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WHERE IS HEAVEN? 
Douglas Malloch 

Where is heaven? Not far 
Hid away behind a star. 
Not beyond the sculptured granite, 
Not upon another planet. 
Not in some celestial clime 
After centuries of time, 
Not a million miles above us, 
But among the hearts that love us, 
Not away across the seas 
But in moments such as these, 
Not among the distant places 
But among familiar faces— 
Any time and anywhere 
You can find your heaven there. 

.'-AN,.. 

Is it only in the skies? 
No—in little children’s eyes, 
In the friends that we have found us, 
In the laughter all around us. 
In the loys of every day, 
In our work and in our play, 
In the task we are pursuing, 
In the good that we are doing, 
In our loyalty and truth. 
In the heart’s eternal youth. 
In the roses we have tended. 
In the folks we have befriended—- 
Brothers, almost anywhere 
You can find your heaven there 1 
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What Are the Essentials? 

During the summer of 1924, Mr. Sherwood Eddy spoke at Blue Ridge on “What Are the Essentials?” It seems as though some 
have misunderstood what he had to say. Mr. Eddy has voluntarily written us a letter with reference to these facts, which he asks 
us to publish. Mr. Eddy is so absolutely Christian in his spirit and in his general attitude, that we almost hesitate even to publish 
this. However, it may be only fairness and justice to him that the letter should he published, so we append it below.—Editor. 

Swarthmore College, Swarthmore, Pa. 
December 6, 1924. 

The Blue Ridge Voice, 
Blue Ridge, N. C. 
1. I believe in the inspired Word of God and its 

revelation of God, the loving Father, and of His will 
for us. For thirty years I have made it the central 
habit of my life to read God’s Word every morning. 
It is worth more to me than all the other books that 
have ever been written. I treasure it. I read it. 1 
seek to bring the students by hundreds and thousands 
into classes for the study of God’s inspired Word. 

2. I believe in the incarnation of God in Jesus 
Christ as His Son, our Lord. I believe in Jesus’ way 
of life and His call for us to come and follow Him. 

3. I believe in Jesus Christ as the risen, divine Sav¬ 
iour, offering us eternal life here and hereafter. I be¬ 
lieve in His resurrection. I believe in His divinity. 1 
believe in His deity. I believe that He was very God of 
very God, incarnate and manifest in the flesh. I be¬ 
lieve that He was and is the Son of God, and the only 
Saviour of the world. For Him I live, and for Him J 
would die. 1 have preached His gospel for thirty years, 
and I have seen it saving men east and west, wise and 
simple, Buddhists, Confucianists, Mohammedans, Hin¬ 
dus, skeptics, agnostics, and nominal Christians. I be¬ 

lieve that His gospel is the power of God unto salvation, 
and that there is no other name given under heaven 
whereby we may be saved. 1 have not altered in my 
unswerving faith in Him, nor in my work of winning 
men to Christ and His kingdom. 

4. I believe in His atonement. I believe in the 
great, eternal law of sacrifice springing from the heart 
of God, whose very nature is love; that He so loved that 
He gave His only begotten Son. I believe in that law 
consummated in the cross of Jesus Christ, and in His 
vicarious death. 

5. I believe in the law of love, and in the coming of 
His kingdom. I am preaching sin, and salvation 
through Christ from sin—both salvation for the indi¬ 
vidual and the application of Jesus’ teachings to the 
whole round of life and all its relationships. Surely 
we would all agree that it is not Christian to profess 
our faith in Christ on Sunday, and then deny Jesus’ 
way of life the other six days of the week. I believe 
that we must apply Jesus’ way of life not only to the 
saving of the individual, but to our business, to our ra¬ 
cial relations, and to our international relations for the 
abolition of war. 

Very sincerely yours, 
Sherwood Eddy. 
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The New Social Order'1' 
Dr. J. L. Kesler. 

HY Kingdom come, Thy will be 
done on earth.” This is life’s 
most revolutionary challenge. 
This is life’s prayer and hope. 
This is our task. The world is 
troubled—waits grave and anx¬ 
ious—till we get it done. What 
winds in our time blow in that di¬ 
rection? What hopeful breath of 
change breaks today across our 
sky? 

“There seems no difference between 
Today and yesterday; 

The forest glimmers just as green, 
The garden is just as gay. 

But something came and something went 
Within the night’s chill gloom; 

An old rose fell, its fragrance spent, 
A new rose burst in bloom.” 

Change, deeply planted and pervasive in nature, in 
history, and in ourselves, seen in portent and prophecy 
and growing life, still leaves us unprepared for her 
shocks and crash of worlds and revolutions. Are we 
not still interpreting morning and evening skies, and 
failing to discern the signs of the times, even as our 
fathers did? 

It was even so when the disciples of Jesus were 
feasting on fast days. The people could not under¬ 
stand. The disciples of John and the Pharisees were 
fasting and praying. It seemed unaccountable that 
Jesus should countenance a thing so inappropriate as 
violating the laws of their sacred Scriptures. So they 
came to Jesus and asked Him about it. He gave them 
a clever answer: “You wouldn’t expect us to be fasting 
at a wedding feast when the bridegroom is present.” 
Then more seriously He seemed to say: “I have not 
come to patch up the old garment of Judaism; in fact, 
the new cloth would not match the old, and the rent 
would be made worse. I have come to make a new gar¬ 
ment out and out, of new cloth. I have come to build 
a new civilization on new foundations.” The winds of 
change that day made a rift in the clouds as they blew 
out from the top of the world. 

Times still change. A student handed me a thesis 
in which he said that one no older than the nineteenth 
century might have witnessed the greater part of the 

*A stenographic report of an address delivered at the Mis¬ 
sionary Education Conference, June, 1924, Blue Ridge, N. C. 

vital civilization of the race. “At seven,” he said, “he 
might have witnessed Fulton’s steamboat on its trial 
trip up the Hudson ; at ten he might have seen the first 
iron plow in all the world; at thirty he might have 
ridden on the first railway passenger train, and at forty 
he might have heard the mystic click of the first tele¬ 
graph key. His face,” he said, “would have been fur¬ 
rowed with years and his hair white with the frosts of 
time before he could have picked up a great metropoli¬ 
tan daily and read it under an incandescent electric 
light.” Then my mind turned back to the time when 
I was in college—thirty-three years ago—what has 
happened since then! 

Since then, by means of the discriminating X-rays, 
we look in at our own skeleton and see our vital ma¬ 
chinery at work, photograph m the dark and behind 
closed doors. Since then, by means of the Hertzian 
waves that sweep out at the speed of light, we pick 
up the news from continent to continent and read the 
world’s happenings in advance of the sun. Many of 
you remember the first time, out in the midst of the 
Atlantic, in the circling darkness at midnight, a sinking 
ship sent out its prayer for help, and thirty ships came 
and got there in time to save the sinking crew. And 
it was only a little while ago when the great Titanic 
went down, and you remember that for three long days 
we were reading the great details of that great disaster 
before a single messenger came to shore to give us his 
particular account. Now we turn our eyes up and see 
the human bird fly the pathless air and make common 
commerce of the sky. ’Twas only yesterday that the 
heavens rained blood from sky battles and the sea 
boiled gore from beneath. Only five years ago two 
men, the first, Reid and Brooks, flew across the Atlan¬ 
tic, and their flying time was just twenty-six hours. 
While they were out, Mr. Baker, Secretary of War, 
wanting to know how they fared, sent out a vagrant 
call from Washington, and in just four minutes re¬ 
ceived their answer from the heart of the Atlantic. We 
are living in new times. A little later two Englishmen 
flew off from the banks of Newfoundland to a spot in 
Ireland, without stopping, nineteen hundred and sixty- 
four miles, and their flying time was just sixteen hours 
and twelve minutes, or a little over one hundred and 
twenty miles an hour. A little afterwards I saw a car¬ 
toon in which the Atlantic had shrunken to a narrow 
channel, so that an American might shake hands with 
a European across this narrow strip of sea. Just a 
little later Brooks, the American flyer, in an interview 
in New York, said that it would be a bold man who 
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would dare to say that we will not live to see the time 
when men will eat breakfast in a hotel in New York, 
take lunch with friends in London, fly back and eat 
supper in the same hotel from which they started. I 
would not dare to say it. I have seen more wonderful 
things than that happen, and so have you. Now our 
sky pilots carry our mail from ocean to ocean, and the 
spider ways of Europe in the sky bear their human 
freight on aircrafts that deliver them at the station on 
time. Science, with one foot on the land and one on 

