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LIVING THROUGH AN APOCALYPSE

Mcflcélm :Muggérﬁigé :

Mr, Muggeﬁdg_e,_.ﬁitsséi, England, is an o
im‘_ematiqmdlﬁ;known Journalist and
commentator, . ‘ g

Whenever I come to the towsn of Lausanne I always think of a corpulent
Englishman named Edward Gibbon, who some.two centuries ago was
settled here to complete his majestic History of the Decliné and Fall of the
Roman Empire, a great masterpiece written with elegance and detach-
ment which characterized. the eighteenth-century mind. It is only fair to

To talk in this strain, to draw attention to:the fact that the tem.
perature of the water is rising alarmingly, is, as 1 well know, to invite ac-
cusations of pessimiim, In my opinion, the boot is on-the other foot, If
ridicule a prospectus for a housing estate to be buitt on the siopes of
Mount Eina, I am not being a pessimist. On the contrary, it is the ad-
vocates of so ruinous and ridiculous a project who are.the true pessimists,
To warn against it and denounce it is optimistic in the sense’ that it
presupposes the possibility of building a house on secure foundations —
as it is put in the New Testament, on a rock, so that when floods arise and
streams beat violently agaijnst it, it stands firm.

In other words, the most pessimistic attitude anyone could possibly
take today would be to suggest that a way of life based on materialist

values, on laying up treasure on earth in the shape of an ever-expanding
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Gross National Product, and a corresponding ev:cr-1n9r§z}31ngfco§sur1rtl'2:
tion stimulated and fostered by the fatt_lom_iess 1ml;vecﬂ1t1gs of a }’etlix ;ir
ing, could possibly provide human beings made in the i}m__age z?nin o
Creator, 5ojourness in Time but belonging to Eternity, with a me : gm‘
basis for existence, 50 each sym_ptom of brcakdown_, h_ow;eve i "
mediately painful and menacing in its future .consequenccsal's a sc: ;1:)21(_
casion for hope and optimism, re-mmd%ng us that truly Go h'ls no ok
ed, and that men can no AlOLe llve.wuhout reference to hum go“'fthout
could the Children of Istael find their way to the Promised Land wi
“hi i support. i o
his gg:i::ﬁg trﬁ::ti hﬂg}:tayed in my memory bears on the pf)lnt. Twasima
New York television studio with Mothes Teresa for one oi\tho.se mo{n;nﬁ
interviews which help Amerxicans to munch their breakiast -cerez g;li-
swallow their coffee. it was the first time she h_ad ever been ‘m an f m )
can television studio, so she was unprepa_re_d for t'he cqnstan; u; er‘mrgw
tions for commercials. This particular moraing, as it happened, the c.c()i ed
mercials all had to do with different sorts of pack.agfad food, ;:omﬂr;en el
i viewers as being non-fattening z;nd non-ni_)u?il:;ntgh.el\/g); elféwi 3::15_{0
ant preoccupation. is, of course, to 11 :
z\ggri(;?mr;re stafv'mg anEc)i put some flesh on human skeletons. It tc‘;oé{. zomhz
little while for the irony of the situation {o sirike h_eE: bl‘lt whhen_. 12‘ h'; ‘sf <
remarked in 2 quiet but perfectly audt_ble voice: 1 see t ?th B tldio
peeded in television studios.” A total silence descended on the § :10 bé
and 1 fully expected the lights to go out and the ﬂoo;—mana}lgﬁr 1o be
struck dumb. A word of truth had been spoken in one of the mills et
tasy where the great twentieth-century myth pf happmgs_s sucl.ci,@sss‘mci
pursued is fabricated -~ an unprecedented occurrénce. Actually, nee
the commercial was running we were not on the air, and the 1r1n;;ac;t o
Mother Teresa’s interruption was soon spent. A!l the same, 1 felt a
the Book of Life, if not in the New York Times, it would rate a (;ner} ;0“;
in many respects, thei, ¢rack-up C()n(i‘ltlIOI}S are more con licw'ble
the understanding and practice of the Chrisua? religion ttian o8 en;s;f 1
stability and prosperity. The Apostle Paul§ amazingly succ_iqerlé
evangelism, remember, took place during the rggnpf the E@%cror . n(i
a ruler who makes even some of ours seem pomt.wely. _enhg t%ne ::1 d
far-seeing. Moreover, the early Christians had the 1nest1n1:§1blre 1;1 I‘f'afnth f_t
of believing that the world would shortly come to an end —wfauc ie cen:
as Dr. Johuson said of a man about to _b_e hang_ed,-wondsr u y con 3
trates the mind. The ill consequences of the opposite proposition — :f
day's dogma — that the world will go on indefinitely; in the pré)cess ;5 -
ting begter and better, have become all too clearly apparent, Soone o
later the world must end, anyway; whereas the utopias menhpe}irsa;mal
themselves are just round the corner, whether ;.eallzed throuhg ht ? finel
installation in power of the triumphant proletariat, or through t elt t‘: o
ment of an American Dream of e_t'ema]l}.r_burgeomng heaith, wealth, ;
happiness, or whatevet, never even begin. :
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Think of the advantages the early Christians derived from their con-
viction that the Last Days would soon be upon them! For one thing, they
were spared the illusory hopes in revolution and counter-revelution, in
insurrections and liberations and conspiracies, which then, as now,
abounded. With thoughts of an imminent Apocalypse, who today would
bother his head wnduly about such alluring future developments as
supersonic tlight, computerized literature, birth pills for tiny tots, or
transplant surgery with a view to changing our spare parts as they wear
out and so keeping us on the road indefinitely like vintage cars? What a
blissful relief for the early Christians to turn aside from the capers of an
Emperor Nero and the turgid rheteric of his critics and joyously await
the promised Second Coming of their Lord and Savior! Tt almost looks as
though the best hope of revivifying institutional Christianity would be to
convince the Pope, the Archbishop of Canterbury, the Metropolitan
Mikodim, and other dignitaries that the world would shortly be coming
to an end. Or — maybe better — to get the World Council of Churches to
pass a resolution in this sense at its next meeting,

