
"illd nr y ye t h--l t your f light be not i n 
Nint er". h: rk 13:18 

"FLIGHT IN ' HNTER" 

Springtime. On "ount of Olives. Jesus 
speukinp. ver Peirnest ly to disci les. And 

• speaking very frankly. But despite His 
earnestness, His words seemed to lack the 
reality they usually had. 

e 

Finding His words very hard to accept. 
Whole matter had started over remark made 
by one of disciples' in rererence to Temple. 
' ee \vhu t Illi:inner of s t ones and nat build
ings -.~.re here ! " All seemed so stable, so 
enduring as well as so be utiful. So, in 
quietness and frankness Jesus had spoken 
of the evil days to come. 

A D..1rk Pict ure Very dark picture Jesus 
draws. Hard to accept. 
Sun shining; buds burst

ing into leaf. Lambs ski ping in fields. 
All so beautiful; so 'idyllic; so stab·le. 

cross the valley was Jerusalem - compact 
and apparently eternal. Smoke curling 
lazily heavenwards on that soft April day. 
Temple looked secure enough for thousand 
years.. Yet Jesus says, "Thoro shall not 
be left one stone uPon dilo t her". 

Strangely enough, or not strangely , the 
very thing Jesus was s eaking of actually 
happened. A little more than thirty years 
later, Titus laid siege to Jerusalem. The 
horrors of that even~ are beyond descrin
tion. lomen killed and ate their own child
ren. IYhen at last city fell, the priests 

e were thrown to wild animals in arena. }, en 
and women who sought refuge at altar oi' the 
temple were butchered until temple courts 
ran red .with blood . Temple set on fire and 
people insane with fear leaped on flames. 
Thousands crucified . Million died . 



Jesus now goes on to speak of coming 
of uod's Kingdom. Come with fury and cat
astrophe. Iars and rumors of war. Earth
quakes, famines, tribulations. In that 
day, let them in Judea flee into mountains. 
Don ' t enter houses -no time for that. If 
you are in field working don't gp back to 
house. Get going. No time to go back for 
garment of jewels. Get going. No time to 
be was ted. Delay is dangerous. "And when 
that day comes, when you feel you must es
cape, pray that your flight be not in win-
ter". 

Dr<:1wn Too Darkly? I v.onder! Jesus is say
ing, "When the day comes 
when you feel you must 

escape - when you feel you must get out of 
the kind of life you are living - when you 
feel you must get to the mountains to high-

~ er level o~ living - then pray that your 
flight be not in winter. 

"Winter" - when ground is bard; springs 
frozen; when days are short; light thin and 
cheerless; snow on the ground and familiar 
tracks are obliterated; when tree"' bare; 
when wind makes mocking dirge; when it is 
impossible to travel - then pray that your 
flight be not in winter - when there is no 
escape. ~o getting out. 

1s the p icture drawn too darkly? bat 
do you think? I know an unused muscle can 
lose its ower completely. K process of 
at ro-ohy sets in. I also know that is true 
of the intellect. A mind that is not used 
becomes unusable. Ulassic illustration is 
in life of Charles Darwin. Had become a 

~kind of machine for grinding out scientific 
facts. once loved poetry. But through neg
lect he lost all taste for poetry. "If I 
had my life to live over again l would try 
and read some lines every day.l' 



uan t bat sane thing happen to a man in 
spiritual things':' True in matter of mr
shiP· 1 man can get to the noint where it 

a means nothing to him - all desire for wor
W shi goes. ', linter has set in. 'l'here is no 

way of escape - he doesn't realise his loss. 
But there may come oomething in his experi
ence, some calamity, some loss, some sorrow, 
and in that day he finds the road blocked. 
There is no escape - winter has set in. 

- ush this matter to its farthest reaches. 
Is it ossible for a person to get to the 
place where there is absolutelY no hope? Is 
it possible for a person to become oo self
centered, so evil, so given over to wicked
ness, so indifferent to all good, that the 
road is blocked for ever? Can a person be 
lost eternally? Is it possible for the evil 
to so completely conquer the good in person 
that the person is beyond all hope and help? 