DR. J. L. KESLER 

the sea, proclaims that time and space shall be no more 
and they obey, at least so far as the rapid communica¬ 
tion of intelligence is concerned. Tis nothing to see 
that a radio program was broadcast from Los Angeles, 
heard distinctly in London, and retransmitted through¬ 
out England and Europe, or from New Orleans, and 
heard distinctly in Melbourne, Australia. We sit and 
listen in at the world’s heartbeat. Tears and laughter, 
sobs and sheuts of joy, burdens freighted on life’s 
heavy seas cast their wreckage at our doors, whether 
we will or not. With her magnificent and colossal 
strides and mechanical adjustments, science has 
brought the whole world into a common neighborhood 
and set us down in a common family. And we are 
not ready for it. 

Education and religion, whose business it is, have 
so far failed to bring in and make pervasive the family 
spirit. And we cannot live together without it. We 
do not know how to use the vast and unprecedented 
power that science has delivered into our hands. The 
human adjustments have lagged behind the scientific, 
and we stand in constant peril of the disasters of the 
unbrotherly life. We are like children with firebrands 
in our hands and are in danger of setting the world 
on fire as we did in 1914. Complex interests and an¬ 

tagonisms and competition in industry and everything 
else beat madly upon a broken and fragmented world. 
We stand face to face with the greatest, the most insis¬ 
tent, the most imminent and inescapable task ever let 
to humanity—the task of building a new world on 
new foundations. How shall we do it and on what 
foundations shall we build it? Nineteen hundred years 
herald the answer across the intervening centuries— 
there is but one way: “Other foundation can no man 
lay than that is laid, which is Jesus Christ.” In this 
mighty task there must be no compromise; there must 
be nothing superficial or shallow. Jesus believed in 
the immeasurable value of human life—every human 
life. This is the first pillar. Jesus believed in our im¬ 
measurable capacity for God. He put no limits to it. 
This is the second pillar. Jesus believed in our im¬ 
measurable capacity for brotherhood, for living to¬ 
gether the brotherly life. This is the third pillar. 
Jesus believed in the immeasurable obligation of man 
to man for man’s redemption, for the fulfillment by 
man of his social and ethical interdependencies. This 
is the fourth pillar. On these four pillars we are to 
build our house. There is no note of pessimism in 
Jesus’ thought of man, no hint of frailty or failure, no 
limitations or hedging about his possible achievements. 
After the greatest panegyric on God ever uttered, He 
calmly says, as a matter of course, “Be ye, therefore, 
perfect, even as your Father in heaven is perfect.” 
Man to Him was no despairing depravity or worm of 
the dust. This matchless faith of Jesus is the founda¬ 
tion of His kingdom as it reappears in us. 

He achieved in man the otherwise impossible, be¬ 
cause He believed in him. Our inferiority complexes, 
dissonances and disharmonies dissolve and disappear 
at His approach, our faith takes root in Him, and we 
live by faith His limitless life in wide and generous 
human spaces. 

Before Him divine inspiration was thought to be a 
rare thing—exclusive—limited to one race and only to 
its rare and unique representatives. Jesus proclaimed 
the competency of every human soul; every man had 
an open road and an adequate approach to God without 
aid of priest or synagogue or temple. We are to ex¬ 
perience God’s love in loving one another; we are to ex¬ 
perience His forgiveness in forgiving one another; we 
are to experience His salvation in saving one another; 
we are to experience His faith, the faith of Jesus, in be¬ 
lieving in one another—not by proxy, but by participa¬ 
tion. We are coworkers with God. 

These undergirding principles of Jesus must be 
deeply laid underneath the solid structures of all life’s 
enterprises. 

I was out in New Mexico a few years ago, and while 
I was there I went to see Elephant Butte Dam. They 
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call it the second biggest dam in the world. It backs 
the water up the Rio Grande river forty miles. It is 
two hundred and thirteen feet across at the river level, 
two hundred and five feet high, thirteen hundred feet 
across at the top, and broad enough for half a dozen 
automobiles to run abreast with plenty of room,—two 
hundred and twenty-eight feet thick, solid cement. I 
asked the engineer how long it was in building. He 
said, “Six years; the first two getting ready.” I said, 
“Laying the foundation?” He said, “No, putting it on 
paper, laying out the plans, and then the foundation. 
This dam is one hundred feet under ground. Most of 
it is out of sight.” Then I thought, “It is just that one 
hundred feet under ground that we need in our civili¬ 
zation to make it safe.” If it had not been for that one 
hundred feet under ground, instead of that great lake 
there in the midst of the mountains being an asset to 
the five hundred miles to the Gulf to make it blossom as 
the rose, it would be its peril. When the storms beat 
and the floods came, another Johnstown disaster would 
sweep the people bodily away. 

A second thing I want to say about building this 
new world order is that we must take the long look. 
There must be no temporizing. In 1917, a college 
senior came to talk with me. He said, “I’m going to 
France. I want to ask your advice.” I said, “Take the 
long look. This tragedy cannot last always. Take care 
of your body, take care of your mind, take care of your 
moral nature. Prepare to come back and build a new 
civilization on new foundations in which such a thing 
as this cannot happen again. Go to the Y. M. C. A. 
huts. Write your letters there, make your friends 
there, worship there. Prepare to live.” 

I lived in the same town in which Caleb Powers 
was in jail charged with the murder of Governor 
Goebel of Kentucky. I observed that he was taking- 
regular exercise to keep his body fit, and spoke of it to 
a friend at the hotel. He told me that he was not only 
keeping his body fit, but that he was studying to run 
for Congress when he got out. He had already been 
tried once and condemned to death, a second time and 
condemned to life imprisonment, and now he had pe¬ 
titioned for a third trial on a technicality. I thought 
his career was ended, but through this glint of a gleam 
of a hope of a chance he was preparing for a life. And, 
as you will recall, he did get out, and represented his 
great state for twelve long years at the nation’s capi¬ 
tal. Let us not despair, though shadows overgloom our 
world today. 

In 1918, there was a thrift stamp campaign, and a 
little bulletin came out. Something like this was in it: 
“The keenest eye, the clearest brain, the steadiest 
nerve, the strongest muscle, the best character—these 
are the things that win. You cannot camouflage a dis¬ 

eased body, an untrained mind, a bad character, a 
financial deficit. Prepare to live. You have a dat. 
with opportunity.” Opportunity— 

“Master of human destiny am I, 
Fame, love, fortune on my footsteps wait; 
Cities and fields I walk, I penetrate 
Deserts and seas remote and passing by 
Hovel and mart and palace, soon or late 
I knock unbidden once at every gate. 
If sleeping, wake, if feasting, rise before 
I turn away. It is the hour of fate. 
Those who follow me reach every state 
Mortals desire and conquer every foe 
Save death, but those who doubt or hesitate, 
Condemned to penury, misery and woe, 
Seek me in vain and uselessly implore. 
I answer not and I return no more.” 