It is in the breakdown of power that we may discern its true nature,
the skull beneath the skin, and realize that what the Devil offered Jesus

_in the wilderness — the Kingdoms of the Earth, to do what he liked

with — was, like all his propositions, a fraudulent one. On the other
hand, it is when power seems strong and speaks with a firm voice that we
are most liable to be taken in, and to suppose it realiy can be used to ad-
vance human freedom and well-being. We forget that Jesus is the prophet
of the loser’s, not the victor’s camp, preclaiming as he did that the first
will be last, that the weak are the strong and the fools the wise, and that
the poor and lowly, not the rich and proud, possess the Kingdom of
Heaven. o ) . o

the decay of the institutions and instruments of power. On every hand in-
timations of empires falling to pieces, money in total disarray, dictators
and parliamentarians alike nonplussed by the confusion and conflicts
which encompass them, and the very weaponry at their disposal so
monstrous in its destructiveness as to be unusable except to blow our
very earth and all its creatures to smithereens, Confronting this scene it is
sometimes difficult to resist the conclusion that Western man has decid-
ed to abolish himself, creating his own boredom out of his own affluence,
his own vulnerability out of his own strength, his own impotence out of
his own erotomania; blowing the trumpet that brings the walls of his own
city tumbling down; and, having convinced himself that he is too
numerous, iaboring with pill and scalpel and syringe. to make himself
fewer, Finally, having educated himself into imbecitity, and polluted and
drugged himself into stupefaction, he keels over, a weary, battered old
hrontosaurus, and becomes extinct. : _ '

