud her life mission. This
is fulfilling, but she does not de-
pend on it.

An inscription lettered in white
on the back of her blue tunic is
easily visible to approaching mo-
torists. It says;

“Walking 25,000 miles for
world peace.”

Of that remarkable total she
accomplishes 2,000 miles most
years, a good deal slower than she
would like. She divides this into
1,000 mile trips and is now in the
first of one of these. The rest of
the year she plans speaking en-
gagements and answers the volu-
minous mail that comes to her
mailing address in New Jersey.
And, during this time if she were
anyone else, she would be resting,
but her energy is apparently inde-
fatigable.

Does a woman walking alone
on the roads of America feel fear?
Peace Pilgrim does not feel that
she walks alone.

“I have no fear . . . just faith.
I’ve never had a bad experience. 1
couldn’t imagine worrying. It’s a
lack of faith.”

This faith she calls her one and
only and most precious possession,
and she acquired it about eight
years ago. Prior to that she was,
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to use her words, a humanist, but
not a deeply religious person. T_‘o-
day she is, and it is this faith which
keeps her going.

Having given a great cleal_of
thought to the subject to which
she’s dedicated her life, this wo-
man whose name no one knows,
has many thoughts on peace. She
has made hundreds of friends of
every age and description and their
ideas have helped affirm her own
belief that world peace cannot be
much more than “six years away.”

The time has come, she feels
sure, when the choice must be
peace. The only modern alterna-
tive seems to be nuclear self-des-
truction. “But,” argue the pessi-
mists she frequently encounters,
“that will take far longer than six
years.”

She says simply; “If it takes
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longer, I'll just keep walking.”

In towns along the way where
she collects the mail forwarded
from New Jersey, she spreads her
gospel of peace, makes new
friends, then with good wishes and
blessings goes on her way.

How can such a pilgrimage help
in achieving peace? Hers is wasted
effort, a life work that cannot pos-
sibly achieve its high aims, say
many who see her. Can she walk
in Russia? Would it mean any-
thing, even if she could?

It doesn’t matter to her. She
goes on her way unworried, sure
that as she is a reminder of peace
even the prayer for peace of the
smallest child who sees her will
help bring this about.

“I leave results purely in the
hands of God,” she says.

C

A gem cannot be polished without friction,

nor a man perfected without adversity.

—Chinese Proverb




BY CHARLES LUDWIG

The Qbiding Christ

“I will come in to him, and will
sup with him, and he with me.”
Revelation 3:20.

One time when he was in ter-
rible pain because of the cancer
that finally took his life, a woman
called Babe Ruth to go and see
her husband. This was a large
request, and he was advised not
to go. But thinking he would be
of service, the famous ball player
insisted that he be driven over.

When Babe knocked at the door
the wife invited him in, pointed
him to a chair and said, “Wait a
minute. I’ll get my husband. He’s
been totally blind for seven years.
I know he’ll get a great thrill when
he knows you are here.”

Babe sat and waited, his head
in his hands for his pain was
almost unbearable. Then the blind
man was led in and his wife said
nonchalantly, “Honey, Babe Ruth
has come to see you!”

Tears came into the man’s eyes.
Then, when he had gotten control
of himself, he said in a halting
voice, “Babe, you’ve made me very
proud. I saw you play a lot in
the old days—saw you knock that
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old apple over many a park.”

The two of them visited for half
an hour. Finally, when Babe’s
pain was more than he could stand,
he said, “I'll have to leave you
now.” Then he backed out the
front door.

As he was stepping out the
blind man whispered, “God bless
you, Babe. You're like a candle
in a blind man’s house.”

The man was silent for a long
time after Ruth had gone. Then
suddenly he broke into uncontrol-
led tears. If only Babe could have
stayed!

But how different it is with
Christ! When he comes into our
hearts he comes to stay. Yes, he
comes to sup with us; and we can
talk to him and visit with him.
He gives us courage in the stillness
of the night when the stars are out
and the fires are burning low. He
gives us courage in the thick of
the battle. He stands within us in
times of joy and sorrow. He is not
merely like a candle in a blind
man’s house. HE IS THE LIGHT
OF THE WORLD!

DO

Having one behavior pattern
for your religion and another
one for your work, cannot
lead to happiness.

A Little Bt
EXTRA

BY CARL H. ZWINCK

During military service and in
private industry 1 have discovered
many values for myself and others
which result from doing a little
something extra. Although there
are many who have called me an
“cager beaver”, I have found doing
more than the job requires very
rewarding.

