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THE COVER

Spring has always been assc
ciated with newness of life—the
earth seems to be resurrected af-
ter the long winter and there is
a stirring through all life, as
awakening, and the mind of man
begins to dream dreams thas
have lain dormant for quite
awhile. The blossoming flowers
in the open field, the happiness
of little children playing games
perhaps imagining something re
gal as the little girl has &
crown of flowers in her hair
symbolizes all this for us. And.
in the spiritual realm it ought
to remind us that in order to en-
ter the abundant life, we too
must become like little children
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FOR A FEARFUL WORLD, FOR A TROUBLED GEN-
ERATION, FOR A BUSY LIFE, PRAYER MUST BE A
TOP PRIORITY.

PRAYER IS THE
ANSWER
10 TENSION

Norman H. Hair

It is not the tensions, it is not
the pressures themselves, that fill
the consulting rooms of the world,
but it is a lack in people of re-
sources with which to meet these
tensions and pressures.

We have a God given source of
such power in prayer. The proph-
et Isaiah assures us that “They
that wait on the Lord shall re-
new their strength.”

In Luke’s Gospel we are told
of that critical day when Jesus
told His disciples that His life
would lead to the Cross, and we

read, “As He was praying, the
fashion of His countenance was
altered.” Perhaps Jesus at this
time had looked tense and drawn.
Well might He be harassed and
even fearful as, with enmity to-
ward Him building up, He con-
templated what lay ahead. Re-
member Jesus shared fully in our
humanity. He became true man,
and it must surely have been a
fierce struggle within Him as the
cross reared itself before Him. It
is likely that the face of Jesus re-
vealed something of that inner
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struggle. But while He was pray-
ing, so Moffatt translates this
verse, the “appearance of His face
altered.” Faith for fear, strength
for anxiety, confidence for hesita-
tion, inward power adequate for
whatever lay ahead, was not that
a change that would show on His
face?

If such an experience is pos-
sible, if such a change can come
about, do not we of this genera-
tion most certainly need it?

That which brought about such
a change of countenance, that
which brought about such a re-
surgence of power was the exper-
ience of prayer. Prayer is that
spring of power, that source of
strength, that well of living water
that we need for our re-creation.

Prayer, you see, takes us into
the very depths of our soul. It
begins by confessing and remov-
ing our sins and weaknesses, it
voices our thankfulness, it seeks
guidance for our confusion and
perplexity, it is the resource of
strength in our inadequacy, and it
is even at times as resting back
upon the everlasting arms of God.

For a fearful world, for a
troubled generation, for a busy
life, prayer must be a top priority.
Our situation today demands of
us that we dwell often in the realm
of prayer.

There are two ways to ap-
proach prayer. One is to try to
argue out the whole matter first,
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solve all the theoretical difficulties
and intellectual doubts, and then
having all of our questions an-
swered, say to ourselves, “There,
now I am ready; let’s pray.” This
method, to say the least, seldom
results in a profound experience
of renewal. In fact it very seldom
gets as far as actually engaging in
prayer. But often we can see
another thing happening. Here is
a man who sees his need of the
backing of a power greater than
his own, and who recognizing the
urgency of his need, reaches out
for God, and theory or no theory,
finds God, and in finding Him
finds power on which to rest back
and from which to draw strength.
Here is a woman who feels a
weight beyond her own strength
weighing her down, and reaches
out in prayer, and finds that bur-
den lifted. These have a first hand
experience which no amount of
logic or speculation can ever re-
fute. To those who pray, prayer
is real. “Strengthened with might
by his spirit in the inner man”—
(Eph. 3:16) that is real to those
who pray.

One reason that prayer is such
a spring of power is because
Christian prayer at its best is an
affirmation. It is a positive affir-
mation of faith and confidence in
God that puts divine strength in
the center of the picture and
crowds our human fear, anxieties,
and cares off to one side, and al-
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lows God to deal with them.