Here I speak with some feeling, since it is through a realization of

the fantasies of power that I have come fo recognize the irresistible truth
of the Gospel of love that Jesus came into the world to expound. The
trade of journalism which Lhave followed for something like half a cen-
tury is calcudated to induce this awareness. Who can be engaged in the
quest for news without realizing that what he purveys bears as little rela-
tion to what is happening in the world as Muzak does to music? Indeed,
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the two — Muzak and what might be called Newzak — are decidedly
similar, the one being a drooling melange of tunes and the other of osten-
sible events, both calculated to keep the mind of a motorist in a'suitable
condition of somnolent vacancy as he cruises along mile after mile of
motorway, How many liberations celebrated that only led to new ser-
vitudes! How many reigns of peace ushered in that only generated new
wars! How many liberators installed in power only to become even more
ferocious tyrants than those they replaced! The splendid words of the

‘Magnificat go on being fulfilled; the mighty are put down from their seats

and the humble and meek exalied, the hungry are fitled with good things
and the rich sent empty away. Yes, but how sooil, how very soon, the
humble and meek who have been exalted become mighty, and in their
turn fit to be put down! How quickly the poor who have been filled with
good things become rich, thereby likewise qualifying to be sent away!
My carliest memory of the public scene is of the First World War. I
was given to understand that it was a war to end war and make a world fit
for heroes to live in, God, 1 gathered, was on our side, and when victory
was achieved his spokesman turned out to he Woodrow Wilson, who in
Princetonian accents delivered to us Fourteen Poinis as Moses had Ten
Commandments. Later, in the columis of the old Manchester Guardian |
{hundered away about how the League of Nations would ensure peace for
evermore if only everyone would disarm, and institute free education for
all and universal-suffrage democracy. As the events of the interwar years
utfolded, it 'was borne Il upon me that the governments of the world
were failing to follow this enlightened advice. '
Jesus, I was brought up 10 believe, was a most high-minded and
altogether estimable man, who, if not actually a paid-up member of the
Labour party, would have been if a Labour party had existed in Palestine
i his time. By setting up a welfare state, in accordance with Labour par-
ty policy, dismantling the British Empire, and otherwise reforming our
capitalist-imperialist ways, we shiould effectively bring his Kingdom to
pass, whereas, through the centuries of Christendom, it had been rele-
gated to celestial regions, thereby inducing the downtrodden and op-
pressed to be content with their lot: Alas, the Labour party ini due course
was in a position to form governments, but Jesus' Kingdom seemed as far
off as ever, if not farther. As for the dismantled British Empire, its liber-
ated components tended to become mirror images of the authoritarian
regitnes which had been dispossessed, '
Feeling thoroughly disheartened and disitlusioned, I directed my
hopes for a better world towards the U.S.8.R,, where, the then Dean of
Canterbury, Dr. Hewlett Johnson, regularly proclaimed from the
cathedral pulpit, Stalin was busily constructing the Kingdom of Christ.
At the time, the dean was commonly regarded as a buffoon; on the con-
trary, he has proved to be something of a pace-setter, and would today
find himself very much at home among large numbers of his fellow cler-
gy. Managing to get myself posted to Moscow as a newspaper coTrespon-
dent, 1 svon realized that, far from giving a new validity to liberty,
equality, abd fraternity, the Soviet regime was rapidly turning into one of
the most absolutist tyranaies of history, presided over,’'in the person of
Stalin, by one of its most cruel and obscurantist tyrants. The only origi-
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Siitf?g;u;'e, as ;ompared with. other tyrannous regimes in the past, was
that f Ofor:)lf ;P\z[arre reason it met with the unstinted approval of the
power, ) r‘bi estern liberal intelligentsia, who, as long as it was
pumas S}; ggrs;lSi :1,1 v;;n(;i;)srildapplaud;]ng each restriction of libe;ty each
: ence i ir li !
cated to Ppresion ,» which at home their lives were dedi-
is Oa}rl]e{g?:‘fﬁgggalnl;:d né) e;pectl;dtion whatsoever that man could perfect
. and shape his own destiny. As Pascal it: “Itisi
: pel . ut ie: “It
&)13; Orrir[l]ip, tilxat you seek w1th1‘11 yourselves the cure for jl/:'our mise:’si;elen
sensuafi)it 1}1]).21 hmgladles are pride, which cuts you off from God ané
yourselvgsw ic Tbmds you to the earth. Either you imagine you are &}ods
yourssh mi]:rr,alby);ou gréasp the vanity of such a pretension, you are cast
: s, and suppose yourselves i , ;
flcldsand seek your good in carna{ity.” >0 be like the beasts of the
o, without God, we were left wi i
; WE ith a choice of megalomani
erotomania; the clenched fist or the phallus, Nietzsche or Sgd Hitler or
D.H. Lawrence, ’ ade, Hitter or
Wm{\ge&?wh%le‘al.managcd to sl'eep-walk my way through the Second
prord W ar dnh. its aftermath, increasingly conscious that the weird
commentii?u?oilcz I;{dhia;ci to g(t)' through the motions of reporting and
> ! 1 and interpreting, and its cast of men seekin
'r;:}l;]e? ;Flf.}w, as theylr all m;?lsted, to promeoeting the public good bi-lgﬁgeeé