“The moving finger writes, and having writ, 
Moves on. Nor all thy pity nor thy wit 
Can lure it back to cancel half a line; 
Nor all thy tears wash out a single word of it.” 

And yet, in spite of the deep gloom and the deeper 
disillusionment, wild unrest and revolution, I dare to 
believe that we are experiencing only the birth pains of 
a new day if we can find enough midwives to give it 
safe delivery. But if that day comes, three things 
must happen. First, there must be a higher sense of 
human values. Second, there must be higher motives 
of brotherhood. Third, there must be new integrative 
forces and methods. 

We have never seen a time, I think, when living 
was so dear and life was so cheap. In Europe the wild, 
fierce storms of crumbling civilization. In America, 
murders, mobs, death farms, Teapot Domes—every¬ 
thing discouraging for life, and everything in the mar¬ 
ket for gold! 

Two years ago Elbert Gary made a speech on the 
high cost of money. This was not what he was think¬ 
ing about, but this is what I’m thinking about—the 
high cost of money in terms of human life. Money 
comes too high when it comes at the expense of human 
life, when it maims human life, when it defeats human 
life. 

In the south of England, there is a little point called 
“The Lizard.” In the old time more ships passed that 
way than any other. It was a dangerous coast and 
there was much wreckage there. Sir John Killigrew 
w ent to King James I to ask for a lighthouse to save the 
seamen from the storms. King James referred it to 
the Nautical Committee. They returned it to him, say¬ 
ing that it was “neither necessary nor convenient.” 
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Whereupon King James said to Sir John, “You can 
put it up at your own charges,” which thing Sir John 
immediately did, and the seamen were saved. But 
soon, Sir John tells us, his neighbors made great com¬ 
plaint against him for robbing them of their living, 
which God had vouchsafed to them and their fathers 
from the wreckage of the sea, and they straightway 
pulled the lighthouse down. When I read this story, I 
said, “Can this be true? Can it be that there was ever 
one of my race willing to live at the expense of the 
spoils of human life?” And then I looked about me 
and I saw it everywhere. Our very civilization is built 
upon it—instead of co-operation, working together in 
the interest of one another, it is competition, working 
apart to get the better of one another. Instead of 
working for each other for life, we are working against 
each other for profit. Not life values but bank ac¬ 
counts are considered sufficient to stimulate initiative 
and motivate production. What poverty of the concep¬ 
tion of the meaning of life! 

There is one thing, and but one, that can under¬ 
stand life values. It is human affection. A beautiful 
girl came lightly down the steps just as the lamp light 
threw a shadow across the street. She heard, “Extra! 
Extra! A great victory and only one man killed.” (She 
lived near the battle front.) Handing a coin to the 
little lad, she took the paper and with light step hur¬ 
ried home. As she approached she called to her mother, 
“A great victory and only one man killed.” She ran in 
and with high-beating heart she read the story until 
she came to the words, “only one man killed,” and 
there stood the name of her father. That night shouts 
went up in the streets and the lights burned bright, but 
there was silence in that home, deep into the night, ex¬ 
cept now and then the low stifled sob of two women. 
The clock ticked away into the wee hours toward morn¬ 
ing. The fire burned low and went out. It was night. 
It was night in their hearts also. They were beginning 
to understand the value of human life. 

When we understand the value of human life, we 
will motivate our tasks with new and nobler ends in 
view. Life before money, personality before property, 
life first in all the enterprises of industry, business, re¬ 
ligion, politics and all—everything devoted to minis¬ 
try, every calling divine, every task consecrated to 
love, to service, to the friendly life. In this mobiliza¬ 
tion of all its enterprises in the spirit of good will, the 
religion of the brotherly life, life itself shall find its 
freedom. And it will find it where it finds its God, 
whose very name is Love. In the formula of D. Henry 
Jackson, “Freedom from the domination of dogma, sub¬ 
stituting intelligence for it. Freedom from the dom¬ 
ination of money, substituting character for it. Free¬ 
dom from the domination of sectarianism, substituting 

brotherhood for it.” Freedom from the domination of 
the partisan spirit, substituting the spirit of Jesus for 
it. Freedom from the domination of institutionalism, 
substituting human service for it—what institutions 
are made for and should be subordinated to. Freedom 
from the domination of the machine in politics and in 
religion, substituting self-determination for it on the 
basis of a social deliberative judgment. Freedom from 
the domination of the secular, substituting the sacred 
for it, making all things sacred. Freedom from the 
domination of nationalism, substituting international¬ 
ism for it—the international mind of Jesus. Freedom 
from the domination of hate, competition, war, substi¬ 
tuting love, co-operation, peace for it—the Kingdom of 
heaven. 

Going down a street in a Southern city one fine 
spring day, with its park center, its palm trees on 
either side, its wealth of flowers, its beautiful homes, I 
said to a friend, “I’m afraid if I lived on this street, 
I’d never want to leave it to go to heaven; it is so 
beautiful.” And yet only three blocks away one might 
step into hell—everything that was unsanitary, inde¬ 
cent, immoral, nasty was there. Did those beautiful 
homes escape this contagion? It is impossible. If life 
were unroofed, what seas of tears would speak their 
origin just three blocks away. We are bound up to¬ 
gether, whether we admit it or not. Nobody is safe 
in any man’s town from physical or moral leprosy till 
everybody is safe, till every contagious spot in it is 
cleaned up, and made safe for everybody, every race, 
every nationality, every class. This world is not going 
to be safe for anybody anywhere till it is safe for ev¬ 
erybody everywhere. It is everybody’s risk and it is 
everybody’s job. It means a new motivation of our life 
and a new mobilization of all our powers for brother¬ 
hood. It goes immensely further than professing it. It 
means living like brothers with one another and treat¬ 
ing each other like brothers. It means caring for one 
another. It means love functioning for human life 
wherever human need cries out for help—not simply 
or chiefly emotionally, but intelligently and efficiently. 

Lastly, the new integrative forces and methods. It 
is not going to be the method of militarism, of war, of 
violence, internationally, interracially, industrially, in¬ 
dividually. We’ve tried that. It has failed. It left us 
more troubles than we started with. It is not going to 
be the method of the spoils system in politics. We have 
tried that—the method of turning the rascals out. It 
has failed. We have always got more rascals in. It is 
not going to be the method of elimination, but the meth¬ 
od of Jesus, the way of redemption, the way of mak¬ 
ing the rascals over. 

Science and democracy, that is to say, the love of 
truth and the passion for redemption—for justice and 
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brotherhood—meet and satisfy our deepest hungers as 
nothing else does. It is constitutional to our nature and 
our necessity. It is fundamental to life. Everywhere 
people are seeing in industry that the old method of 
competition, of getting the better of one another, does 
not work. It creates antagonisms. It leaves forty per 
cent of the men out of work part of the time and the 
other sixty per cent inefficient and disaffected. We’ve 
got to socialize and democratize, according to the 
golden rule, the whole of the interests of humanity. 
Then the unprivileged classes will disappear in this 
new order of the equality of privilege. No true Chris¬ 
tian will be satisfied so long as he has priviliges that 
others can’t enjoy. The ruling classes will disappear in 
the rule of all in an intelligent democracy—the democ¬ 
racy of life which Christianity is under contract to de¬ 
liver. The working classes will disappear wffiere every¬ 
body works and nothing is so discreditable as an idler 
or a grafter. And those who hold the resources of life 
from other people will disappear in the new time of the 
equality of opportunity. This throws a tremendous re¬ 
sponsibility upon religion, upon education, upon states¬ 
manship. 