Who of us does not have mo-
ments, even hours, when doubts
and dismays, worries and cares
crowd up to the front and center
of our minds? How obsessing
those hours can be. When such
times come we must do something
to relieve them. The Gospel wit-
ness is that even our Lord Jesus
Christ knew such moments. Did
He not in Gethsemane exclaim,
“My soul is exceedingly sorrow-
ful, even unto death”? But that
was followed immediately by
prayer and, as He prayed, con-
fidence and courage came march-
ing in to vanquish fears and cares
and doubts. Through prayer the
great convictions that sustained
Him, and the great resources
which supported Him, moved up
into the center of His heart and
mind and soul. Real prayer is af-
firmation.

Unless we pray there are things
that God cannot say to us, for
prayer is a listening ear. Unless
we pray there are things that God
cannot give us, for prayer is a
receptive and hospitable heart.
Unless we pray there are things
that God cannot do through us,
for prayer is the co-operative will.

Out west there is a gorge with
the forbidding name of Death
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Valley where, in the year 1850, a
party of California-bound pio-
neers perished from thirst. That
gorge is the lowest, hottest, and
driest place in the western hemis-
phere. Some years ago a strange
thing happened. For nineteen con-
secutive days showers of rain fell
on that waste-land. This was
something unheard of. Suddenly,
as a result of that rain, all manner
of seeds which had apparently lain
dormant for years burst into glor-
ious bloom. Who can say what
lies dormant in the Death Valley
of this world in which so many
“pioneers” have perished. Who
knows what seeds there are in
your heart, in my heart, in the
hearts of men and women every-
where, seeds that are waiting the
right conditions to burst into
bloom. The miracle of revival, the
dream of the whole wide world
for Christ awaits enough believing
folk, or a few folks who believe
enough in the power of the Liv-
ing God to change the spiritual
climate with their prayers.

Remember the words of James,
“The effectual fervent prayer of a
righteous man availeth much.”

Will you tap that spring of
power? Will you hoist your sail?

WILL YOU ENGAGE IN
PRAYER?



Ten Commandments For Parents

I. Thou shalt love thy child with all thy heart, with all thy
strength, but wisely, with all thy mind.

II. Thou shalt think of thy child, not as something belonging to
thee, but as a person.

ITI. Thou shalt regard his respect and love, not as something to
be demanded, but something worth earning.

IV. Every time thou art out of patience with thy child’s im-
maturity and blundering, thou shalt call to mind some of the childish
adventures and mistakes which attended thine own coming of age.

V. Remember also that thy example is more eloquent than thy
fault finding and moralizing.

VI. Remember that it is thy child’s privilege to make a hero out
of thee, and take thou thought to be a proper one.

VII. Thou shalt strive to be a sign-post on the highway of life
rather than a rut out of which the wheel cannot turn.

VIII. Thou shalt teach thy child to stand on his own feet and
fight his own battles.

IX. Thou shalt help thy child to see beauty, to practice kindness,
to love truth, and to live in friendship.

X. Thou shalt make of the place wherein thou dwellest a real
home—a haven of happiness for thyself, for thy children, for thy
friends and for thy children’s friends.

—Author Unknown
4

STEPHEN C. TORNAY

& 'zo:uéng the Oesan
e Yy Gaith

I realized that a power, vaster than any human endeavor, was

responsible for my good fortune.

I can rightfully apply to myself
the lines of a poem, written by
Santayana: “Columbus found a
world and had no chart—Save
one that faith deciphered in the
skies.” I, too, found the New
World and a new life in the “land
of the free” by the aid of no other
power but the power of faith.
Let me tell you how this came to
pass.

At the end of the first World
War, Hungary, my native country,
was dismembered into five parts.
It was as though the house col-
lapsed over our head. Bitterness,
desperation filled the hearts of
people. I was disgusted with the
situation which the so-called
Peace Treaties created and saw
no hope in the future of Europe.
Brooding over the dark prospects
one day while I was walking
alone, suddenly an idea struck

me like lightning: Go to America
and begin a new life! How this
light came to me from the clear
sky, I can’t tell you, but it came
with a strength that completely
revolutionized my whole being.
Not saying a word to anyone
about my plan, I started to learn
English. I sent cards to my form-
er American schoolmates with
whom I studied at an Austrian
university. Not one reply came.
I entered into correspondence
with a Hungarian family in New
York. The newspaper clippings
they sent were like doves flying
to me from a strange land. Day
and night I was dreaming about
my secret. I read everything I
could get hold of about the United
States. With half of my soul I
was already living in America.
Unfortunately, I had no money
to go. This obstacle was bad

