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ESSENTIAL FAITH
OF THENEWCHURCH

There is one God, and He is the
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.
®
Saving faith is to believe in Him and
keep the Commandments of His Word.
®
The Word is Divine and contains a
spiritual or inner meaning which
reveals the way of regeneration.
[ ]
Evil should be shunned as sin against

God.
®

Human life is unbroken and con-
tinuous, and the world of the spirit is
real and near.
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THERE IS no doubt that there is a glow about Christmas. A storm may
rage outside, or a storm may rage in the breast; nevertheless, as the
realization dawns that the Christmas festival is at hand, across the heart
there blows a gentle breeze of summer. On another page of this issue will be
found a story by a Canadian writer, Caroline Gunnarsson, about the spon-
taneous and unofficial armistice between the German and English soldiers on
Christmas day in 1914. Marvelous that the Christmas spirit could reach into
the trenches, and yet, is it so marvelous? Christmas has shown it has the power
to survive the disasters of time and circumstance. Undefeated it has passed
through the flames and floods which have destroyed so much of the heritage
of the past.

We should not marvel at this, for Christmas commemorates the giving of
God of Himself through the birth of a babe to a humble peasant woman.
We may be deeply stirred by the circumstances surrounding that birth: by
the coming of wise men, by the song of the angels which the shepherds heard,
by the tender picture of Mary of whom Chesterton wrote:

“The Christ Child stood on Mary’s knee,
His hair was like a crown,

And all the flowers looked up at Him
And all the stars looked down.”

But the transcendental significance of this event eludes any romantic or
poetic description of its pictorial setting. The simple words of the Fourth
Gospel report that significance best: “And the Word was made flesh and
dwelt among us; and we beheld His glory, the glory as of the only-begotten of
the Father, full of grace and truth.”

This is the meaning of the Incarnation. People who knew God as a wrathful
Yahweh who destroyed nearly all his children with a flood; or who knew him as
Jupiter sitting high on Olympus and hurling thunderbolts when in an angry
mood, now came to know Him as a Savior whose only weapons are grace,
forgiveness, and peace. Men are to know that from now on the God of love is
in this world: a Redeeming God, a Savior full of compassion, offering peace
and forgiveness to all who will accept these gifts.

No wonder the early Christians contrasted the Roman Empire which rested
upon gigantic military power, with the Kingdom proclaimed by Him Who was
the Word-Made-Flesh, and Whose only sword was the sword of the spirit.
For those of this age the contrast is even stronger—a contrast of men with
love of God in their hearts, with those who stand poised to hurl a nuclear bomb.

All the more reason to remember that God is in this world. That birth in
Bethlehem long ago assures us of that. This is faith, but a faith by which we
can live. As Longfellow said:

God is not dead, nor doth He sleep.
The wrong shall fail,

The right prevail,

With peace on earth, good will to men.

Best Wiishes to you for the Christmas Season

and the New Year from the MESSENGER staff

at our new .address: 4001 Brotherton Road,
Cincinnati 9, Ohio.
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by Dennis Duckworth

E WAS IN CAMBRIDGE attending a Christmas Col-
lege Reunion when I was handed the telegram. It was
to call me home at once—just that. I left the table
quietly after the second toast and made my way to the
station; the beginnings of a blizzard had whitened the
streets and dimmed the outlines of the dark trees. Carol
singers stood in the market square; the night was chill
and desolate.

The last train to London was late, and I had to stand
and stare at the twinkling lights of red and green across
the windswept marshland. Two or three passengers
were standing in the dimness of the waiting-room, collars
upturned and hats pulled well down over the eyes. The
train screeched in like a supernatural monster, and it
was a relief to scramble into a compartment and sink
back into a corner. What did it mean, that telegram?
Perhaps Isobel was ill—waiting to give birth to her child.
She had been sick a little before I left home, but without
apprehension. The rhythm of the train wheels seemed to
drum the sentence through my mind—Isobel is ill—
Isobel is ill—as we sped over those flat silent snow-
covered miles.