rathes Pznizt?ifgntt;n r}ﬁ:ailty. 1[1; f\.vvay it was easier to cope Witi} it as edi~
' ¢ what passed for being “'serious” journali '
as. Journal
gzsti;;;lutt;y(:?i% to ridicule those, as the Book of Comri'wlt Pr;;'g;,;ifsegt
Y OVer us, one was constantly frustrated b i :
ed out, they were themselves infini Yo absurd in what thes did ane
out, infinitely more ¢ i i i
said thatn one’s wildest inventions, d © absurdin what they did and
gyraggrt: i};?‘l:ti:g partwulzglg to the clerical echeiohs, whose strange
at ¢ envy and despair of the professional h i g
. . ] al humorist. Wh
zz(a)tlgicgfl f:Veniil()n‘COllld hope to equal a bishop in gaiters appearing ina;
court of | w tg testify that Lady Chatterley’s Lover was a representation of
Chri gmug?rl;gge at ltt}s; besst? Or a dialoguing Jesuit looking for com
. ween the Sermon on the M F st
- i betw ' ount and the Comm
M ga?lgziiti?h thla”{;; (;a,g }?irdfetllt Cvegetarl_an exploring the possibility of t::;:E
wil phui Company of Butchers. Or a pri isy
of gelignite to freedom-fi ing the Toadioss moberor
elign _ -fighters as representing th di
manifesting how they love thei i B the good of thas e
eir ‘ '
ot & DN y ! enemies and seek Fhe. good of those who
Dictgt}(;isfafiﬁ{ls ghat the quest for power itself is a deédly seri;)us.one
phctato l(;vede he;(;ti}rller_-tkgepgzrs, abominate laughter, which the saints;
. g it ringing out from heaven itself, lo i
¢ . 1 , louder so
g}?;&l;;:zf: ; i;tees ii:\mgg open},}abanng and dying away as they sv:;?lg]t?)g
akes his King John refer to “that idi ion
hatetotro may por i ¢ T at idiot laughter, a passion
poses,” therein speaking on behalf of : i
; . ‘ : all power-manis
?ésai)l:) ;gr:s; tl()n_ttgz;soiclelnse, power is a sort of pornography gf the will néf;f
er sort - equally humorless — esh.
ooponding o the 0 - equally b less — of the fiesh. When
played their sick joke on Jesus, dressi i i
! , dressing him
;sﬁii‘liit nl;%téi’rlz:‘\lrmng a crown of thorns on his head bowingg low liljpeflct)lrz
. erence as King of the Jews, the ' '
ock re _ . they were not, as the §-
ed, just ridiculing a poor deluded man about to die; they were hglilﬁgibp
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to ridicule all kings, all rulers, all exercisers of authority who evet had
been oF were to be. They were making power itself derisory, ensuring
that hencelorth we should see thorns beneath every crowi, and beneath
avery scarlet robe, stricken flesh.
The only alternative I could discover to the ultra-solemn quest for
power was Jesus’ ultra-joyous quest for love, but 1 confess T did evety-
thing in my power {o ovade it, Contrary to what is often suggested, a
hedonistic way of life, if you have the temperament for it and can earfi a
living at i, is perfectly feasible. The earth’s sounds and smells and colors
are very sweet; human love brings golden hours; the mind at work gives
great delight. Unfortunately, however, 1 was driven to the conciusion
that something was lacking in the hedonistic set-up, some essential ingre-
dient, something 1 had vaguely glimpsed, and whose lack made every-
thing else seem samehow savorless. The words that most often sounded
in my ears were Peter’s reply on behalf of the twelve when Jesus asked
them whether they, too, proposed to desert him: “Lord, to whom shall we
go? Thou hast the words of eternal life.” If only there had been someone
else, some other words, some other way!
This is how I came to see my situation, in a sort of dream or vision,
somiething mote vivid and actual than most happenings and gxperiences.
I am confined in the tiny dark dungeon of my ego, manacled with the ap-
petites of the flesh, shackled with the inordinate demands of the will —a
prisoner serving a life sentence with no tope of deliverance. Then I
notice that high above me there is a window through which a faint glow
of light comes filtering in — seemingly far away, remote and inaccessi-
ble; yet, [ realize, a window looking out onto Eternity. Inside, darkness,
a place of fantasies and furies; outside, the white radiance of God’s love
shining through the universe, what the Apostle Paul called the glorious
liberty of the children of God, o _ oo
And the window? I know what that is, too -—the Incarnation. Time
and eternity intersecting in a Cross; Now becoming Always. God reveal-
ing himself as a man, and reaching down to us, in order that we, reaching
up, may relate ourselves to him. Mow T observe that the window is not,
after all, far away, but near at hand, and that seen through it everything
makes sense, so that, like the blind man whose sight Jesus restored, 1 can
say: “One thing I know, that whereas | was blind, now 1 see.” Thence-
forth, whenever 1 am looking through the window 1 see life as being
full of joy and hope and brotherliness, whereas the moment 1 turn away
the darkness encompasses me again. The ego once more lifts up its cobra-
head, the servitude to the appetites and the will resumes. I am back in
prison. : '
Through the window 1 look out on reality; within, there is only fan-
tasy. Oh, the glory of reality, the horyor of fantasy! The one, Heaven; the
other, Hell -— two states as clearly differentiated as are light and dark-
ness, joy and wretchedness, life and death. As Simone Weil writes:
“Nothing is so beautifil and wondertul, nothing is so full of sweet
and perpetual ecstasy, asthe good; no desert is so dreary, monotonous
and boring as evil. But with fantasy it is the other way round. Fictional
good is boring and flat, while fictional evil is varied and intriguing, at-