During the Korean War, I was
directing technical training pro-
grams related to the location of
enemy radio transmitters; the end
of that conflict left many others
and me with time left to serve and
not much to do. I continued work
in education and training, although
these programs were immediately
cut down. Having been a teacher
in civilian life, I offered aptitude
and interest testing to those who
would be returning to school, col-

lege, or employment, and weren’t
sure just what to do. I encouraged
taking correspondence courses and
tests which could give high school
or college credits. I kept the In-
formation and Education Center
open seven days and seven even-
ings a week in order to serve as
many individuals as possible. I
was trying to follow Christ’s teach-
ing by helping others; personal
gain was not my objective. _

I spent almost all of my time in
the Information and Education
Center, selling stamps, making
change and personal loans, supply-
ing road maps and college cata-
logs, all without financial profit.
Free services encouraged wider
use of the building, and both en-
listed men and officers began to
make greater use of the education-
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al opportunities available to them.
These activities at Fort Bragg,
North Carolina, caused interested
officers to come from Washington,
D. C, and elsewhere to see how
we had attained amazingly high
participation rates in USAFI cor-
respondence courses and other
programs. The army does not nor-
mally have the time or the person-
nel to provide testing and counsel-
ing services on as comprehensive a
scale as we were doing, but there
was great interest nonetheless. 1
found myself doing work I enjoyed
instead of routine drilling and in-
spections which bore many peace-
time service personnel waiting for
their discharges. I still receive
letters from men who were aided
by the activities of that busy Fort
Bragg building.

Perhaps the greatest values of
this work to me personally were
realized years later. I found that
experience gained at Fort Bragg
was very helpful in high school,
college, and industrial positions
held later. Even though I put forth
efforts jeopardizing my own health,
arriving so early and working so
late that the majority of my associ-
ates distrusted and resented me, I
was able to help some individuals
I grew to know well. My extra
efforts to understand people and
situations have encouraged others
to prepare themselves for positions
for which they did not hope to
qualify. There are college gradu-
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ates who did not expect to go be-
yond high school who appreciate
the push I gave them. The pushing
is seldom appreciated at the time,
and sometimes months or years
pass while those who later benefit
from this aid resent it. Doing your
best to follow God’s Will is not the
easy way, but it offers satisfactions
which cannot possibly be attained
in any other manner.

When our big spurts in guided
missile research and development
began, I was working in personnel
development for the General Elec-
tric Company. Development of
promotion systems and other per-
sonnel procedures got me acquain-
ed with employees ranging from
elevator operators and shop work-
ers to PhD scientists and engin-
eers. In my spare time I did some
testing and counseling not offered
by the company, and soon I was
asked to direct education and
training activities. By arriving
early and leaving late, I was able
to help some of the second and
third shift workers who are often
ignored in industry. Any suggest-
ions I gave to individuals were for
their best interests, whether or not
the company would prefer what
I advised; in the long run, concern
with the interests of the employees
and the customers is in the best
interests of the employer. Without
satisfied employees and customers
no business or company can im-
prove its organization or increase
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profits. The Golden Rule is good
business.

I have found that looking for
things which need doing and de-
veloping a plan of action without
being told to do so leads to pro-
motion and success. Those who do
only what is required will not often
be given better jobs, and unfortun-
ately we now have many workers
who try to see how they can get
away with, either stealing from
their employer or failing to do all
that is expected of them. Following
the examples and teaching of
Christ is just as important on the
job as in church. Having one be-
havior pattern during church ser-
vices and another at work cannot
Jead to happiness. Buying on credit
to impress the neighbors does not
give the rewards which were
sought. If we do as He wishes
and not what we think will give
us the most material wealth, we
find we have riches far more won-
derful than any amount of money
can buy.

When 1 returned to teaching, I
tried to convince as many students
as possible of the Truth found in
the Bible. Too often someone,
sometimes a parent, will brag in
the presence of children that apple
polishing or even methods which
may be both illegal and immoral
are desirable and perhaps even
necessary for success. One such
statement soon is heard by most
of the children in an entire school

building or community, and it can
offset many hours of Sunday
School lessons and sermons. Care-
less remarks can do much harm.
Most people do not realize how
profoundly they may influence an
individual or how many young
people will be affected by deliber-
ate or careless statements which
imply that letting the boss beat
you at golf or romancing his dau-
ghter will bring about your pro-
motion. Avoiding work when the
boss or teacher isn’t looking or
isn’t likely to find out is sometimes
advocated as the “way to operate”.
Those who favor such policies for-
get that God is always watching.
No manager will entrust a position
of responsibility to someone who
may bungle badly enough to en-
danger the reputation of his
superior; all managers want to
promote those with the most abil-
ity and ambition, those who can be
depended upon to do the right
thing whether the boss is present
or not.