It was a stopping train, calling for mail at every
station. I read the names through the streaks of snow—
Great Shelford, Duxford, Wedens Ambo, Stansted
Mountfitchett. People got in and out, big burly country
folk, slamming doors and breathing heavily. Most of
them were fat and jolly and noisily oblivious to others.
I watched them as they stepped out into the night,
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pressing their broad backs against the blizzard. And
then . . . Isobel is ill, is ill, is ill . . . a little nearer home.

I do not know when I first noticed the man in the
opposite corner. He was quiet and dark, with an air of
distinction. He neither spoke nor glanced about him,
but there was something about him that made me regard
him intently. He was plainly dressed in black, and wore
a soft hat that shaded most of his face. His gloved hands
rested in his lap, and he carried no bag, newspaper, or
umbrella. Perhaps a clergyman going home from some
late service, or a doctor returning from a patient—or
perhaps, like myself, a husband summoned to a sick
wife.

I did not see him get in the compartment, and as the
sparse midnight lights of outer London began to show—
and he sat on in his shadowy corner—I began to have a
strange feeling about him. I felt that, just as I was
aware of him, he was aware of me. I could not see his
eyes, but could feel his keen penetrating sight. It seemed
to me as if he watched me steadily, with pity; and that
calm watchfulness seemed to emphasize the rhythm of
the wheels . . . ill, ill, Isobel is ill.

Of course, I was anxious and over-excited, and tried
to dismiss morbid thoughts from my mind. I tried to
turn my attention to the snow-covered roofs of Ilford
and Stratford. It was 1:20. Would I find a taxi at
Liverpool Street at such an hour? And if not, how would
I get home? I was still with these thoughts when the
train surged into the empty station. The stranger stood
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and opened the door. As he stepped down before me
on to the platform I saw that he was lame.

There was no taxi, and nothing left for me to do but
walk home to Highgate. Fortunately there was a lull
in the blizzard, and the white layer of snow gave Bishops-
gate an appearance of unreality and instability. Because
I did not think I could find my way through the narrow
streets behind the station, I kept to Threadneedle Street,
the Royal Exchange, and so into Moorgate.

To be in the heart of the City at two in the morning
in the silence and freshness of a snowfall is an odd
experience. Did I see one solitary policeman standing

by the Mansion House, or just imagine him? I rounded
the corner of the Bank to the single sound of my own
muffled steps. It would take me two hours to walk home,
pressing on like this past the dark windows and inky
doorways. I was the only thing alive and moving; all
the rest was stone. Even the air was still, expectant,
- tremulous. . . .

And then, at the corner of Finsbury Square, I was
suddenly aware again of that intense and pitying eye—
that stranger’s gaze. I turned, and saw him—tall, slim,
shrouded in shadow, following me, limping. He was
about fifty yards behind me, walking rapidly. He too
had not found a taxi! I hurried on, but knew that he was
following, and though I could not hear his footsteps I
sensed his nearness. Was he following merely—or trying
to overtake me? Was he pursuing me? 1 glanced back
and saw him distinctly outlined against the wall of
Bunhill Fields Cemetery.

Who was this man travelling with me through the
night? What harm could he do me? What a ridiculous
childish fear gripped my heart! I determined either to
shake him off, or to wait and accost him. By the junction
of New North Road I stopped and turned full round.
The man stopped and stood quite still on the wide pave-
ment. While I waited he did not move. With something
like terror I began to walk on; and all the way up the
City Road, with the fine snow beginning to blur the
outline of the buildings on both sides, I could feel that
keen compassionate gaze penetrating my being. Then
suddenly I ran till I was breathless—and turned again.
He was there, limping fifty yards behind me.

And then I heard a sound—an ordinary everyday
sound, that was a relief to my mind. It was the long
low burr of the omnibus. I had forgotten about the
hourly all-night bus between Westminster and High-
gate—and here it was, grinding its way like a spectre
over the crossroads at the Angel station. ‘“‘Stop! Stop!”
I shouted, and my words sounded like pistol shots in
the night air. I ran, gripped the rail, and hurled myself
on to the platform. ‘‘Steady, now!” said the conductor;
“No need to hurry, guv’ner.” I rubbed my shoes into
the ribbed wooden floor and shook the flakes of snow from
my overcoat. I offered my fare and settled into my seat.
I had left my pursuer behind.