tractive, profound and full of charm.”
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Blake was making the Poi
T}_ais life’s dim windgow'ofs ?fi;esgz;m when be wrote:
Distorts the Heavens from Pole to Pole
And leads you to believe a Lie
When you see with, not thru, the eve.

He mi Feti
eminemly151(;3;:;1;3ul:éfoqsg;eﬁ;fgltittﬁfrc;gm.ing of television, which pi‘e”
a mltitude and varioty of lis i has mduecd beie tat e
seem to me siggicfigggt?y fﬁ?Oi}ntlng briefly two recent experiences which
oecorred whiny ot in relation to what I have been talking about. Both
documentary films. grtehpar}ng the commentaries for a series of religious
ruins which are all :he first case, 1 found myself standing amidst th
reconstruct the scea lt': at now remain of Carthage, and tryin te
better Known as & ;ie tt: /‘\are when, in the year 410, the Bishop of Hig oQ
sacked. For him. it wl} hugustlne, heard the news that Rome had tljger;
known it — a world i‘:isxgl ¢ end of civilization and to the world as he had
obsessive interest in aki)lly" respects uncannily like ours, with a similar
Augustine compared RPU }C spectac_les of violence and. eroticism

flock not o loISJe N ome’s c‘l:estructlo'n'with Sodom’s, and told his
kingdom.” rt, since there will be an end to every earthly