But somebody says, “Utopia! It won’t work!” 
“The scum of the earth.” “These foreigners.” “The 
niggers.” But I say it will work and nothing else will. 
The earth has no scum. Jesus knew no hopeless peo¬ 
ples. Take the backward peoples at their worst—they 
have tremendous possibilities. In his “Meaning of 
Service” Harry Emerson Fosdick tells of a black boy 
in Africa. He had never worn clothes. He went to a 
Wesleyan mission. Years after he came to Harvard. 
A few years ago he graduated there with distinguished 
honors. Before sailing from New York, he presented 
in Washington the cause of Liberia, his native land; 
and by competent authorities it “was worthy of the 
finest traditions of British and American statesman¬ 
ship.” This is but one among many, the first notes of 
the song of all races and nations, whose orchestral har¬ 
monies shall yet fill the world. Everywhere the prom¬ 
ise and possibility of human life are waking up to the 
absolute necessity of good will, of brotherhood, of serv¬ 
ice, of faith in humanity, of the democracy of life. It 
is to be this new method or the crash and doom of civili¬ 
zation. 

A millionaire wTalked into a barber shop for an 
early shave. One barber said to another, “I thought I 
told you to kill that kitten.” The other replied, “It 
was such a poor and pitiful thing I didn’t have the 
heart to do it.” The millionaire said, “Send it up to 
my house.” He put it in the hands of an expert, who 
fed it and groomed it till it looked the part of royal 
lineage. When the cat show came off, he put on it an 

artificial pedigree and it carried off all the blue rib¬ 
bons. There are thousands and thousands of boys and 
girls in country places, in alleyways of our cities, and 
in every backward quarter of the world with immense 
possibilities, drifting toward waste and crime and in¬ 
ternational peril. If they could have the chance that 
kitten had, they would take off all the blue ribbons 
from our schools, from our civilization, and lay under 
tribute the centuries yet to come. It is a mighty re¬ 
sponsibility. 

Senator Smith was walking down the street in 
Milwaukee. Tnree men stepped out of a saloon in 
front of him. They began to talk loud and pour forth 
a dirty stream of vulgarity and blackguard. He said 
to himself, “What can God make of such stuff as that?” 
Just then the fire bell rang, and they ran to the fire. He 
followed and as he approached, he saw in one of the 
upper stories a slender girl put her head out of the 
window and scream for help. The fire had closed off 
the retreat from behind. The red flames were leaping 
up the sides of the wall. The captain commanded the 
ladder to be thrown to the window, and then said, “It 
is too dangerous. I cannot command any one to go 
through those flames. Is there a volunteer?” A man 
in the crowd threw his coat off and ran up the ladder 
while they dashed water on him, caught the little girl 
in his arms and came down through the flames and de¬ 
livered her to her mother, and fell dead. Senator 
Smith went to see who the man was. It was his black¬ 
guard who came out of the saloon. Wherever there 
is a human being, however low, there is some spot that 
God can touch and make a hero of. 

A man in a g-reat city went to a beautiful mansion, 
with all the appointments of culture, of comfort, even 
of luxury. He said to the lady of the house, “Do you 
know the people across the street?” She said, “No, 
I don’t want to know such people as they are.” “And 
yet,” he said, “her Father God was over there trying to 
make those people better and needed her.” 

“When wilt thou save thy people, 
0 God of mercy, when? 

Not kings and lords, but nations, 
Not thrones and crowns, but men.” 

Not until men and women like you, representatives 
of culture and courage, join hands with the religion of 
the friendly life to make every man every man’s 
brother. 

“Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on earth just 
as it is done in heaven.” This is the will of God; this 
is the work of man. Go, I command you, slack not till 
the work is done. 



BLUE RIDGE VOICE 
‘�Ha 

Page Seven 

or Eclucation—How About Religious 
Education? 

T was recently announced that Mr. J. B. Duke had given 

forty million dollars for an educational foundation in North 

and South Carolina. Mr. Eastman, of Rochester, has just 

given twelve and a half million for education. The Univer¬ 

sity of the city of Rochester has just finished a campaign in 

its home city for ten million, with multiplied other millions 

from other sources. And so the story could continue. One 

rejoices at the amount of wealth being poured into educa¬ 

tional institutions. There is yet more need, and we wish more millions might 

be given for this purpose. 

But one wonders when America will awake to the need of scientific re¬ 

ligious education. The higher we lift the general level of education, the great¬ 

er the demands that will be made on religious leaders for thorough and schol¬ 

arly training. As long as the general average of intelligence was low, the 

preachers and Y. M. C. A. secretaries trained in meagerly endowed institu¬ 

tions had still a real leadership. But this cannot long hold true. Unless far¬ 

sighted men of wealth see the tremendous need for better professional training 

for religious bodies, our ministers and secretaries are bound to fall behind the 

procession. It will be a sad day for America when its young men cease to 

look up and respect its religious leaders. But a young man trained at Roches¬ 

ter University, with its multiplied millions and with corresponding advantages, 

is not likely to have a high regard for the scholarship of a minister or secretary 

trained in a seminary or Association College with little or no endowment, and, 

consequently, with poorly paid and poorly equipped teachers. More money 

must go into professional training for religious workers or religious leadership 

must lose its power. 

The lesson is large. He who runs may read! Professional Religious 

Education must be better supported if religion is to continue to influence Amer¬ 

ican life. 
W. D. Weatherford. 
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Science and raith 
P. W. Wilson. 

(A former member of British Parliament.) 

N discussing modern science, I hope that 
none of you are going to be nervous; and 
that we shall all keep cool. After all, if 
God be for us, who can be against us? 
Also, it was Paul who said that he was 

persuaded that “neither life, nor death, nor things 
present, nor things to come” would be able to separate 
us from the love of Christ. Therefore, there is thus no 
need to get excited over biology. In quietness and 
confidence shall be your strength. After all, these sci¬ 
entists are men who are seeking, as they believe, to 
serve the God that is truth as well as love. We want 
to show them the very best side of Christianity. It is 

the Bankers Club, at the top of the Equitable Building, 
has been the scene of missionary meetings. What we 
have to do, therefore, is to carry the Christ to the top 
of the skyscraper and show that He is greater in the 
Woolworth Building than in the church. After a few 
years we shall begin to see things in their true pro¬ 
portion. When I was a boy there was no radio, there 
were no telephones in England. My grandfather was 
always obsessed with the wonders of the railway. 
Therefore, we are overfed with the material. It is ex¬ 
actly as if you were leaving a cathedral city in the 
train. First you see nothing but the factories and the 
houses, but when you get a little further off, you see 

A WINTER SCENE FROM PORCH OF LEE HALL 

the greatest possible mistake to attack men who have 
doubts. What we need to remember is that one of the 
apostles had doubts, Saint Thomas. Our Lord did not 
make speeches against him or publish interviews in the 
press, but He said, “All you want is to see me a little 
more closely.” 