• You have to' answer that for yourself. I 
don't know. It may be true. 1 hone it is 
not true. 1 like to think that God will 
eventuallY bring all .tlis children to Himself 
and win them and redeem them through rtis 
love. But it nay be ossi ble for a man to 
be lost eternallY· 1n any case, Jesus is 
warning us to see that our flight be not in 
winter - to keep the road clear. 

"I believe in the second chance" Well, 
if there were a second chance, it can never 
be the same as the first. If the second 
chance comes it will come with the sense of 
having wasted our first chance. 'l

1

1'..at may be 
hell - to know wba t we have missed and what 

we have wasted . .Jhether we believe we have another o -e ortunity or not after this life, there is 
that searching parable Jesus told about Ten 
Virgins - story closes with those mrds "And 
the door was shut". Note of finality there. 
It's a disturbing story to say the least. 



There Is No Tomorrow Well, I c n put the 
matter off until to-
morrow. rticle by 

Dr. G. Ray Jordan. ' There Is No Tomorrow". 
~/e onlY have today. 'l'omorro the road may 
be blocked - winter of the souJ may have 
set in. Tomorrow may be too late. Too late! 

Ne intend to do it tomorrow. Never get 
beyond the stage of intention. triendshi-ps 
break down because we intended to write a 
letter and never got it written. Je intend 
ed to get to the root of that little misun-

. der standing but we never did. Meanwhile we 
have beoome more estranged and the rift has 
grown wider. ' ~e intended to give more time 
to our families - ~:md now it is too late. 
Someone has well said "The road to hell is 
paved with good intentions". 

'i. ou know the th. ings ~r'ou should do. 
is no need for anyone to tell you. In the 
quietness of this service you have been re
minded of the things you have kept putting 
off. That letter you should write; that 
word you should say; that misunderstanding 
you should clear up; that confession you 
should make; that fuller acceptance of Jes
us Cbr is t you should, make. ~ hy not do it 
today? There is no tomorrow. The way is 
open today. ~linterti.Ire bas not yet set in 
for you. But there is a danger there. Let 
not your flight be in winter; then it will 
be too late. 
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The Trap of Indecision 
JOHN W. McKELVEY 

How long halt yc between twu opinions?-! Kings 18:21. 

Nothing is more pitiable or more tragic than a person 
who cannot make up his mind. The truth of this is dem
onstrated by Fulton Oursler in his little book, "Three 
Things We Can Believe," where he briefly describes the 
famous experiment of the Russian physiologist, Serge 
Voronof, with the dog, handkerchief, and two stecl rings. 
One of the rings was a circle and the other an ellipse. The 
dog, a highly bred and intelligent creature, was taught to 
drop the handkerchief before the circular ring but never 
before the elliptical one. Having impressed this lesson 
thoroughly, the scientist then began a slow and cunning 
process of reducing the ellipse to a circle. Though it be
came harder and harder for the dog to decide, it succeeded 
in doing so until the relation of the ellipse to the circle was 
as 14 to 16. Then, unable to decide, the dog went insane. 

Life lies before us as a series of choices between an 
ellipse and a circle, and all goes well until the distin..:
tions become blurred and decisions become difficult. Like 
H amlet we cry out, 

To be, or not to be: that is the question. 

We cannot decide. Or we do not want to decide. We 
wish to be left alone and on friendly terms with both the 
ellipse and the circle. We fail to see that we cannot be 
loyal to two masters, nor can we get anywhere by strad
dling the fence. If we have not become nervous wrecb, 
or gone crazy as a result of our indecision, we have be
come stymied and frustrated, pitiable victims of nothing 
more than a mental, or moral, or spiritual paralysis. 