S



6 CLEAR HORIZONS

enough, but what harassed me
more was the fact that in 1920
the Peace Treaties were not yet
ratified and to get a visa for an
“alien enemy” seemed to be im-
possible. My situation appeared
hopeless. “Who shall roll us away
the stone?” I asked, recalling a
story in the Bible. Then, one day,
the huge stone that had blocked
my road began to move. A friend
dropped in and told me that he
had been asked by an American
church group to take care of the
Hungarian-speaking population in
their district. “I can’t go,” he said.
“My parents are too old. I would
never see them again. But I heard
that you speak English. Would
you like to go?”’ I don’t have to
tell you what my answer was.

Feverishly, all excited, 1 read
one English book after the other,
still keeping quiet about my sud-
den chance. Reading Oscar
Wilde’s De Profundis, it was as if
the words of the Psalmist were
coming from the bottom of my
own heart: “Out of the depth have
I cried unto thee, O Lord. Lord,
hear my voice.” It was April
when the same friend called me
out of the classroom where I was
teaching and brought the message
that the Church accepted me for
the job and would send the fare. I
never descended a stairway faster
than I did in my hurry to tell the
news to my mother. -

But the big stone was not rolled
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away yet. The great difficulty was
to get a visa from the State De-
partment. I was the first person
after the war who had applied for
one. The American consul tried
to help me and a wire was sent to
Washington. Anxious weeks fol-
lowed. Yet, not for a minute
came the thought to me that the
whole thing might be foiled. Not
once, from the very beginning,
was I touched by doubt. I knew
that there would be a way. At
last the consul phoned: my visa
was granted.

It was the twelfth of July when
I caught the first glimpse of the
Statue of Liberty, looming up in
the haze like an unbelievable
dream. I felt that in that moment
something irresistible had come to
a conclusion. And I realized that
a power, vaster than any human
endeavor, was responsible for my
good fortune.

As the years passed by in my
new homeland and I was working
for the church, later to become a
teacher of philosophy at various
universities, I often remembered
the sweep of events that brought
me to America. One thing always
startled me and is still a cause
of wonder. Although I know to-
day that my experience had all
the earmarks of a genuine faith,
at the time of my great adventure
the word “faith” never even en-
tered my mind. I was carried by
an inner drive without being con-
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scious of its true nature. The im-
petus of the urge was too forceful
to admit any reflection on it. Yet,
there it was, undeniably present,
the power that is able to remove
the mountains.

Recollecting the spontaneous
operation of faith that launched
me across the ocean, I know to-
day that it is a gift from above.
There are things in life which can-
not be subscribed for or ordered
from a mail-order house catalog.
Like some of the best things in life
—a poetic inspiration, a scientific
insight, or falling in love—faith,
too, has to rise in us unexpected-
ly from the twilight of our deep-
seated desires. For faith, funda-
mentally, is a desire, so intense
that it flares up in the conscious
mind as certainty about the in-
visible object of our desire. But
whence is desire? Augustine says:
“Unless something occurs that de-
lights and invites, the will cannot
be moved by any means. The
coming of such motivation, how-
ever, is not in man’s power.” Not
until the “Spirit bloweth where it
listeth” can we hear the sound
thereof. Faith is the “evidence of
things not seen.”

Yet, I also learned from my
faith-experience that we can do
much to open the gates for faith
and to nourish it by co-operation.
“Prepare ye the way of the Lord,
make his paths straight,” said the
forerunner of Christ. I found out

that we can clear the ground for
faith by making a bed for the
stream into which the water will
flow when its time comes. The
way to do this, I discovered, is a
directing of our attention to the
particular field of interest toward
which our desire inclines us. The
method is the same in scientific
discovery. As Ribot instructs the
scientist: “Saturate yourself
through and through with your
subject and with all that bears or
may bear upon it and wait. If the
flash of insight comes, treasure it.
And if it does not come, still
wait.” The best way of inviting
faith, of course, is a prayerful
elevation of the heart to the Spirit
that can enliven the smoldering
ember to living glow. “Lord, in-
crease our faith,” the Apostles
prayed.