You ar is s -
tribulat?oi;(,: Bl(ip;;ieg;lh;lta tnhtz\:ft?éldl:is losing its grip and full of pressing
: ¢ 0 )
regain your youth in Christ who says o you:“The world &, pasing vy,
away,

the world is short of bre: '
aata ! eath. IDo not fear, thy youth shali be renewed as an

Then i ' y S

which raen bild and?i the yelation between . earthly cities like Rome

embodying his conclus?ts;risyi,nagii thfﬂctity of God, which is everlasting,

defined for successive generations ng. Cahri‘:?fk The City of God, which

and what to Caesar. ans what they owed to God

NowIm e . :

grave at Yasnoa\;zc;;loth;ough fifteen centuries, and stand beside Tolstoy’
the secret of what yléila’ in Russia, where he lived. As Augustine h );(?
feeling that what lawmﬁ : follow the fall of Rome, so I had someho fh
buried, at the ed ey F11? ead for us might be sought here where Tolstoww' .
ment or mema; agl of a ravine and looking over a forest, with no my as
usual piled high o tjl:lilt as he w;shed'it- to be; simply a mound of eartgnZ-
beautifully lucid exposﬁ‘ix(gf).fst%?élt;lsgpz?sombhimlin thet place, about 1hi:
Stories - parables |i . els, about his incom

systems ofplf;i};lre&;lshik e‘tJesus » about his distrust of all govg?liambéitzhgﬁ
— was one of the mon:t ruments for ameliorating our human condition
were addrossed only by 'enchantm_g experiences of my life. The words
two Russian hel ersy b a camera and a camera crew, along with one
and lose themselgr e ut they seemed to fly into the clear September ac'nr
of Russia’s ffty yoars modng the silver birches like joyous bitds, I thou }?t.
into every aSpec)t( of thanl. more of ruthlessly authoritarian rule reachign
play and education, info lt‘;leesil?if[:ilgf; (S)lsi::)_iielctedhto it, into their work ang

oughts ¢ .

immense apparatus of power, probably the gregalt;sstdé]{;jnzgrrfrsét?i: Z:fveihtg
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sawtirmation of. the Ghristian
st in the world, had been dedicated to the-fexnrpduog if)t:]hiigenius of
Lgllis;igln and all its works; and of how nonegﬁ:‘les_s,;ng;nz presence, what
r ent of hiswo ced
> e, the enchantmen 5 VY o , sgi-
g015§03’€; zgi‘;&ttﬁe\ifiﬁid to do and say and:suffer, had remained d(,;c-?-
¢ Calm : g el e
ble. ) o have § lzheniisyn, the:Soviet regimes
onfirmation we have B0lZnenus es its pretens
formig;t (;gt?efl, who so. brilliantly Em(c]l forpgtué;y g’? E:,l;zr;fi}cif}-thgtwen»
e o or déemocracy, L
; ' name not of freedom or : istian faith, with its in-
S'i?'r;f’clennzgfy’s counterfeit hopes, but. of his chr:s{} pel jf'ig;l épjiustice, on
teth on the-absolutes of love rather than the re d_twi rity of equality,
S;ftencii,ersanty._of brotheﬂloo’d .i’Elt].lGY: than the partlctlhg g"rfﬁCt' Se‘rvice
the 1}11“. srfect freedom which- isiservice rather tha? stlr)ono'ﬁ!i cal, but
01;1_‘( tf'sgfreedom The odds against its happening were a '
which is :

j ist i S ne had said
it has happened, If, when 1 was a journalist in Moscow, someo
it h i,

