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There-was 1o argument. They withdrew from the
village and gathered under the sha.de of a bea.utxful ]a.ckirmt
tree. .

They ldoked for all- the world hke people intent,
listening for -orders. - After a time each was saying what
thoughts had: been passing through his mind. One said
his - thought was. that they should re-roof the church.
Several had had this thought——** Re-roof the church.”

- Strange, they had come to repair people, not to re-roof =~ -
bmld.mgs ; .and they had no dahs bamboo stnps, la.ths or
leaves. . o

Orders; were orders

. They divided out the work some went to do one
thing, -some another. The day got hotter. - By nudday
the heat was fierce. One o'clock two o’clock, th:ee
The work was done: . ,

. Some bathed, some drank wa.ter, alt rested

_The village was sobering-up. One man - noticed
something had happened to thé roof of the church. - Who
had done if, and where had they come from ? - Why had
they done it ?. Word spread- through the village. '

It was then that the troubadours began to understand
what it was all about—whythey had been repairing: the
roof.. ‘They askeéd the. people of the vﬂlage all to turn up
that night. :

What could it be? - These strangers were going to
show - them something new, so-they said. They would

- certainly come.’ Their curiosity was aroused. * Even their
confidence began to-be won. . God’s way. is so simple and
so.wise. Itwas His way of summoning an evening meeting.

* The village listened to the amazing stories and looked
at the people who told them.. They had never seen the












38 THE WORLD THAT WORKS

forests and plainsand hills. - Who were the leaders anyway ?

“And would any one thing ever bring them all together ?
And if they did come together, could they agree om
‘anything ? . ).

And I was present at the result Up the broad
stairway, into the large drawmg-room of Bishopscourt
in Rangoon they came, some fifty of them. I saw the
light on Francis’ face as he recognised one after another :
a Pwo from the Delta, a, Sgaw from the Karen mountains, a
Buddhist and politician from the Thailand border, a Roman
Catholic Karen priest, the well-known national poet..

They were su.rpnsed at everything: at the house
they had never been in before, at the dehcacy of the meal
that was served them, at the gracious hospitality of Francis
and his friends, at the spirit of friendship and cheerfulness.
They were surprised above all at meeting each other.

Never before had so diverse a set of Karen leaders
met for such a pu.rpose Francis was out to inspire his
people with a sense of destmy and to give them an overall
programme,

At the close of. the day, many said they had never
spent such a day. They bad never talked for so long
without any argument ; so keenly with no heat ; so freely
with no bitterness. They had never before been lifted
to such heights in planning for the future of their people.
They were seeing for the first time what patriotism was,
‘what leadership could be and what responsibility meant
. for them.

Meetings are important for what comes out of them.
What came out of this was something far more surprising -
- than the event jtself. What happened affected not only
the Karen peoples, but all the communities of Burma.
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The occasion was their great national day.. They
called ‘it New Year's Day.. It was the Karen -official
public holiday. They arranged that, on that day, Karen
spokesmen should speak to all their people over the radio ;
that in city and village people should gather to hear-a
national message. But the great event. that was to focus
all the happenings of that day was to take place in Ra.n‘go'on
itself in the City Hall.
For this event people out of all communities were to be
. invited.  They, the Karens, were to be the hosts.; British,
Burmese, Indians, Chinese—leading men .out . of - these
- great nations—were to be their guests.
. Francis hdd to win a long-drawn out mental battle
-of .many minds before arrangements were completed and
the tables were laid and the places set and the Karen
‘band started its tunes upon the platform of the City Hall.
- Then they sent a message to the King. They received
_messages from the Governor and the Premier. .Old Sir
"San C. Po presided. The Roman Catholic Bishop was
there, a Frenchman. -The Bishop of Rangoon was there,
A Burman was there, highest in the Civil Sefvice and
educated at Britain’s Dulwich College and Cambridge

" University—U Tin Tut, Burma’s most distinguished

- scholar.. The heads of the great British firms were there:
Mr. Roper, president of the Burma Oil Company’; Mr.

" (now Sir John) Tait, president of the Steel Brothers, one
of the greatest trading firms in the East.

. Afterwards I heard one after another say they had
<rare1y spent. such an evening. At one point people began
filing up on to the platform : a-fisherman, a cultivator,
.another cultivator, a doctor, a soldier, a nurse, an elephant

catcher. We saw -a cross section of the whole Karen
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‘people, menand women out of every creed and class and
:occupation and tribe, all in their tribal clothes. It was:an
-impressive sight. - And, ‘then, last to appear was the old,
.venerable, distinguished. figure. of Sir San C. Po. ‘He
:welcomed the guests. 'Here is his message :

** On behalf of the Karen Community, I-wish to say
:that I.very much: regret the aloofness of my community
from other communities, in the past and even in the present.