The next important lesson
from the memory of my adventure
is the knowledge that after its
flare-up we can nourish faith by
co-operating with it. It seems that
when God intends to direct our
steps toward new shapes to come,
He arouses our desire, intensifies
our certainty in capturing the un-
seen; in short, He activates in us
the faith. To line up with this
creative thrust, our task is to con-
centrate our attention on the vi-
sion that allures us. In my case, I
kept the faith-image constantly be-
fore my eyes. I went to bed with
the picture of America in mind
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and brought it before my eyes the
first thing in the morning. Do you
think that I had to make an ex-
tra effort to do so? Not at all.
The dream-image hovered before
me as the picture of the beloved
person hovers every moment be-
fore the mind of the man who is
in love.

I know that one of the best
things I did when faith carried me
was my hiding it from other peo-
ple. Faith is something that works
in secrecy. Why disturb the guid-
ance of the silent Creator by
talking about your dream? Faith
is a mystic act. “When you want
something very much, don’t shout
it away,” my mother used to say.
Making advance announcements,
advertising your future deeds may
kill your faith in its germ. That
is not the way great things come
into existence. Faith is like a plant
which grows only in the seclusion
of a hothouse. The cold air of
public gaze would only hurt it.
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If I were to sum up in a nut-
shell the way of co-operating with
faith, I would say: Pray and work.
What sparked up my faith during
my adventure was not oral pray-
ers, but a continuous reaching
forth to the Highest, like the
plants lean toward the sun. These
wordless prayers seemed to say:
“In thee, O Lord, do I put my
trust; I shall never be confound-
ed.” But faith can never be with-
out works. In my case too, there
was not a moment which was not
spent in the service of my vision.
Faith without works is dead. Or
rather it wasn’t even born. For
faith and action are inseparable.

Faith is not a miracle. It bub-
bles up from the heart naturally
like springwater in the mountains.
If man’s concurrence lines up with
the Spirit that originated faith, it
can transport him into the land
of his best dreams, even across
the boundless ocean.

=0

by Bishop Austin Pardue

"HEART"
IS IMPORTANT IN
UNDERSTANDING
HOLY COMMUNION

Almighty God, unto whom all hearts are open,
all desires known, and from whom no secrets are
hid; Cleanse the thoughts of our hearts by the
inspiration of thy Holy Spirit, that we may per-
fectly love thee, and worthily magnify thy holy
Name; through Christ our Lord. Amen—Intro-
ductory Prayer to Holy Communion from the
Book of Common Prayer.

We must spend more time on
this short introductory prayer than
on any other section of the Holy
Communion Service because it
sets the tone for the remainder of
the service.

He who understands the secrets
of the heart is well on the way to
understanding much of the human
application of the Holy Mysteries.
The word “heart” appears twice
in this single sentence prayer. Ob-

From The Church News, February,

viously, the word is of vast im-
portance. There is little written
on the subject of this word and I
cannot but give you the funda-
mentals necessary for you to use
it for “your soul’s health.”

I have searched many years for
a scholarly interpretation of “the
heart.” 1 have not found much
but what I have discovered is suf-
ficient for our needs. I asked Dr.
Burton Scott Easton, the late

1960, reprinted by permission.
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great New Testament scholar of
the General Theological Sem-
inary, about thirty years ago, and
in his clipped diction he answered,
“the heart contains the sum total
of man’s inner attitude toward
life.”

He said that it is something
akin to what is now called the un-
conscious mind and that the
Church has known of its powers
centuries before Sigmund Freud.
He said that the heart (not the
physical heart), however, is larger
in scope as a spiritual and psy-
chological organ than the uncon-
scious.

It is that part of a man which
contains the true self—his moti-
vations, fears, hatreds and jeal-
ousies as well as his virtues, hopes
and aspirations. It is an instru-
ment of vast power and that is
why the Eucharist pays it so much
attention.