There is nothing mysterious about all this; for, though 
this paralysis is intangible, it is as real as a trap, and 'l S 

impersonal. It will immobilize us just as viciously 
whether we are one or many, if we dilly-dally through our 
day of decision. 

The classic illustration of the individual victim is the 
r A . ·' ·- -· ... .. ,: •.. 1.-1 •.• L • • --:-~..1- ---~-= - ·~ ..1 ... :.J... 

narrated the dramatic story of his career. As the daunt
less prisoner bears his unflinching witness to the power 
of redeeming love through Jesus Christ, one almost 
feels his words penetrating to the proud and polluted 
heart of the unscrupulous Agrippa. But when the thrust.s 
of the impassioned apostle endanger the wicked ease and 
complacent indecision of Agrippa, that scornful king cries 
out with biting ridicule, "Almost thou persuadest me r.o 
be a Christian." Almost persuaded! How utterly tragic
for Agrippa! Caught helplessly in the trap of indecision, 
he sank quickly to a new low in the realm of ignominy 
and shame. 

The drastic consequences of indecision on the collec
tive victim are nowhere better demonstrated than in the 
downfall of modern France. Some commentators would 
have us believe that France fell in 1940 because she put 
her trust in the Maginot Line and not in a mobile mech
anized army. But I venture to suggest that France feil 
because she put her trust in the Maginot Line and not in 
the line and precept of the almighty and everlasting God. 
Too many of the leaders of France were trying to serve 
two masters. Too late they read the frightening hand
writing on the wall, and France collapsed pitifully in the 
trap, not of Hitler, but of her own fatal indecision to 
choose the values that matter. 

For two long years France lay stunned under the blow, 
turning this way and that, undecided and impotent . And 
then at last came November 27, 1942, when all the greJt 
and enduring elements of the France of liberty, equality, 
and brotherhood united to cry in dying gasps in the face 
of the invader, "You can kill the body, but you can never 
mar the soul," and with a mighty blast Frenchmen de
stroyed their fleet at Toulon and broke the shackles of 
their indecision at one and the same instant. 

Of course, we have no right to seat ourselves in judg
ment on either Agrippa or the people of France, for we 
.-. ..- o ... t-a. ..... ..-..: ..... ...,.. .... TJ t-r." noro ... t- ...... t-h;co t.,.~.,rhA,..I'"'\11(' n;tf"11 l"\11r-
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want to play up to both masters, to placate both sides of 
the question, and to continue our carefree merry-go-round 
existence of the last two decades. What we fail to see 
is the inevitability of disaster. Among all the portentous 
phases of this disaster, let me speak of two. 

The first was accentuated by what a man recently said 
to me: "As I see it, if we had only sent more missiona
ries twenty-five years ago, we should have saved the world 
as we have saved China." Whether or not giving more 
millions for the Christian mission during the last score 
of years would have prevented the expenditure of billions 
for the military mission now is not the question at issue. 
The point is: While we are giving our tenth (not to men
tion taxes) to insure a military victory, ought we not to 
be equally zealous in giving our tenth to insure a Chris
tian triumph and to undergird the peace that will even
tually come? I know how we preachers and church offi
cials evade the issue: "Of course, people don't have as 
much money to give to the church these days, what with 
ten per cent going for war bonds." But even as we say it 
we know it is untrue, that the national income has in
creased by leaps and bounds while church contributions 
have remained almost static. Is it because we Americans 
cannot make up our minds that, while some things may 
belong to Caesar, there are also other things that belong 
to God? To be sure, it takes courage to come to this deci
sion. The question is: Have we got what it takes to de
cide aright? 

The second phase is quite similar. It has to do with 
ourselves, our time, and our talents. One of the aston
ishing revelations of these war days is the way so many 
of us are doing extra duties, volunteer in character: in the 
Red Cross, as air-raid wardens, as auxiliary police, etc. I 
have been thrilled to see the unselfish response of our 
citizens. I have also been a little nonplused by it, espe
cially when I know how difficult it has been all along to 
secure volunteers in the various ministries of the church, 
teachers, leaders, and officials, and how it is harder now 
than ever. I have been forced to ask myself: "Is it because 
people don't believe any more in the power of Christian 
truth? Is it because they are undecided about the value 
of the gospel, or the worth of Christian character? Is it 
because they can't make up their minds which matter 
most, the things of this world or the things of the spirit?'' 