i : f.the
i that the most distinguished Russian writer and thf: pr‘?Id:};tS;f e
Sovie et & would write as Solzhenitsyn has, and Lquote, f yiell so¢
%(;zliiii;?gilt?mday as the only living spii_rituf(t)inf:;zz _c;)ar%zl?i?ecé t‘?] denia
» iritus ali ja”—-1fan ) . Aty
iy the’ Spl'rltu‘iéhhzdcl)lrlrz:g;?sf:gokll;;leﬂitsyn, I \ijfould have gwe;}.ahm-ﬂr]elgilestg
was Saiq by 'SuYet it happened. Surely; a'miracle, and one o tl eg e
o e the experience of living in this world is near )cilogxit.s 1y
. .FO[ h n-(?r;le gre, have been spoken; my enirances a}nh s o
s SuC'h'as- $ yect { am thankful to say, that J.can face wit ouf%Od’;
e ;pr(r)élr)ﬁor;e confident that, as.an ‘ipﬁmtcsxmgl part ?mé]ign
fear,..or u? "lea ar‘ti’ci[;ant in his purposes, wblch are lovmhg, ngver Smmz
creaﬂOn, .a?destructive, orderly, not chaotic, an_d that, OW -seém .
C}‘eat1V§:?_ o the -darkness may lower,: and.bowever manr?fl)lIee-z -
li{er-ly " _t}mt}s “the darkness, the light that first came to& _ald a]lythat
e og Ql:e firthrough the succeeding centuries has illummateThe | that
ﬁﬁsr;rigac‘zé;nin thie work and lives of mlcl:n,lcatn \;1:)::;: _b}rz gtl‘t) ;:&}ote, e,
£ ishied i lish the las y
(tlay t&fzrrz \:gg;’? E?sl ilﬁikgl;}i(ti, l:nlc:;nhgc concluded: “That, my dear brother, 13
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ALAYMANLOOKS AT WORLD
EVANGELIZATION

Ford Madison

Let me ask vou, who are Christian leaders, what do you wani from us?

What do you want from common, ordinary believers?

Does the non-professional tayman fit anywhers into your planning
for world evangelism? Much of what I've heard here has emphasized
systems and methods and materials and the seuding of thousands of pro-
fessional missionaries, but what about the millions of ordinary Chris-

-tians? God's Word says in II Cor. 5:17, “Therefore if any man be in
Christ he is a new creature: old things are passed away; behold, all things
are become new.” Vs. 18, “And hath given to us the ministry of recon-
ciliation.” Vs, 19, “Hath committed usto us the word of reconciliation.”
Vs. 20, “Now then we are ambassadors for Christ.”

What do you want from us? In the last five months I asked many,
many laymet — and several pastors — What is a good layman? What do
you think most pastors want? The consensus is:

1. cur attendance at all meetings

Z. our money

3. our support of “their” programs

4. “Do not try to change anything.”

Is that il you really want? My attendance and my money?

Laymen want to be involved in what counts. I believe the church’s
real program of evangelism should start when the building is closed and
empty. Jesus said, “I don’t pray that the Father take you out of the world
but that he be with you in the world.” The world is between Sundays.
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. That’s
where the people are ... that God so loves.

. The most exciting, greatest enterprise I have found is to be imvolved
with God i the tife-changing business. He is calling out a people and
then building them up together, E.M. Bounds has written, “We are con-
stantly looking for better methads but God is looking for better men.
Men are God’s methods.” The Gospel is changeless, and I believe God’s
basic method of communication is changeless. God — the Holy Spirit —
in people. The Word made flesh,

Why say, “Go here or go there,” when, behold, the power to
evangelize is within us?

Waldron Scott, who prepared an audio/visual presentation “The
Task Before Us,” helped me with sorme numbers: If each nominal Chris-
tian in the world (and there are about one. billion) were motivated and
irained to win only one person to Christ in a year and would train that
person to repeat the process, the world could be reached in less time than
it took to prepare for this Congress. Less than two years, If only 10% of
these professing Christians would be faithfully winning and training it
would take 5 1/2 years.

Of course, everyone won't win someone. But let’s not close our
minds and hearts to the tremendous potentiaf of winning and training. As
Paul wrote in II Tim, 2:2, “The things thou hast heard of me among many