If you will read the Communion
Service through carefully, you will
discover that every climax reverts
back to this all important word,
for it alone contains the secrets of
your past, present and future.
What the heart really believes will
always tend to come true in the
objective world: for better or for
worse, for good or evil.

No wonder the Eucharist opens
with a prayer for the cleansing of
the heart. If it is not cleansed,
there may be some tragic times
ahead—both for you and for all
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those with whom you are closely
associated.

It is hard to convince people
that most outward experiences in
living are due to inward attitudes
and habits of thinking. Human
nature always tends to blame out-
ward circumstances for its prob-
lems rather than on well establish-
ed thought patterns. The human
will is largely powerless against
intrenched moods and viewpoints
of the heart.

Many years ago an English
school of psychologists were quite
correct in saying that when the
will or the reason conflicts with
the emotions and imagination the
latter almost always wins. Many
an alcoholic makes a firm resolu-
tion of the will to stop drinking,
but when his deep inner emotional
self unites with his imagination,
the power to resist is almost im-
possible.

The will makes endless resolu-
tions but the deep habits of the
heart simply brush them aside and
the poor addict is powerless. Rea-
son and will disintegrate while the
desires and the animal wants take
over.

That is why Our Lord told us
that a “house divided against it-
self cannot stand.” The emotional
urges of the heart are in command
for the most part and reason, in-
tellect and will are generally im-
potent. St. Paul himself had a
little trouble in this department:
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“What I would, that I do not,
but what I hate, that I do.” Thus
one of the great aims of religion
is to unify the heart and the mind
under one command. When they
are in agreement in Christ, “noth-
ing shall be impossible.”

So the unification of the heart
and the mind, or of the imagina-
tion and the will, is one of the
oldest concepts of religion and the
Bible and Book of Common Pray-
er are full of such references. Psy-
chologically speaking, these an-
cient treasures of the spiritual
classics are as up to date in prin-
ciple as the new psychology. The
divided personality is still one of
the great problems of mental ill-
ness and can be brilliantly treated
by the formularies of the ancient
Church when we take the pains to
use the implied therapy of the
liturgy.

For example, one of the oldest
prayers of the Church is the Col-
lect for Ascension Day from the
Book of Common Prayer. It reads
as follows: “Grant, we beseech
Thee, Almighty God, that like as
we believe thy only begotten Son
our Lord Jesus Christ to have
ascended into the heavens; so we
may in HEART AND MIND
thither ascend, and with Him con-
tinually dwell, who liveth and
reigneth with Thee and the Holy
Ghost, world without end. Amen.”

It is quite obvious that the
Church is being very practical in

her psychological approach to the
divided self and the suffering at-
tendant to the disease. The Feast
of the Ascension is much more
than a memorial celebration of a
New Testament story; it is a us-
able doctrine for us to apply to-
day.

By self examination and con-
fession we examine and admit the
dangerous thoughts and emotions
of our hearts and through faith
we receive and accept forgiveness
from Christ. Thus, through con-
scious worship and devotion and
sacramental grace, we fill our
hearts with Christ’s benefits of
faith, hope, charity, courage, wis-
dom and truth. Then, through the
repetition of this process day by
day and week by week, each in-
dividual becomes a whole per-
sonality. We ascend in heart and
mind through unity in Christ and
the result is, as St. Paul said: “we
are (then) more than conquerors
through Him who loves us.”

So the Collect for Purity goes
on to make an outright claim and
almost a command at the foot of
the Throne of Grace, saying,
“Cleanse the thoughts of our
hearts.” The Bible warns us that
“out of the heart comes the issues
of life,” so the soomer we get
about our business of self unity of
heart and mind the sooner we ful-
fill our destined purpose on this
earth. Once united in Christ,
nothing can stop us.



A Tokyo raider who became a missionary.

Jake De Shazer
Returned
To Love His Enemies

PHILIP E. STANTON

Jacob De Shazer, a modern
Paul, has been preaching the Gos-
pel to the Japanese since Decem-
ber 28, 1948. He has delivered
his message to multitudes and
converted thousands with the
great message of LOVE to his
former enemies. The fire and zeal
of his message has reduced hate,
vengeance, and barbarianism to
fellowship as Christ taught it in
His Sermon on the Mount.