I do not say we have not done wisely in volunteering 
time and talent to the war effort, but I do say that we 
have displayed little foresight if we do not see the exham
tive potentialities of a similar volunteer service in the 
kingdom of God. We need but look across the frontiers 
of the battered and blood-soaked world about us and 
behold the Christian church towering serene and endur
ing above the wrecks of time. This victory did not 
happen by chance; it was wrought under the hand of God 
by the feeble and faithful efforts of men and women in 
other days who with decision chose "the better part." 

It almost seems as though Elijah of the long ago were 
confronting us with his stern and unevasive cry: "How 
long halt ye between two opinions? if the Lord be God, 
follow him: but if Baal, then follow him." 

As I go among people these days, sensing their restless
ness and indecision, I do not surrender to despair. I real
ize we may be ever so helpless, bewildered, and para
l.,?~rl ronrl c~;n nA~ hP"Anrl rl'rlPtnntinn 
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chosen to believe. It is like that day in ancient Israel 
when the elders gathered about the dying Joshua, and that 
valiant warrior rehearsed the providence that hitherto had 
blessed them, and said: "Now therefore fear the Lord, 
and serve him in sincerity and in truth; and put away 
the gods which your fathers served on the other side of 
the flood ... and serve ye the Lord. And if it seem evil 
unto you to serve the Lord, choose you this day whom ye 
will serve." Yes, I say, it is like that today, and we must 
never forget that the reason why we remember these 
words of Joshua is that he did what he asked others to 
do: "As for me and my house, we will serve the Lord:· 

Having made our choice, then what? Wonder of won
ders, God draws nigh to bless and deliver us when 
we draw nigh to Him. Recently a mother received the 
direful communication from the Government that her 
son had been reported "missing" while on duty in the 
Pacific. Friends quickly sought to console her, but she 
triumphantly replied, "I shall not grieve or lament, for 
my son is not 'missing' to God!" 

"Let not your hearts be troubled," said the Saviour; 
neither let them be undecided. 

A Reverie on the Passing Year 
Frederick Dales 

One cold day last week on my way home from work, 1 
noticed an old man with a long white beard trying ~o 
shelter himself from the bitter wind by standing in the 
doorway of the Wesleyan Building at 581 Boylston Street, 
Boston, Mass. He was writing in a shabby old day-book; 
but the task was difficult, for his fingers were numb with 
the cold. Leaning against the building was a large scythe 
badly nicked and worn. 

I saw at once that Old Father Time was paying a visit 
to Boston and that he was in no pleasant frame of mind, 
for he was grumbling to himself while making entries in 
his battered book. 

Thinking to cheer him, I stopped and said, "Good
evening, Grandpa! What seems to be the trouble? Noth
ing serious, I hope?" 

"Young feller," he answered, "you are the only person 
who has noticed me since I arrived in the blizzard this 
morning. This city is crazy! They pay no attention to 
me, although I am the most important factor in their lives. 
Just wait and I'll show 'em whether I should be con· 
sidered. 

"I>o you see that scythe, young feller?" he said, running 
his fingers over the blade in a rather suggestive and un
pleasant manner. "It's just about ruined and I am com
pletely used up by the hard labor of the past year." 

"It's some time since you visited us, isn't it, Grandpa?" 
I asked, thinking to change the subject to something 
more cheerful. 

"Why," he said, "I was here a few months ago, but this 
part of the country was buried under many feet of ice." 

Of course, I saw that the old gentleman was using 
cosmic time in his reckoning and also that he was in a 
mood to talk, so I did not correct his dates. 