What could be the matter with Isobel? And who had
sent the telegram? Perhaps I was imagining the whole
thing. But no—I fingered the small yellow envelope in
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my pocket; it was reality enough. It seemed impossible
that Isobel could be really ill. The doctor was satisfied
with the normality of her condition; childbirth held no
fears for her; she was looking forward, joyously, with
confidence and calmness. Suddenly, the bus gave a
lurch—and the rhythm of its engine sounded different;
no longer “ill, ill, Isobel is ill’—but a long low menacing
sound that spelled one dread word. I shut my mind
against the horrible thought.

It was snowing heavily now. I looked deliberately at
every little thing. A flake of snow on the window slid
gently down. The hanging straps swung round and round
as the empty bus rode the blizzard like a ship. The
driver’s immovable back . . . the conductor’s khaki
mittens . . . and Isobel ill. However, I would know soon.

Alighting in the thick drift at the bottom of Highgate
Hill I looked around. I was alone. I walked smartly
up the Great North Road, and paused again. There
was nothing in the indistinct pattern of the storm. I set
my face towards home. A New-Church-man should
harbour no sinister thoughts or phantasies. And then,
in an arc of thin greenish light from a lamp, I saw him—
tall, straight, with his angular shoulders and broken
step. He was in front of me, leading me on.

His eyes were directed elsewhere. But where, where?
For a moment he disappeared, but as I turned the corner
I saw him again, limping through the snow by the garden
hedges. I knew where he was going, and I began to run,
calling to him to stop. My shouts seemed to echo down
the black gully of the street. He fled before me—going
on relentlessly. He turned the corner of the road where
I live. I saw him enter the gate and stumble up the
steps to the porch. His hand was raised to strike. . . .

Like one in a trance I rushed after him to the door
and beat upon it.

Isobel and her baby boy were both well. It was a
premature birth, and had been amazingly easy and a
great surprise to all. The doctor had sent the telegram.
“We thought it best to bring you home,” he said, ‘“but
really, there was no cause for anxiety.”

No cause for anxiety! So that devilish travelling com-
panion had been a figment of my anxious mind; and I
thought of the teaching that man, by his thoughts and
affectional states, invites—so to speak—his own heavenly
or hellish contacts. I saw Isobel asleep, and the cot near
the bed—and thought of the Christmas Angel. There
was no menacing stranger in the house—but Gabriel
himself, whom I had forgotten. I went to the door and
gazed out into the street. The storm was over, and a
peaceful calm of white snow lay over everything. There
was not a blemish upon its placid beauty—except my
own deep footprints.

COVER DESIGNED BY MELBA AND CHARLES TOWNSEND
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Tomorrow is Christmas !

AVID LEANED HIS CHEEK against the cold

car window. Gradually he stopped hearing the
excited chatter of his brothers and sisters, ‘“Look,
Mommy, look at that big Christmas tree.” ‘I see another
one.” “There’s one changing colors—red, yellow, green,
blue. ...”

The church had been so beautiful, the bright red
flowers glowing in the candlelight, the greens filling the
air with the smell of Christmas, and all the people
singing “Joy to the world, the Lord has come.”

Christmas was wonderful. He had been waiting so
long for it. Even before Thanksgiving he had made out
his list in the secrecy of his room. Then the very day
after Thanksgiving mother had taken him and his
brothers and sisters to the discount store to pick out
presents for each other, for cousins, parents, and grand-
parents. They each carried a basket and put their
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jackets on top so they wouldn’t see the others’. David
felt pretty rich with the three dollars Mom gave him
plus the money he had earned making bird feeders. He
had his list and he chose carefully for each person. Then
home with their big bags and into their rooms with
papers and ribbons and cards. Now his presents were
all piled on his closet shelf and when he got home he
would carry them into the living room to put them under
the tree.

This beautiful Christmas tree! It made the house
smell all woodsy, just like the church. It had been such
fun decorating it this year. He could do the lights all by
himself, even the one that lit the star on top. That star
helped remind them of the star that shone over the
manger the first Christmas time. He’'d helped Rachel
and Ben making decorations, and really some of them
were kind of messy. The tree might look better without

X
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them, but Rachel and Ben were proud of them. They
still had to hang up some of the cookies they had deco-
rated.