Jake, as he is known to the
Nippons, was born in Salem,
Oregon. He was baptised in his
father’s church and received his
early schooling in the village grade
school. After his minister-father
died, he and his mother moved to
the near-by town of Madras, Ore-
gon, where he attended school un-
til his enlistment in the United
States Army two years before
Pearl Harbor.

After Pearl Harbor had been
bombed Jacob requested a trans-
fer to the Air Force. In this
branch of the service he advanced
in training until he attained the
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rank of bombardier. While on
this assignment an event occurred
that was to change his life com-
pletely. One day Jake and several
of his service buddies volunteered
for a secret mission.

His group was transferred to a
special training ground in the east
and after extensive orientation was
finally informed that their mission
was to bomb Tokyo under the
command of the famous fighting
General James Doolittle. On April
1, 1942, sixteen bombers were
loaded on the carrier Hornet in
San Francisco Harbor and depart-
ed on the fateful mission across
the Pacific into the unknown.

Jake at this time was much the
same as all fighting men. He was
boisterous, profane, and excited
with blood lust. The thought of
killing and destruction completely
dominated his whole life and
thoughts. Somewhere in this ex-
citement Jacob does remember
that he had vague unidentified
feelings that would draw his mind
from the mission. He said, “I
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meditated on the vastness of the
ocean and how it was related to
the brotherhood of man.”

War, its weapons and spirit
were not conducive to such medi-
tations. The wonders of nature
and God seemed to have no part
in this scheme of destruction and
so his mind was drawn back to
activities that were in closer evi-
dence.

On Saturday, April 15, at 3:15
in the morning the hand of fate
guided Jacob De Shazer into the
bombardier’s position in the six-
teenth plane of Doolittle’s bomber
squadron. All the planes became
airborne in a few minutes. They
were on their way to rain death
on the treacherous pagans who
had so willfully challenged a dif-
ferent way of life.

Tokyo was bombed. Fire rav-
aged the city inflaming the minds
and hearts of the people with hate.
Many planes and crews were lost
in the debacle. Others were more
fortunate; they were found and
returned to their homeland and
loved ones. Jake was among those
who were taken prisoner. Soon af-
ter he and his crew were forced
to abandon their plane because
they lacked fuel to reach the
mainland of China for protection.

It was here that Jake’s Odyssey
for Christ began. While being
imprisoned he suffered all the rav-
ages of starvation and sickness.
Abuse was heaped upon him until

he nearly lost his sanity at times.
He had no help or succor so he
turned to God in prayer. He
prayed as few men know how to
pray and soon his burdens were
lifted from his weary shoulders.
In his own words he stated, “My
suffering disappeared, my burden
became lighter—easier to bear.”

Some few months after impris-
onment some God-loving soul
supplied him with a Bible. Since
it came at a time of crisis Jake
buried himself in its wisdom and
love. It became his food and
drink. He studied it constantly
and memorized vast amounts of
the greatest message that was ever
given to mankind. The message
of love—peace—forgiveness—fel-
lowship for and in the name of
Jesus Christ.

Because of this new-found un-
derstanding of the great truth,
Jacob repented of his sins. This
brought about a sudden, dazzling
experience—something very much
the same as that which Paul ex-
perienced on the road to Damas-
cus. In his own words, “It chang-
ed my whole being, filling the old
mind and body with a new spirit.”

He began applying all of the
Christian teachings to his every-
day life and this brought about a
complete change in the prison en-
vironment. The example was so
pronounced that his guards be-
came interested which resulted in
changes of attitude. It was at this
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time that De Shazer made the
paramount promise of his life. He
vowed that he would dedicate the
remainder of his life to the Lord-
ly Jesus who had redeemed him
and delivered him from suffering.

For forty months Jacob De
Shazer practiced Christian Life in
the midst of a hell; he wavered at
times but with constant prayer
managed to stay on the Christian
path. Under these adverse con-
ditions he drew the needed
strength from the Spring of Life,
but unselfishly let it flow through
to those who were in close rela-
tionship with him.