"Yes," he went on, "times have changed. I recollect the 
Stone Age, and boy, them was the happy days!" (The old 
man became a little careless of his English as he warmed 
un to his subiect. and this he said was caused bv his bein 



The classic illustration of the individual v1ctun is the 
story of Agrippa, particularly that episode associated 1\·ith 
the appeal of the apostle Paul. It takes no effort to vis
ualize the hunchbacked apostle as he stood with hands 
weighted down by dungeon chains before Festus and 
Agrippa, the pompous puppets of imperial Rome, and 

ment on either Agrippa or the people of Fr:mce, for we 
are stepping all too near to this treacherous pitfall our
selves. There are too many sacred and priceless things 
about which we of America cannot seem to make up our 
rni nds. Very often they are the so-called trivial things 
without seeming importance one way or the other. We 





artist who went to the mountains of 
New England to paint a sunset. A 
perfect autumn day dawned. The sky 
was clear. Noon passed. Late after
noon came. The artist went out with 
n gmu p of friends to look 11pon a per
fect scene. The vic·w was superb. The 
artis t's great chance had come! The 
~l, v was an anue blue. The ~un w:1s 
si1;king. but the artist had to adjust 
his easel. i ! is friends urged him to 

make preparations as quickly as pos
sible. They said that the sun ":1s su
ting. But he had to stretch his cmwas. 
Again, those "ho were with him re
minded him that the wn wr>s slowly 
sinking. But he bad to adiust hi. stool. 
They told him that the sun wa<. ~np
ping down behind the hills. But he had 
to repair hi s hrush. They told him he 
had better begin. But he had to mix 
his paint. l\s he turned to filce the 
western sky, the sun had gone clown! 

Today Christ beckons to each of us. 
He pleads with each one: Give me 
thine heart! This very moment he 
offers you, and yon, and you, life . love, 
salvation. \Vclcome him and accept 
tl1em without a moment's delay! 

MARCH 14, 1946 {II I 331 
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want to play up to both masters, to placate both sides of 
the question, and to continue our carefree merry-go-round 
existence of the last two decades. What we fail to see 
is the inevitability of disaster. Among all the portentous 
phases of this disaster, let me speak of two. 

The first was accentuated by what a man recently said 
to me: "As I see it, if we had only sent more missiona
ries twenty-five years ago, we should have saved the world 
as we have saved China." Whether or not giving more 
millions for the Christian mission during the last score 
of years ·would have prevented the expenditure of billions 
for the military mission now is not the question at issue. 
The point is: While we are giving our tenth (not to men
tion taxes) to insure a military victory, ought we not to 
be equally zealous in giving our tenth to insure a Chris
tian triumph and to undergird the peace that will even
tually come? I know how we preachers and church offi
cials evade the issue: "Of course, people don't have as 
much money to give to the church these days, what with 
ten per cent going for war bonds." But even as we say it 
we know it is untrue, that the national income has in
creased by leaps and bounds while church contributions 
have remained almost static. Is it because we Americans 
cannot make up our minds that, while some things may 
belong to Caesar, there are also other things that belong 
to God? To be sure, it takes courage to come to this deci
sion. The question is: Have we got what it takes to de
cide aright? 

The second phase is quite similar. It has to do with 
ourselves, our time, and our talents. One of the aston
ishing revelations of these war days is the way so many 
of us arc doing extra duties, volunteer in character: in the 
Red Cross, as air-raid wardens, as auxiliary police, etc. I 
have been thrilled to see the unselfish response of our 
citizens. I have also been a little nonplused by it, espe
cially when I know how difficult it has been all along to 
secure volunteers in the various ministries of the church, 
teachers, leaders, and officials, and how it is harder now 
than ever. I have been forced to ask myself: "Is it because 
people don't believe any more in the power of Christian 
rruth? Is it because they are undecided about the value 
of the gospel, or the worth of Christian character? Is it 
because they can't make up their minds which matter 
most, the things of this world or the things of the spirit?'' 