There was a day when, if you went into Wall Street, 
the tallest building was Trinity Church, but now Trin¬ 
ity Church has been overshadowed by the skyscrapers. 
We are, at the moment, overfed with the material, but 
you should remember that in the steeple of the Wall 
Street church they only had bells made of metal; but 

*A stenographic report of an address delivered to the ad¬ 
vanced class, Southern Summer School, Blue Ridge, N. C. 

the splendid proportions of the Christian Church rise 
above it all. That is what is going to happen here. 
And during this period of confusion, we must seek the 
peace of God that passeth all understanding. 

If I were on a desert island and had only to choose 
one book, I would want the Bible. The question is, 
would the Bible lead me astray? Take the first chapter 
of Genesis. Imagine the solitary Robinson Crusoe 
wondering why he is there amid the silence. What 
would he learn? I have learned from the first chapter 
of Genesis this: That the creation was not instanta¬ 
neous, but that it was progressive—for six days and six 
nights it was carefully considered; not mechanically— 
each stage was examined and found to be good. A lov- 
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ing Father was furnishing the home for His children. 
“But,” you say, “I can’t believe that the world was 
created in one week. These mountains are the oldest 
in the world.” You are not asked to believe that the 
world was created in one week. Turn to the ninetieth 
Psalm and you find this, “For a thousand years in thy 
sight are but as yesterday when it is past, and as a 
watch in the night.” That describes how the moun¬ 
tains were brought forth. The day, in the sight of the 
Lord, is a thousand years. Lest you forget it, Saint 
Peter repeated it, “But, beloved, be not ignorant of this 
one thing, that one day is with the Lord as a thousand 
years, and a thousand years as one day.” In Genesis, 
the day means a period and is essentially the same 
phrase that is used by geologists themselves today, 
only the Bible said it and so coined the phrase for the 
geologists a thousand years ago. Then I notice that, 
according to Genesis, the world was created not be¬ 
tween the morning and the evening, but between the 
evening and the morning. It was created at night—a 
most symbolic way of showing that the creation was a 
hidden process, the secret of which was only known by 
God Himself. The scientist, to this day, does not know 
how it happened; he can only guess. We are told in 
Genesis that the world started with light—which 
means heat. In other words, that all the matter was 
at one time superheated vapor, which gradually cooled 
until it became suns and moons and planets and com¬ 
ets, and that the earth is still cooling. What has sci¬ 
ence taught except that? And if I may say a word 
about the future—they say to me I must not believe in 
the second coming of our Lord. All right. What is the 
alternative of science? That this world is getting 
colder and colder and colder and becoming as dead. 
Whatever is difficult in the idea of the second coming, 
at any rate it does not leave the human race to be frozen 
out of existence. 

Then life appeared on the earth—vegetable life, 
animal life, and finally man. You will learn from 
the book of Genesis that there is a clear distinction 
between man on his desert island and all of the other 
animals there. The link between man and the beasts 
around him is still the missing link. You are told that 
in the book of Genesis there are two accounts of crea¬ 
tion. It is perfectly correct. There are two such ac¬ 
counts. And that these accounts are opposite to one 
another, which is, in one sense, perfectly true. The 
first story is told as from God. “God created the hea¬ 
vens and the earth.” That was how it happened. The 
second is obviously the creation as it gradually dawns 
upon the awakening faculties of man, as he began to 
see the trees and animals and to give them names. 
Anyone who has ever done any literary work knows 
that he approaches narratives from various points of 

view. Read Browning’s “The Ring and the Book,” in 
which a story is told from many points of view, and 
you will realize what I mean. I am not afraid of any 
word and I am not going to be. I remember Mr. Lloyd 
George telling me a story against himself of how a man 
fell into the river Thames and another fellow jumped 
in after him and pulled him out. After the rescue, 
they asked the rescuer how he did it. “Well,” he said, 
“I swam to him and I turned him up, face to the sky, 
and I looked to see that he was not Lloyd George, and 
then I pulled him out.” There are some people like that, 
who, if they saw a person drowning would turn up his 
face and see he was not an evolutionist before pulling 
him out. 

Does a doctor ask you whether you are an evolu¬ 
tionist before he heals you? Does a dentist ask you 
whether you are an evolutionist before he extracts 
your teeth? No; and when Christ meets a man or 
woman, do you mean to say that His love is interrupted 
because that person has read Darwin? It is a blas¬ 
phemy against Christ to say so. I’ll tell you what we 
British did with Darwin—we buried him. It is true we 
buried him in Westminster Abbey, but so did we bury 
Charles the Second. These things are not to be met 
by bad temper. They are to be met by argument and 
persuasion. 

There were two great mistakes made by the evolu¬ 
tionists, mistakes not pointed out by the church alone; 
but by scientists themselves. They first of all said that 
the origin of species, including man, was an elemen¬ 
tary form of life, that man is therefore not a spiritual 
being, but a material being. And in a sense that was 
half right, because Genesis said that we are formed of 
the dust of the earth. But it was only half right, be¬ 
cause Genesis added, “God breathed in the nostrils the 
breath of life and man became a living soul.” What 
the church has stood for against a false science is the 
dignity of man. And today over that question of the 
single origin of life, I understand that scientists them¬ 
selves are in doubt. They admit that there must be 
at least half a dozen origins of species and that, as 
one biologist has put it, the pedigrees of creation are 
as uncertain as the pedigrees of Homer’s heroes. 

The second of Darwin’s errors was the survival of 
the fittest. What did that mean? It was the theor- 
that animals developed in so far as they were strong 
and that the strong beat down the weak. There never 
was a more dangerous philosophy. It was this error 
that produced modern Germany. It was responsible 
for the war, and it has cost mankind already twenty 
million lives. The idea that the devil may take the 
hindmost is directly contrary to Christian teaching 
that the strong ought to bear the burdens of the weak, 
and that God has chosen the weak things to confound 
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the mighty. The survival of the fittest closes every 
hospital; it justifies the old Roman custom of exposing 
infants after birth, in order that the weak should per¬ 
ish. And I understand that, once more, science has 
abandoned the doctrine; and that in this respect the 
theory of Darwin is of no more authority today than, 
as one authority put it, the theory of Lucretius. There¬ 
fore, our Robinson Crusoe, following the first chapter 
of Genesis, has been saved from two capital errors of 
modern science: First, that there was no divine origin 
to the soul of man; and, secondly, that there is no sci¬ 
entific sanction for educating the backward races. Ev¬ 
erything that is true in evolution is in the first chapter 
of Genesis. All the first chapter of Genesis has done 
is to avoid the false. 

I come now to the question of miracles. I was talk¬ 
ing to one of the leading astronomers of the United 
States. He told me that my body was made of either 
molecules or electrons—that each part of the body was 
governed by a fixed law—I had no real will of my own. 
So I said, “Well, then, what is the use of prayer or joy 
or love?” He said, “They are all just simply physical 
phenomena.” I said, “I know one argument against 
that.” He said, “What is that?” I said, “Your own 
smile. You are simply enunciating the old doctrine of 
predestination. And you have made me believe in 
miracles.” He asked me how this was, and I answered, 
“If science means that I have no will, that I have no 
choice, well I may as well be hanged for a sheep as a 
lamb. I may as well, from your standpoint, believe 
that Joshua called upon the sun to stand still, because, 
according to your attitude, that is no more of a miracle 
than if I had an answer to prayer.” And he admitted 
that I had correctly stated his position. 