On the day that his country-
men released him from prison he
uttered his most profound words,
“God released me from prison a
long time ago, now I am only be-
ing freed from the Peking Prison.”

Jacob was sent home. He en-
tered into the old life with zest
but he never forgot his vow. He
went on evangelistic tours to tell
the story of his wonderful exper-
ience. He gave testimony of a con-
version that inspired others to
search for a new companionship
with God. During this time he
was finally discharged from the
service which made the way clear
for him to make his vow into a
reality.

He finished his high school ed-
ucation and enrolled in a western
college to prepare for. missionary
work in Japan. His love was so
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overwhelming that he wanted to
go back to the land of his former
enemies with a message of love
and forgiveness. Jacob graduated
with signal honors a full year
ahead of schedule and prepared
to leave as soon as the necessary
papers could be obtained.

On Dec. 14, 1948, he embark-
ed at San Francisco for Japan with
his wife and son. He boarded the
U. S. S. General Meigs with other
missionaries who were carrying
the story of Jesus to other distant
lands. His departing words were,
“This time I am going not to des-
troy but to love and forgive those
who persecuted me, just as my
Lord and Master did for the
world.” '

His success since that memor-
able day has been momentous. His
message has been received by mil-
lions and the Holy Spirit has
found the way into many hearts.
Old enemies welcomed him with
wonder; they were astonished
that one who had been so mis-
treated could find a way to love
them and help them to find gen-
uine happiness.

The power of God’s love
through the instrument of Jacob
i1s manifested in the fact that sev-
eral of his former prison guards
became converted. Jacob’s mes-
sage reached much higher than
this—it converted the squadron
leader who bombed Pearl Harbor
on that fateful December day.

BY BROWNE SAMPSELL

JANE ADDAMS
BUILT CHICAGO’S
“CATHEDRAL OF COMPASSION”

On a May morning in 1935, a
lone hearse stopped for a traffic
light at Twelfth Street in Chicago.
It carried the body of Jane Ad-
dams.

“Is it she?” asked the big Irish
policeman. The driver nodded.
And the officer’s whistle brought
traffic to a standstill. As he sig-
naled the hearse forward, he gave
a reverent salute. And said in a
voice that reached the crowds
waiting at the curbs, “Rest in
peace.”

It was fitting that this benedic-
tion should fall from the lips of
one who belonged to another race
and religion. For the dead woman
had taken all races and religions
to her heart. It was fitting also
that the last word uttered in her
beloved city should be “Peace.”
For permanent universal peace
had been one of her fixed goals.

On the day of her funeral,
VIP’s from all over the nation
gathered in the courtyard of her
settlement house. And the once
“homeless, tempest-tossed, the
Old World’s wretched refuse” that

Jame Addams had called neighbor
gathered by the thousands around
her bier.

Countless others knelt in the
streets, prayed and wept as they
bade their benefactor “Good-
bye.”

To avoid an outpouring of
mourners at the railway station,
no public announcement had been
made of the hour her body would
leave for the little cemetery in
Cedarville, Illinois, her childhood
home. Which explains why the
hearse traveled alone to the rail-
road station.

The daughter of a state senator,
Jane Addams was born in a home
of wealth and station; born also
with a heart full of sympathy and
understanding for the less for-
tunate. As she rode one day in
the family carriage through the
streets back of the factories at
Freeport, not far from her lovely
home in Cedarville, the six-year-
old got a glimpse of underprivi-
leged living. And she did not like
it at all.

“When I’'m grown up I'm going
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to have a big house,” she declared.
“But I don’t want it to be near
other pretty homes. I'm going to
live right next door to poor folks
and I will invite the neighbors in.”

And for forty-six years in the
city of Chicago, Jane Addams did
just that. She gathered them all
in, Greek, German, Polish, Italian
immigrants. Negroes came as resi-
dents to the settlement house of
this foe of racial segregation. They
ate at her table. And the first
house doctor that she appointed
was a Negro.