‘“Now, L want to see my people giving, if not all they
-have, all that they can possibly give to other communities,
~particularly to:our Burmese fellow-countrymen with whom
we have been placed in. this dear. country which is ours as
much as theirs and whose destiny we hold in our hands.”

There was silence right through the banquet hall as he
said one sentence: ‘‘ You have not chosen ‘me. I have
chosen you.” His eyes were on the four hundred gathered
~before him, but his thoughts were on all his people in their
:villages in the jungles of hill and plain. His people had,
-after-all; a.destiny.

Hard bitten men of business, men who had come to-the
dinner that night out of the mire of politics, or the bustle
~of city life, were deeply touched by that moving scene.

There had been many speakers that evening. U Tin
- Tut had made abrilliant speech. One speaker especially
- touched the hearts and deeply moved everyone present.
~He was a young man. - His pale yellow silk  handkerchief
tied back his black hair. - He wore a short navy blue
+jacket.and a crimson silk lungyi. ‘He spoke very simply,
-wery shortly, very directly. .He was amanon fire,. Itwas
‘his hour. He.was conscious of his people’s destiny. - He
was: the:author of that historic evening. He is a leader
~of his people. . It was Francis Ah Mya. )
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She stayed with Archbishop Temple, and in workers’
homes in the East End of London.

Mahatma Gandhi on his mat, listened to her, asked
her many questions, begged her to come back.

She had spoken to members of the League of Nations
at a large luncheon in Geneva. She had been,officially
asked to broadcast to Chungking, and a .copy of her talk
was placed in the Chinese National Archives, While in
America, she had broadcast to the world from Boston
and San Franeisco. = Thirty thousa.nd people and . more
had listened to -her, among others, at the Hollywood
Bowl,

I was talking to her one day when Narvik was in the
news. British destroyers had entered the Fjord and
fought an epic action.” Ma Nyein Tha told me she had
-been in Narvik, -

She brought back to Burma countless memories of this
country and that across the world. She had seen a civiliza-
tion dying, and she had seen new men and women like
the first blades of vivid green grass peeping through the
ashes of a blackened hillside. She had seen the answer
to an age that had lost its way and was: desperately in need
of God. She had unbounded faith in what one man, one
woman led by God could do. She had returned to Burma
to doit. » "

“ When I seé myself clearly ” she used to say, “I
see the other person clearly.” She did. Then she saw
her nation clearly and taught other people to see themselves
clearly and therefore their, nation clearly and other nations
clearly. It meant cos’dy and transparent honesty with
herself and with other people ; and she consumed, as in a
flame, unreality and sham wherever she went.
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All this was a new thmkmg Here is'the Burma worth
ﬁghtmg for.

‘The stage was set for Ma Nyein Tha.

The speech was to be broadcast across the country.

-With -an -easy grace she -took her place at the
microphone. -~ She had spoken to many audiences in many .
countries. Now she was speaking to the leaders of her own
people. She knew that it was no time for fine oratory
or a telling speech. Shé knew she had to come to grips
and do battle with the intangible forces in the hearts and
minds of the people before her.. She began in an enquiring
mood. She was enlisting her hearers in the search.

‘ What,” she was saymg, ““is the answer to all this
dxshonesty anyway 2"

- ‘She made no’ reference to the recently lssued Report
of the Government inquiring into bribery and corruptmn
Most of them would have had it; some of them would have
read some of xt all of them would have put it a.way
somewhere.

How was she going to put her truth in a way to -convict
without alienating, convince w1thout losmg this elusive
audience ? - ; '

‘Her manner was dlsarmmg She had an engaging
smile and true liberty. :

‘“ What is the answer to‘all this dlshonesty [ S ”
‘Many niinds would-travel to the latest sha.dy trans-
action. .

““ The answer to dishonesty is an honest man. ' I would
like to see honesty walking about on two feet.. - Gentlemen,
I would'like to remind you, you all have two feet.”” -

That twas shot ‘one.’: And before they could recover
she delivered her second blow. 'She showed a fine antici-
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patory strategy. She knew the.tricks of the mind. Each
would be :thinking, ‘‘I.certainly do- a bit of it. - Who
doesn’t ? . But I am nothing like U Maung or Maung Gyi.”..

Ma Nyein Tha's musical voice continued. Hearers
out of all communities all over Burma were bemg pricked,.”
or. stirred with-a new hope.