That cookie decorating made an awful mess all over
the kitchen, with Jenny sticking her fingers in the frosting
and biting off all the gingerbread men’s heads. But he
and Paul and Ruth had made some really nice looking
ones, and they took them around the neighborhood for
all the children. That was fun too to see their surprised
faces. The big children saved them to hang on their
Christmas trees, but the little ones ate them right away.
It was fun to see how other houses were decorated too.

The decoration he liked best at home was the manger
scene. Last Sunday they set it up together. Mom had
to hold Jenny on her lap so she wouldn't grab everything
and Benny cried because Rachel got to put the Baby in
the stable. But David had got toread the story this year,
instead of Daddy doing it, and he remembered to stop
and wait while the others put the figures in place. First
Mary and Joseph, with their donkey, then the baby,
then the shepherds with their sheep and little lambs,
and finally the wise men bringing their gifts.

It was like the pageant at Sunday School. He'd
fussed because he always had to be one of the wise men.
But really he felt grand walking down the aisle with that
velvet cape, swinging his jar of incense and kneeling by
the manger just as the minister read “And when they
had opened their treasures, they presented unto him
gifts; gold, and frankincense, and myrrh.” It was almost
the same every year, but it was exciting just the same.
The words from Luke were getting so familiar that he
could almost say them by heart “And there were in the
same country shepherds keeping watch over their flock
by night.” Was it cold like here, or was it & warm com-
fortable night? Probably warm, or they wouldn’t have
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been out. How would it be to have Christmas warm and
sunny instead of cold and snowy?

They’'d been reading at home about Christmas in other
lands. In Mexico, where they had the pinata bowl full
of presents, it must really be hot. But in Norway and
Denmark Christmas is cold and snowy and they deco-
rate with grain to feed the birds.

They had learned Christmas carols from lots of dif-
ferent countries, “O Christmas Tree” from Germany,
“Bring a Torch, Jeanette, Isabella”, from France, and
“The Coventry Carol” from England, and lots more.
The shut-ins seemed very glad when the scouts and
brownies and cubs all went together to sing with them.
He hadn’t really wanted to go, but when he saw those
old people who couldn’t go to church or visit with
families, when he saw them smile and sing along with
vhem, then he was glad he went.

There was one other thing about getting ready for
Christmas he hadn’t wanted to do. That business of
cleaning his room and sorting out his toys and games
to give to some children who wouldn’t have much for
Christmas. It’s funny, even when you didn’t play with
some things any more, you still didn’'t want to give them
away. Mother said growing up was like that—you have
to give up some of your childish habits like giving
excuses and always putting the blame on other people.

It’s hard to grow up—jyou have to give away your
favorite clothes and your old toys. But I got to read the
Christmas story this year, and fix the lights, and put
the star on the tree. I wouldn’t want to be small like
Benny. He’s gone to sleep and we’re almost home and
I've still got to put my presents under the tree, and
help Dad hang up the stockings and put up the surprise
decoration I made for Mom and maybe there’ll be time
for us all to sing “Silent Night”’ before we go to bed.
Because tomorrow’s Christmas!

—PERRY AND ERNEST MARTIN

OYAL Mary of David’s line,
Royal Mary in a stable shed,
Loyal Joseph and the angels’ shine,
All close to the manger bed.

The greatest Child of all the earth
Came to us at Bethlehem birth,
Royal Child in the manger bed,
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And Immanuel, they said.

This is the night, the greatest night,
And the night that The Child has birth.
Each one may share the manger’s light,
And for each, Christ came to Earth.

MELROSE PITMAN
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War stops for Christmas

by Caroline Gunnarsson

IT WAS CHRISTMAS EVE 1914 and the world was
fighting a war to end wars.

Home to a soldier of England’s North Staffordshire
Regiment was a waterlogged trench on the Armentiers
sector of the Allied front line, “‘peace on earth’” an uneasy
nightmare lull in the midst of bloody conflict, scattered
around were the frozen corpses of yesterday's comrades
and yesterday's foes.

Sgt.-Major Frederick Gould never forgot it, nor the
ring of the field telephone intruding on his thoughts of
Christmas at home.