The thing that makes it difficult for me to reject the 
miracles is the fact that they are still happening. Take 
Joshua calling upon the sun to stand still. There you 
had humanity in a condition where nearly everybody on 
this planet said that the sun ought to be worshiped, and 
there was one man who said, “No, the sun is simply my 
servant in the work of God. I am going to conquer 
time.” Have you ever realized how time has been 
conquered ever since? What is the train, the telegram, 
the machine which multiplies operations, but the con¬ 
quest of time? It was Joshua that blazed the trail. 
It seems ridiculous that Elisha should have caused the 
iron head of an axe to swim. Can you show me a single 
ocean today where today the iron is not swimming? 
Your own shipping board found that they can only run 
with a profit any ship that is built of iron. Here is the 
conquest of the sea, and it was Elisha that blazed the 
trail. 

Christ walked on the water. Your airmen have 
leaped across the Atlantic, and the day is coming when, 

as it is said in the book of the Revelation, “there shall 
be no more sea.” Christ blazed the trail. 

How ridiculous—so we are told—that the blind 
shall see! Yet our Lord looked upon human life and he 
said, “There is one thing clear, you are short sighted.” 
Did you ever realize how the microscope has been in¬ 
vented to enable us to see things closer, and the tele¬ 
scope that we may see things distant, and the X-ray 
that we may see through things? It is the greater eye¬ 
sight—and Christ blazed the trail. 

How absurd—again it is said—that we shall expect 
to see Him when He comes! Yet only a week or two 
ago newspapers were publishing by wire the photo¬ 
graphs of the President of the United States. The 
day is coming when an event occurring in far away 
lands will be photographed on the press within twenty- 
four hours. 

The deaf shall hear. What is the telephone but 
something to help the deaf to hear? Who ever thought, 
except Christ, that the air was full of music and mes¬ 
sages that the people couldn’t hear? We know it is true 
now because we have discovered the radio. And then 
they come to me and say, “We accept our Lord as a 
teacher, but not as a scientist.” He was two thousand 
years ahead of the greatest scientist that ever lived. 

“The lame shall walk.” Why, in the days of Christ, 
you could only go a mile or two an hour. The world 
yearned for more rapid progress and invented auto¬ 
mobiles and trains. 

“The hungry shall be fed.” Have you ever realized 
how unusual in recent years is the organized harvest of 
the world. “Living water should break from the 
rocks.” Why, that was said in countries where they 
carried water around in skins of animals and sold it at 
so much a thimble full! But today you have your great 
reservoirs supplying cities of millions. 

“The sick shall be healed.” Consider the organiza¬ 
tions of hospitals and doctors. “The lepers shall be 
cleansed”—that is, particular diseases shall be at¬ 
tacked. You have the remedies for evils like tubercu¬ 
losis, etc., and, according to the statistics of insur¬ 
ance societies, years have been added to the average life 
of a Christian nation. 

“The dead shall be raised.” What was raising the 
dead? It was no more than prolonging human life to 
its natural term. 

You say that miracles never happen—I say that the 
whole thing is a miracle. I say that every scientific 
advance had an origin in countries where the Bible 
was known and read. I say that every time Christ was 
two thousand years ahead of the scientist. 

He d:'ed on the cross and the blood flowed from His 
five wounds for the redemption of the human race, and 
it was not for fifteen hundred years that the uninspired 
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biologists discovered that blood circulates in our veins. 
And fifty years ago, my own uncle was bled by science 
to death as a cure. The telescope, the microscope, the 
X-ray, and the radio were all far behind the foresight 
and vision of the Christian church. Have you ever 
read the first chapter of Ezekiel. The vision of wheels 
—wheels within wheels—wheels moving through the 
air with flashes of fire—a man’s face within the wheels 
—and the man able to steer them up and down and 
around and around? Here was a prophet who only 
saw the spinning wheel, the chariot wheel, and the 
potter’s wheel, and yet from those simple indications 
realized that there would be a thing called modern ma¬ 
chinery, and that it would fly through the air, though 
heavier than air, and that it would be guided by the 
hand of man. The flying machine of the future would 
fly like a bird, and in Germany—where, of course, they 
dismissed the prophet Ezekiel as of no importance— 
they tried to build Zeppelins lighter than the air, yet 
nobody has ever thought of sending the Zeppelin 
around the world. If you are to fly successfully, you 
have to fly as God made the bird to fly. 

You say, How could any man have foreseen that? 
The answer is that such prophecy is what we mean by 
inspiration—it is superheated genius. One time I said 
this, and a preacher came up to me and remarked, “Of 
course, that is very nice, but you know what Ezekiel 
really meant was a sandstorm in the desert.” My an¬ 
swer is to face the facts, and not to dodge them. There 
are chapters in the Bible which obviously are miracles 
in themselves. People come to me and say that Saint 
John did not write the fourth gospel. Well, I am quite 
open to argument, but I want to know what the argu¬ 
ment is. They say they know it from internal evidence. 
I remember a little verse that said: 

“John Gilpin was a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 

A trained band captain eke was he, 
Of famous London town.” 

It is the opening stanza of a nice little ballad. Let 
us suppose that the higher critic of the future pick up 
some child’s picture book and find that ballad. «And 
then suppose that he turned to your hymn book and 
discovered these verses: 

“God moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform, 

He plants His footsteps in the sea 
And rides upon the storm; 

Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 

He treasures up His bright designs, 
And works His sovereign will.” 

Put those two verses side by side. The critic will 
say, of course, that the man who wrote the ballad of 
John Gilpin was one man and that the man who wrote 
about the ride of Jehovah must have been another 
man. He would argue thus from the internal evi¬ 
dence, and yet both the poems were written by William 
Cowper. 

I wrote a series of anonymous articles in London. 
They were about the British government of that day, 
and I understand that part of the time of a cabinet 
meeting was devoted to discovering who perpetrated 
them. Some of them were my friends, and when my 
name came up, they said that they knew that the ar¬ 
ticles were not by me, because they knew me well, and 
1 had no sense of humor. Now suppose you had got 
the actual manuscript. You could have proved abso¬ 
lutely that I didn’t write those articles, because usually 
1 write an upright handwriting, but when I get irre¬ 
sponsible my writing goes sideways, and, therefore, 
you could have proved it from the manuscript and from 
internal evidence and from personal contact that I 
didn’t write them. And yet, in fact, I did write them. 

I want to say that I believe that two hundred years 
hence nine-tenths of what I may call the speculative 
criticism of the Bible will be as dead as the scholas¬ 
ticism of the mediaeval ages. Of course, the Bible has 
difficulties—so has life. Difficulties are our educa¬ 
tion, but the man who humbly wrestles with the Bible 
is a great deal stronger than the man who wants all 
of his thinking too easy. Healing the world was in¬ 
spired by the miracle of healing. A hundred years 
ago you had a tremendous revolt in this country against 
certain types of evangelism of the eighteenth century, 
and a great many bodies like the Unitarians started. 
What happened? Did this whole country become Uni¬ 
tarian and Universalist? No; on the contrary, you 
had what I might almost call an excess of faith. You 
had the Christian Scientist starting in Boston, and you 
had a great upheaval known as Mormonism. The 
negative position was not a position that this country 
was prepared to accept. In England, two hundred 
years ago, there was hardly a Presbyterian church of 
that day which didn’t become Unitarian. Did the 
whole country become Unitarian? No; the answer was 
the greatest upheaval we have ever had of Protestant¬ 
ism under John Wesley, and I suppose that today the 
Presbyterians in England have as strong a church as 
the Unitarians ever had. A Unitarian like Charles 
Elliot, who is faithful to his creed, is a great deal better 
than a Fundamentalist who says that every letter of 
the Bible is inspired, but who has never read the 
book of Habakkuk. I would much rather have a man 
who is a little uncertain about the Bible and has read 
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it, than people who look upon it as an absolutely in¬ 

spired book which must be kept closed. 