A remark made in jest or with-
out thinking which could be taken
to mean that shirking is better
than being an “‘eager beaver” often
harms the careless talker and the
organization he represents. Con-
fidence in a company oOr an In-
dividual is built slowly, but can be
destroyed rapidly. Before personal
convenience to the shopper in such
matters as automobile parking,
variety of merchandise handled,
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and perhaps trading stamps, be-
came so important, the grocer who
put thirteen in a dozen or gave
better quality merchandise got
more business than those who only
met the minimum requirements.
A doctor who would make per-
sonal sacrifices for the welfare of
his patients was provided for in
good times or bad.

City dwellers who bought trac-
tors during World War II in order
to get more ration stamps for gas-
oline and present-day businessmen
who take trips for the sole purpose
of padding the expense account are
unfortunately not rare exceptions;
our rapidly growing and changing
economy has made it easier to
cheat with some degree of anony-
mity. The number of those who
continue to cheat their employers
or customers undetected is much
smaller than most people seem to
realize, however. The businessman
who gets more customers or re-
ceives a promotion when success
is not deserved usually does not
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continue long before he is set back.
The neighbor who visits often be-
cause of free food or liquor is not
as popular as he thinks he is; his
“friends” will not be of help to
him when he encounters sickness
or trouble.

There is probably no better rule
for success in business or any-
where else than, “do a little more
than is expected”. Make a personal
sacrifice; inconvenience for the
benefit of someone else. Don’t
think in terms of what youll get
out of it. When we do something
in the best interests of someone
else, even if we seem to create
problems or inconvenience for our-
selves, society will benefit, we will
benefit ourselves in the long run.
In today’s busy rushing world with
false and misleading advertising,
pressures to do what we know is
wrong, and a feeling that no one
will know or care, we have greater
need than ever before for following
the teachings of Christ all the time
—not just on Sunday.
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A LIFE PURPOSE

Blessed is he who has found his work; let him ask no other
blessedness. He has a work, a life purpose. Labor is life.

—Carlyle

Peace flooded my heart. Peace where
there had been fear. I had touched
the hem of His garment.

9 Was Healed

Bernice yena Hall

“If only you weren't so upset
about this! Here are some tablets
to help you sleep at night,” the
doctor had said. His diagnosis and
statement that surgery was necess-
ary had shaken me till I was dan-
gerously close to tears. Secretly
I wondered why, in a moment of
anxiety that morning, I had con-
fided to my husband the symptoms
and fears that had tormented me
for so long. 1 should have known
he would insist I see a doctor.
Now, that golden autumn Friday,
September 9, 1955, in fact the en-
tire week end ahead, was ruined.
The excursion we had planned, in-
stead of a happy family experience,
would be something that must be
endured.

Since our plans were irrevoc-
able, I went through the motion of
packing and preparing for our
visit. My hands kept busy, but oh,
how my mind wandered! And oh,
how burdened was my heart! Yet
the overwhelming blackness of my
mood must not overshadow my
family’s enthusiasm!

That night after we had reached
our destination and everyone was
in bed—the deluge of tears! All
the comfort my husband tried to
give was pathetically ineffective.
Soon he grew silent and drifted off
to sleep. How welcome, at last,
those nocturnal hours of alone-
ness! How grateful I was for the
comforting darkness and the sweet
silence! Then, I began to think
and to pray. I who had written
religious poetry exhorting others
to faith in God, 1 who had penned
verses about the mustard seed of
faith, suddenly asked myself,
“What of my faith?” If I had
even that one tiny mustard seed,
why not use it now? Why not nur-
ture it and let it grow into a giant
tree, a tree which, I had main-
tained in verse, would grant shelter
and security in the storms of life?
I had never tossed off poetry with
a flippant pen. Verses had always
been the result of prayer and deep
feeling. But writing of faith for
others and using that faith myself
in a crisis—well, here indeed was
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