I do not say we have not done wisely in volunteering 
time and talent to the war effort, but I do say that we 
have displayed little foresight if we do not see the exhaus
tive potentialities of a similar volunteer service in the 
kingdom of God. We need but look across the frontiers 
of the battered and blood-soaked world about us and 
behold the Christian church towering serene and endur
ing above the wrecks of time. This victory did not 
happen by chance; it was wrought under the hand of God 
by the feeble and faithful e!Torts of men and women in 
other days who with decision chose "the better part." 

It almost seems as though Elijah of the long ago were 
confronting us with his stern and unevasive cry: "How 
long halt ye bet ween two opinions? if the Lord be God, 
follow him: but if Baal, rhen follow him.'' 

As I go among people these days, sensing their restless
ness and indecision, I do not surrender to despair. I real
Ize we may .~~e ever so helpl;ss, bewildered, and para-
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chosen to believe. It is like that day in ancient Israel 
vvhen the elders gathered about the dying Joshua, and that 
valiant warrior rehearsed the providence that hitherto had 
blessed them, and said: "Now therefore fear the Lord, 
and serve him in sincerity and in truth; and put away 
the gods which your fathers served on the other side of 
the flood . .. and serve ye the Lord. And if it seem evil 
unto you to serve the Lord, choose you this day whom ye 
will serve:' Yes, I say, it is like that today, and \ve must 
never forget that the reason why we remember these 
words of Joshua is that he did what he asked others tu 
do: "As for me and my house, we will serve the Lord:' 

Having made our choice, then what? vVonder of won
ders, God draws nigh to bless and deliver us when 
we draw nigh to Him. Recently a mother received the 
direful communication from the Government that ht:r 
son had been reported "missing" while on duty in the 
Pacific. Friends quickly sought to console her, but she 
triumphantly replied, "I shall not grieve or lament, for 
my son is not 'missing' to God!" 

"Let not your hearts be troubled," said the Saviour; 
neither let them be undecided. 

A Reverie on the Passing Year 
Frederick Dales 

One cold day last week on my way home from work, 1 
noticed an old man with a long white beard trying :-o 
shelter himself from the bitter wind by standing in the 
doorway of the ViT esleyan Building at 581 Boylston Street, 
Boston, Mass. He was writing in a shabby old day-book; 
but the task was difficult, for his fingers were numb with 
the cold. Leaning against the building was a large scythe 
badly nicked and worn. 

I saw at once that Old Father Time was paying a visit 
to Boston and that he was in no pleasant frame of mind, 
for he was grumbling to himself while making entries in 
his battered book. 

Thinking to cheer him, I stopped and said, "Good
evening, Grandpa! What seems to be the trouble? Noth· 
ing serious, I hope?" 

"Young feller," he answered, "you are the only person 
who has noticed me since I arrived in the blizzard this 
morning. This city is crazy! They pay no attention to 
me, although I am the most important factor in their lives. 
Just wait and I'll show 'em whether I should be con· 
side red. 

"Do you see that scythe, young feller?" he said, running 
his fingers over the blade in a rather suggestive and un
pleasant manner. "It's just about ruined and I am com
pletely used up by the hard labor of the past year." 

"It's some time since you visited us, isn't it, Grandpa?" 
I asked, thinking to change the subject to something 
more cheerful. 

"vVhy," he said, "I was here a few months ago, but this 
part of the country was buried under many feet of ice." 

Of course, I saw that the old gentleman was using 
cosmic time in his reckoning and also that he was in a 
mood to talk, so I did not correct his dates. 

"Yes," he went on, "times have changed. I recollect the 
Stone Age, and boy, them was the happy clays!" (The old 
man became a little careless of his English as he warmed 





(j]ower in the Cross 

Goo's will is God's power in action. Since God's will is 

wise, he who obeys it and walks in it is sure to be 

blessed. Since His will is good, the man who lives by it is 

seeking his own true welfare. Since God's will expresses His 

power, he is strong who walks in it. 