The world is interested in healing, whether it be 
spiritual or material. You know that today there is, 
as strong as ever, the Roman Catholic church. At 
Lourdes, in France, there are one million pilgrims who 
go there every year in the belief that God still heals. 
From our Western standpoint, the Christ of Lourdes is 
an obscured Christ. But it is better to pray to an ob¬ 
scured Christ than not to pray at all. Every case of 
healing there is certified by any doctor that wants to 
come. The Bible puts the case for healing quite per¬ 
fectly. In the Epistle of Saint James, he says that 
if anyone of you is sick, you are to pray for him first, 
and then anoint him with oil. The spiritual influence 
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and the material method are to work together, which is 
exactly what we do when any of our loved ones become 
sick. The doctor can come with his lancet and his 
drugs and his treatment, but there is not a doctor that 
does not hold that there comes a point when, in de¬ 
termining between life and death, he can only say, 
“Thus far I go and no further.” And then the prayer 
of the faithful is effective in determining the will of 
God for the sufferer. 

I cannot agree then with my astronomer friend that 
this whole world, including ourselves, is a soulless ma¬ 
chine. It is governed by a personal will. That will is 
love. That love was revealed in Christ, and if Christ 
was all-powerful, it is because love is as Henry Drum¬ 
mond put it, the strongest thing in the world, for God 
is love. 
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A Forward Step of tke Young Mens Ckristian Association 

BOUT a year ago the Young Men’s Christian Association of the United States called 

a Constitutional Convention to work out plans for a more vital unity, to study meth¬ 

ods of financing its general agencies, and to bring the whole organization up to mod¬ 

ern standards of efficiency. 

Under the new Constitution the movement has a National Council, democratically elected in 

one hundred and fourteen electoral districts, formed according to active membership basis. The 

first Council meeting was held in Buffalo, N. Y., December 3-7, 1924. 

Several most notable things occurred: The Council unanimously elected Dr. John R. Mott 

as the first General Secretary. It appointed three Service Divisions to carry out its supervisory 

service: ( 1 ) the National Home Work Division, which is to serve the various types of Associa¬ 

tions in the United States; (2) the International Service Division, which is to continue to answer 

the call of the churches in foreign lands to organize and supervise a great Association Movement 

in these lands; (3) a National Personnel Division, which is coordinate with the other two divi¬ 

sions and is committed to recruiting and training a sufficient number of very high grade secretaries 

to man the Association Movement. The policy set up for this division contemplates securing an in¬ 

creasing number of college trained men, who will take thorough professional training in one of 

the three Association colleges, Springfield, Mass., Chicago College, Chicago, or Southern College 

of Young Men’s Christian Associations, Nashville, Tenn. 

One other great forward step was taken, namely, the distribution of the budget to all the As¬ 

sociations. This will immediately free the general agencies for a much larger service and will 

at the same time make a real basis of unity among the Associations. We are usually deeply inter¬ 

ested in that which we help to support. The new organization will doubtless give the Associa¬ 

tion Movement a very much larger usefulness. W. D. WEATHERFORD. 
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Tke Discovery of tke Will of GocT* 
Dr. William J. Hutchins, President of Berea College, Berea, Ky. 

HIS evening I assume that all of us are the 
devotees of the Cause. There presses then 
upon us this supreme question: What for 
me, in this emergency, is the will of God? 
One thing is certain; if we are to be the 

followers of Jesus, we must do the will of God. It was 
Jesus’ meat to do the will of Him that sent the consum¬ 
mate kingdom. “Not everyone that saith unto me, 
Lord, Lord, shall enter the kingdom of God, but he 
that doeth the will of my Father which is in heaven.” 

To the man who does the will of God death is for¬ 
ever dead. The world, says one of Jesus’ dearest 
friends, “the world passeth away and the lust thereof, 
but he that doeth the will of God abideth forever.” 

DR. WILLIAM J. HUTCHINS 

And I hear men say, “I want to do the will of God. 
But tell me what it is.” I think we shall all agree with 
Alice Freeman, who said, “If my Father wishes me to 
go to college, I know that I shall go; if He doesn’t want 
me to go, then I don’t want to go.” I believe we are 
all of us ready to say with Lincoln, “Whatsoever shall 
appear to be the will of God I will do.” But what is the 
will of God for me? Are the open paths allurements 
of the devil? Are the hindrances which I see danger 
signals, or are they hurdles, over which I ought to leap 
to run the hard path of the will of God? We would not 

* Stenographic report of an address delivered at one of the 
vesper services, July, 1924, Southern Summer School, Blue 
Ridge, N. C. 

defy God, we would not ignore God. We cry, “What 
wilt thou have me to do, Lord ?” And there is no voice, 
nor any that regards, nor any that answers. 

Surely God could not leave us in the dark regard¬ 
ing a matter so important; and yet history warns us 
that a man may think he is doing God’s will, and yet 
do something which history proves to have been a 
grievous wrong to the kingdom of God. As he haled 
men and women to prison, Saul of Tarsus verily 
thought that he was doing God’s service. 

In the later middle ages, an unkempt ignorant monk 
began to preach the Crusades; and soon all Europe was 
on the march, a mass of fanatical men, women and even 
children; and the disease, the defeats, the death were 
endured in the thought, Deus, Vult—God wills it. 

It is not so many years ago that in the saintly town 
of Salem a hundred innocent persons were in jail for 
the crime of witchcraft. Twenty persons were killed, 
one was pressed to death, sacrificed to a delusion; and 
judge and populace were braced to their horrid task by 
the thought, God wills it. White Whitefield regarded 
the rum trade as essential to the prosperity of Amer¬ 
ica. 

Does God leave us in the dark ? 
We turn in our perplexity to the infallible church 

of Ptome, and get no satisfying answer. We turn to the 
infallible book of Protestantism and get no satisfying 
answer. 

From the Bible as a book of rules to the Bible as a 
book of life we turn to hear Paul say, “Be not con¬ 
formed to this age, but be ye transformed by the re¬ 
newing of your mind, that ye may prove what is the 
good and acceptable and perfect will of God.” 

It is a fine suggestion of the words that there is a 
good and acceptable and perfect will of God which a 
man may discover. 

But how? 
The words contain obviously a negative and a posi¬ 

tive exhortation. 
First: Take not on the fashion of the age. 
And what may that be? 
A teacher of mine once suggested to us that there 

are four outstanding crimes of America: Cruelty, 
Cowardice, Insolence, Self-indulgence. 

Cruelty: Miss Conde was telling us that in a North¬ 
ern city once she received a letter which said, “Would 
you be willing to receive a call from a colored girl?” 
Of course Miss Conde welcomed her. The girl burst 
into hysterical sobs. Finally Miss Conde asked her, 
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“What’s the trouble?” “Simply this, that when I look 
into the glass in the morning I must look into the face 
of a black girl.” And then that girl told a story of so¬ 
cial cruelty which would break your heart. 

Cruelty, Cowardice: The cowardice which fears to 
stand alone, the cowardice which is afraid of club opin¬ 
ion ; the cowardice that asks, Hath any of the rulers or 
of the Pharisees believed in Him; any of our set, any of 
our lodge, believed in Him? 

Insolence: I sat in a railway train a while ago. 
Looking out of the window, my seat-mate said, “There 
goes a bunch of Hunkies to work on the railroad.” 
Yes, how often we have seen them this summer, men 
working under blistering suns, at night huddled in 
box cars with the air so thick you could cut it with a 
knife, that we might ride in ease and comfort from one 
part of the country to the other. There goes a bunch 
of Hunkies to work on the railroad. 