After graduation from Rock-
ford Seminary (now Rockford
College) Miss Addams planned a
medical career. But a spinal curv-
ature she had suffered from in-
fancy ruled out for her the prac-
tice of medicine. For several years
she traveled abroad with a college
friend, Ellen Gates Starr.

The famous buildings and his-
toric relics of the great cities re-
ceived only a passing glance. It
was the misery of the people that
gripped Jane Addams’ heart. The
poverty of London’s East Side im-
pressed her not so much with its
rags and pinched sallow faces as
did the multitude of hands . . .
“empty, pathetic, work-worn,
nerveless, that clutched at food al-
ready unfit to eat.” Those hands
turned her thoughts on ways of
“mitigating the suffering of the
world.”

After a visit at Toynbee Hall,
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the world’s first social settlement,
then four years old, Miss Addams
went to Chicago, determined to
establish a similar settlement. For
five months she tramped the slum
districts, looking for the neighbor-
hood that needed most the big
house of her childhood dream.
She found it at Polk and Halsted
Streets, a onetime mansion, now
flanked by a saloon and livery
stable. A warehouse occupied the
first floor; the second had been
made into one-room tenements.

Miss Addams leased part of
the first floor and all of the sec-
ond. After weeks of scrubbing
and disinfecting, she and her
friend, Miss Starr, moved in. And
just as she had planned twenty-
three years before, Miss Addams
invited the neighbors to Hull
House named after its original
owner, Charles Hull. Afterward
the Hull estate gave Miss Addams
the house and surrounding blocks.

Social workers then had not
come into being. Miss Addams
and Miss Starr had to chart a
course across a new frontier.
Their human material was immi-
grants living in a mud-paved
street.  Three or four families
used a spigot in the yard. Three
bathtubs served the thousands
crowded in a radius of a third of
a mile.

Miss Addams asked the tene-
ment owners to provide decent
places for the children to sleep.
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She invited the mothers to bring
in the babies for free baths. At
first the people were aloof, sus-
picious. Before long, however,
they saw that Miss Addams’
friendliness was the genuine, the
useful kind. Her day nursery and
kindergarten helped win the co-
operation of the foreign mothers.
Within a year she had twenty
women volunteers working with
her at Hull House.

Her first big battle attacked in-
fant mortality. Dirt, ignorance,
and malnutrition were destroying
babies by the hundreds. The city’s
milk supply was tainted. TB was
a byproduct of the food handling
trades. After a twelve-hour day
at Hull House, Miss Addams used
her evenings to place before wo-
men’s clubs, at Union Halls, in
the churches the reasons for the
current infant mortality and rising
crime rates.

A rich young man who owned
several lots in the neighborhood
of Hull House and which were oc-
cupied by prostitutes, asked Miss
Addams what he could do to help.
He had in mind a big contribu-
tion that would keep her still. But
she told him, “Tear down your
filthy firetraps. And give me the
lots for a playground.” And that
rich young man went away, in-
furiated. But a few weeks later
he gave her the land. And on May
1, 1892, Jame Addams opened

the first public playground in Chi-
cago.

Next, she tackled the iniquitous
needle trades. In unsafe factories
they had the cloth cut, then hired
women and children to sew it at
home. The children were paid
four cents an hour. Miss Addams
demanded factory safety laws and
the abolition of child labor.

Up to then Hull House had
been considered a harmless pro-
ject. Now, employers, politicians,
and slum parents joined forces to
stop Jane Addams’ “interference
with business.” One manufacturer
offered her a $50,000 donation if
she would forget about safety
laws. Neither threats nor bribes
stopped her. When grafting ward
politicians fought against efficient
garbage collection and sanitary
sewerage, Miss Addams sent
neighborhood women in pairs to
find and report violations of the
sanitary code. She took their find-
ings to City Hall. The city coun-
cil paid no attention. But the
newspapers printed the reports.
The mayor then appointed Miss
Addams garbage inspector. From
the first morning on she was ready
at six o'clock to accompany the
collectors on their rounds. She in-
creased the number of collection
wagons from nine to seventeen;
sent landlords to the courts; rais
ed such a furor that the city was
forced into operation clean-up.

Of all the honors Miss Addams