“Sir, something funny’s happening,” stammered the
excited operator. “The Germans are sitting on top of the
trenches, they’ve lit fires and candles, and they're singing
hymns.”

The Sgt.-Major could see the candles and bonfires and
he heard the singing. The English soldiers were also
sitting on top of their trenches, and figures were moving
in no-man’s land.

In times of war such acts of peace are not be trusted,
even at Christmas, and the Sgt.-Major made sure that
the men in the support trenches were covering the men
in the front lines.

He remembered another regiment that trusted the
enemy too well in September. A party of German
stretcher bearers had come out of the trenches during a
lull holding a white flag, and were thought to be at-
tempting to recover their wounded.

Then the white flag dropped. The stretchers bore
machine guns that strafed the regiment. Could this, too,
be a trick. Mr. Gould voiced his suspicions to one of his
men, who replied that one of his pals had told him that
the Germans who were now moving about freely in no-
man’s land had warned him of the Prussians who did
such tricks. But they were Saxons and had a fellow
feeling for the Anglo-Saxons.

Still Gould warned the sentries to be watchful and
give immediate warning if they sighted anything sus-
picious.

Meanwhile a message arrived that a German soldier
had asked to speak to an officer, so a company com-
mander decided to go to him and investigate.

This man had been a waiter in England before the
war and spoke excellent English. He wanted to trade
German cigars for bully beef.

The officer felt growing suspicion when the soldier
suggested that since it was Christmas there should be a
truce. When he asked to be shown to an officer in the
German lines, he was taken to a group of officers standing
by a ruined farmhouse.

Truce arranged

Now it was their turn to be suspicious. They kept
asking if he was armed. When he at last convinced them
he was not, they exchanged Christmas greetings and
arranged a truce to begin at once and last until 11 o’clock
the evening of Christmas Day.

This truce was arranged only between the infantry of
each side. Neither could answer for the artillery with
guns positioned a line behind the front line.
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What a Christmas scene! Cheerful bonfires and mellow
candlelight silhouetted the faces of warriers at peace,
joining voices in carols and hymns, while the flickering
flames picked out the pallid faces of frozen corpses
which had lain untouched for days because the fighting
left no time for burial.

After this peaceful Christmas Eve, the British officers
gave the Germans permission to move about freely and
bury their dead who lay between the lines. The British
sent out burial parties, too, and it was over these simple
rites that the opposite sides really got together. They
talked as best they could of home and families and any-
thing that came to mind. Men who had sniped at each
other with rifles now fought a merry game of football in
the snow.

An oasis of peace in a desert of death.

Neither side could quite believe it and both kept the
support trenches manned. A British officer who tried
to peep into one of the German trenches was promptly
warned off by an invisible sentry.

But peace and good will reigned among the men.
They posed for photographs and the official history of
the North Staffordshire Regiment notes that the “Ger-
man officers were magnificently polished and clean which
unfortunately the British officers were not.”

Not a shot fired

At 11 o’clock the official truce ended, but not a shot
was fired. On the morning of Boxing Day C company
commander was told that a German officer wished to
speak to him.

The German told him that his colonel had given orders
to renew hostilities at midday and ‘“might the men be
warned to keep down, please.”

The warning was relayed, but just as hostilities were
about to begin again, a tin was thrown into the British
line. It contained a piece of paper which said: “We
shoot into the air.”

At midday a few spasmodic shots were fired high over
the trenches. Then continued peace.

This was disturbing news to opposing high commands.
What if the truce spread—might it not be the end of the
war?

Strangely, though, neither high command took dis-
ciplinary action.

But they shattered the truce. After six days of un-
official peace in the Armentiers, the North Staffordshires
were ordered out of the line and another regiment took
their place.

The Germans withdrew the Saxon infantry. But
before they abandoned the trenches the Saxons shouted
a friendly warning: “The Prussians are coming to re-
place us. They cannot be trusted. Watch out.”

The new regiments moved in on both sides. A rifle
cracked. Christmas was over and the World War went
on.

The above story by a well known Canadian writer is an
authentic account of an occurrence wn the first year of
World War 1. It is by permission reprinted here from the
Wainnipeg, Manitoba, Free Press.
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