Self-indulgence: A friend of mine tells of a little 
boy who visited his home, a boy whose instant plaint 
was, “I want to be ’mused.” It’s the cry of all of young 
America today and of middle-aged America as well, “I 
want to be ’mused.” And this self-indulgence is at 
this moment losing to Americans the high privileges, 
ours by birthright, which other peoples are dying to 
win. Cruelty, cowardice, insolence, self-indulgence. 
Are we in any measure taking on the fleeting fashion of 
age, we forever abandoning any possibility of discover¬ 
ing the will of God ? On the other hand, do you remem¬ 
ber the story of the Pilgrim Fathers, as told by their 
historian: “So they left that goodly and pleasant city 
(Leyden), which had been their resting place for near 
twelve years, but they knew that they were pilgrims, 
and looked not upon these things, but lifted up their 
eyes to heaven, their dearest city, and quieted their 
spirits.” 

We pray, “My God, what is Thy will?” And I think 
the answer comes back straight and plain: 

Among the cruel will you be merciful? 
Among the cowardly will you be courageous? 
Among the insolent will you be fraternal? 
Among the self-indulgent will you be sacrificial? 
I appoint you to know my will. 

Through love to light, 0 wonderful the way, 
That leads from darkness to the perfect day; 
From darkness and from sorrow of the night, 
To morning that comes singing o’er the sea; 
Through love to light, through light, 0 God, to Thee, 
Who art the Love of love, the eternal Light of light. 

Positively: Be ye transformed by the renewing of 
your mind, the renewal of your rational nature. How 

easily said. I can’t renew my rational nature. No, 
but God can. Do you notice the passive voice? Be ye 
transformed. And so we come to the one fundamental 
act of the Christian life—surrender. That’s a word we 
don’t like. Men imagine that there is something weak, 
womanish in surrender. At Silver Bay a while ago, 
a Secretary of the Naval Y. M. C. A. said to me, “I 
don’t like that word surrender; I think we ought to use 
the word enlistment.” And this is good; but some of 
you fellows have discovered that the very essence of 
enlistment is surrender, surrender to your commanding 
officer. 

It is well for us to realize that God asks of us in the 
realm of religion only what he asks of us in the realm 
of science. You recall the remarkable word of Huxley: 
“Science seems to me to teach in the highest and strong¬ 
est manner the great truth which is embodied in the 
Christian conception of entire surrender to the will of 
God. Sit down before fact as a little child, be pre¬ 
pared to give up every preconceived notion; follow 
humbly wherever and to whatever abysses nature may 
lead you, or you shall learn nothing. I have only begun 
to learn intent and peace of mind since I resolved at 
all risks to do this.” 

The loftiest act of the scholar is surrender to that 
which is higher than the scholar, Truth. The highest 
act of the Christian is surrender to that which is high¬ 
er than the Christian, the God of Truth. It has been 
beautifully said, “It is the one great road to character, 
to stay in the presence of the best, in absolute self-sur¬ 
render to it.” You remember Frederick Watts’ fine 
word, “The Utmost for the Highest.” 

A father told me this story. His four-year-old boy 
one day quite irrevelantly said to him, “I don’t care 
for you, papa.” “Don’t you? Why then I guess I don’t 
care for you.” Silence for a little while. Little more 
querulously this time: “Papa, I don’t care for you.” 
“Well, then I guess I don’t care for you.” “Papa, 
we was just foolin’, wasn’t we?’ And the little fellow 
was in his father’s arms. How often we practically 
say to our Father, “Father, I don’t care for you.” And 
to the froward, God shows Himself froward. At last 
we stop our fooling, creep up into the arms of the eter¬ 
nal God, and with the act of surrender begins the 
miracle of transformation. God renews our rational 
nature, and we come at last to know what is the good 
and acceptable and perfect will of God. 

Two Warnings 

First: The renewal of the mind does not mean the 
removal of the mind, the surrender of commonsense, 
the apotheosis of brainlessness. Often God speaks to 
us through history, through experience, through the 
voices of our friends, through reason. 



BLUE RIDGE VOICE Page Fifteen 

Born January 19, 1807 Died September 29, 1870 
A PHOTOGRAPH OF THE FAMOUS LIFE-SIZED PORTRAIT WHICH HANGS IN THE LOBBY 

OF ROBERT E. LEE HALL AT BLUE RIDGE 

Eohprt IE. Ball 



Page Sixteen BLUE RIDGE VOICE 

Second: Paul does not assert that the renewal of 

the rational nature is to be immediate. It is a process, 

and not a catastrophe. The surrender is indeed an act; 

the transformation is a process, and during the process 

our judgments may not always be accurate; we shall 

make mistakes. 

A dear friend of mine, far more intelligent than 
the average college woman, became a Christian Scien¬ 
tist. She had been a physician, and her adoption of 
Christian Science meant a great intellectual as well as 
financial sacrifice. For two years she gave herself 
sedulously to Christian Science, and then after two 

years she gave up her Christian Science, because to her 
it had become incredible. In the one case or the other 
she mistook the will of God. 

Immediately before us as an Association is the 

question whether under any circumstances whatever 
war can be the expression of the will of God; and we, 
an Association dedicated to the doing of the will of God, 
would probably be split into a majority and a strong 

and intelligent and devoted minority, whose devotion 
to the will of God cannot be questioned. 

One side or the other must be wrong. And we shall 
make mistakes; but I am persuaded that we shall make 
fewer and fewer with the years. It is not good that 
God should reveal all His will to us all at once. Our 
partial ignorance is the price we pay for freedom, for 
love, for strength. For us the refusal to accept the 
world’s livery, and to adopt the fleeting fashion of the 
age. For us the great surrender to the Greatest. For 
God the miracle which He alone can perform, the trans¬ 
formation of our rational nature, until we shall stand 

at last perfect and entire in all the will of God. 

The Hay Gang: on the Biltmore Farms. 

Member of tbe Association 
Captain Robert E. Lee in his life and letters of his 

father, speaking of General Lee’s interest in the Young 
Men’s Christian Association at Washington College, 
where he was president from 1865 until his death on 
September 29, 1870, says: 

“He was the earnest friend and strong supporter of 
the Young Men’s Christian Association and an annual 
contributor to its funds. Upon one occasion, at least, he 
placed in its library a collection of suitable books which 
he had purchased with that intention. In his annual 
report to the trustees he always made mention of the 
association, giving an account of its operation and 
progress.” 

There hangs in Lee Hall at Blue Ridge a facsimile 
letter from Lee to the Young Men’s Christian Associa¬ 
tion at Washington and Lee, which reads as follows: 

“Washington College, Va., 4 June, 1870. 
“My Dear Sir: 

“I have reed, your letter of the 3rd inst. an¬ 
nouncing my election as an honorary member of 
the Young Men’s Christian Association of 
Washington College, a Society in whose pros¬ 
perity I take the greatest interest and for the 
welfare of whose members my prayers are daily 
offered. 

“Please present my grateful thanks to your 
Association for the honour conferred on me & 
believe me very respt. your obt. servt. 

R. E. Lee. 
“Mr. A. N. Gordon 

“Cor. Sect. Y. M. C. Assn. 
“Washington College, Va.” 
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BILTMORE, NORTH CAROLINA 
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Cream Cheese, Skim Milk, Cream, Butter, Ice 
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