In Gethsemane Christ was confronted with the ultimate 

- will of God-the Cross. His strong, yet sensitive human na

ture shrank from the prospect of a shameful, agonizing 

death on the accursed tree. Still there was God's holy and 

perfect will. "On to the Cross," was its unalterable decree. 

Christ had subjected Himself to the will of the Father. 

His deepest conviction was that the will of God was good and 

must be done. Hence His three times repeated prayer, " Not 

my will, but thine." His strength lay in His complete trust in 

the holy and perfect will of God. 

God, our Father in Christ, speak to us through the Cross 

of Thy well-beloved Son. Grant that through Him we may 

find strength daily to walk in obedience to Thy perfect will. 

Give us the assurance that they who trust in Thy will shall 

never be put to shame. Amen. 

rr Fathe1f, If It 13e Thy Will" 
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J,)hn H. 0 B:·i0;.1 by Mr. and Mr s. Harry J. 0 1 Brien. 

10:30 

11:00 
11:45 
6:00 
7':'00 

MON . 

TUES. 

WED. 

THURS. 

FRI. 

SAT. 

Ml.RCH 24, 1946 - CALENDAR FOR TODAY 

Morning Worship and Sermon. 
Church-time Nursery Hour. 
Primary and Junior Church. 
Church School. Classes for all ages. 
Youth Fellowship. Covered Dish Supper. 
Union Evening Service at North Wn in Street Meth
odist Church. Gues t speaker, Miss Evangel £llen, 
daughter of the Rev. Arthur v. Allen and Director 
of Children's Work, Emmanuel Baptist Christian 
Center, Buffalo, New York. 

7:00 
8:00 
7: 55 
7:TI • u 

7:45" 
r:30 

THROUGa THE VffiEK 

Boy Scouts and Girl Scouts. 
Board of Education meeting. 
Early Morning Youth Lenten Service. 
Fremont Choir r ehearsal. 
Executive Board of the w.s.c.s. will meet. 
Weekday School for grades 4, 5 and 6. 

7:45 FOURTH TlliiON AffiTHODIST LENTEN SERVICE in the 
North 'M'iiin StrPPt Methodist church. Dr. Henry G. 
Budd of the First Methodist Church, Ithaca, New 
York will be the speaker. Dr. Budd is also the 
Director of the We sley Foundation a t Cornell Uni
versity. Invite and bring your fri ends. 

12:15 
1:00 
"3730 
"8:00 
ron 
1:00 
3:"30 
9:'4b 

Men's Lenten Luncheon at the Y .M.C .J. •• 
Women's Lenten Luncheon at the Y.W.C.A. 
Minister's Membership Class. 
Werner Workers will meet at the church. The 

call letter is "Q". 
Weekday School for grades 7 and 8. 
Chape l Choir r ehearsal. 
Carol Choir rehearsal. 

-o-

We extend a hearty welcome to all visitors and strangers 
and trust you will find a blessing as wo wor~hip together. 



n.~ l !4U t.UJJUU~ .fJCUj-Ht: UJC:~C uay~, ~CU::.ULM U!CU JC~lH:~~

neSS and indecision, I do not surrender to despair. I real
ize we may be ever so helpless, bewildered, and para
lyzed , and still not beyond redemption. 

To begin with, we must act. We must make up our 
minds. Vve must choose between two opinions. It is our 
privilege to cast the die, to choose the highest that we 
know, and to give unstinted loyalty to what we have 

1. es, JJe weuL ou, uJues uave cuaugeu. 1 rc:cuuecL urc: 
Stone Age, and boy, them was the happy clays!" (The old 
man became a little careless of his English as he warmed 
up to his subject, and this he said was caused by his being 
obliged to speak in every known language since the begin
ning of time.) "vVhy, in them days a man was a man," 
he said. "If a man wished to marry, he hunted 'til he 
found the woman he wanted. Then he courted her by 