“I.am not interested in moderate honesty Who
wants to draw most of their salary ? To eat an.egg that
is' moderately good? To live in a house that keeps out
most of the rain? - To travel in a sh1p that ﬂoats most
of the time 7.. ... » :

. By the tlme she had ﬁmshed not many were left w1th ;
muyuch faith in moderate honesty. ‘

-Ma Nyein. Tha, like George Washmgton before her,
was raising a standard to which the wise and honest could.
repair. : S
She passed on to her next point. On. occasions like
this Burmese people waxed eloquent at Britain’s expense,

- It was new to have a Burmese making her people face -
themselves. . Here was a nioral leadership that was setting
a new pace for every community, British included. -

. ‘" The trouble with us is that we are an individualistic
people. Look at the word : ﬁve i’s and one “u’. Look
at-the word unity. One ‘u’.and one ‘i’ and the u’
comes first."” ’ :

People were lookmg now thoughtful now uncomfort-

able and every now and then were laughing in spite, of
themselves.

The speech was printed. .

The Principal of the University gave a copy to every
student. The Buddhist monks in Rangoon took a copy to
-every monastery. The head of the Posts and Telegraphs









CHAPTER EIGHT

. BURMA—BETWEEN TWO WORLDS

.. One morning I saw in the American newspapers that

‘the J.a.panese had crossed the frontier. That did not
disturb me. They were probably after the tin mjnes in
‘the far south. ' .

I found they had crossed the Dauna Mounta.ms

I wondered how that had happened. The homes
-of my valiant friends in Kappali must have gone.-

Well, that"is as far as they would get. :

Many, many times I had travelled up the Salween
fromx Moulmein to Kappali and oftéen béen hours late on
the ‘seventy-mile trip in the river steamer. on account of
the current.

The Salween must be the place where the defending
forces would make their stand. :

* Japanese troops had crossed.the Salween! . .

It was then I sat up and became w111mg to face facts
and see what might happen.

Two days before Christmas, 1941 bombs ra.med on
. Rangoon. They. did more than "kill people. They
revealed Rangoon with the lid off.. “You cannot build
character in a crisis.”” The: crisis reveals’the: Cha.racter
that exists.

-The headof a department p1cked up hlS telephone No
.answer. The operator had disappeared. That evéning
-he returned home disgruntled. He was met by—a stench,
No one had removed the garbage. Next morning he
-went to the docks. They were piled’ high with goods
—Lend Lease for China——and none to move them.
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Rangoon abandoned. I wondered about fragile
_old Tidy, the hair-dresser, very poor and of an old
English family ; . about Miss- Fairclough, the faithful old
Christian who was a permanent invalid in a hospital.
No doubt most of my friends had got away. I thought
of Bishopscourt; the beautiful trees, the bougainvillea on
the golden-Pagoda of the Monastery next door, of the
pictures of my six predecessors in the hall, of all the
Diocesan account books, of the bowl of goldfish upstairs. . . .

Tanks had come into action. The British were now
fighting in Central Burma. They were fighting around
Toungoo. At last Chinese troops had arrived on the scene.
1 thought of my wife’s grave in Toungoo. .

Toungoo fell. Mandalay in ashes. . ..The final exodus
had begun. My Archdeacon was struck by a Japanese
officer and died four days later; a party of forty
children were overtaken by the monsoon. Only five
survived.

Even General Stilwell and his party had penlous
escapes.. The General summed it all up: :

' We've taken the hell of a beating 1 *’

Pearl Harbour, Singapore, Burma.” -

Japan had conducted a brilliantly successful campaign.

- 'Where had we failed ?

I remember even before I left Rangoon how rapidly

hings moved. A huge air field sprang into existence
almost overnight outside Rangoon. Other airfields began
to dot the countryside.. Fresh troops would pass through
the city at night. Troops were being enlisted all the time,
and members of the different firms going off for training.

. T have talked with officers in Washington who were
on General Stilwell’s staff. One told me of his foot-by-foot
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retreat the length of Burma, disputing every crossing,
destroying wells, fighting the pests of the jungle by night
and other pests by day. British and American soldiers
alike fought bravely, suffered terribly, retreated nobly.

And not soldiers alone. Hugh McD. Wilson, whom
I left in charge of the diocese, who had distinguished
himself in the Field Artillery in the last war, displayed
conspicuous courage and resourcefulness. But his losses
were heavy. Edward Turner, principal of the Mission to
the Blind of Burma, had been attacked by armed robbers
and was given up for dead; the forty young children who
had been overcome by the monsoon; of ten adults with
them, nine had perished, Missionaries and chaplains gave
unstinted and heroic service in all the confusion and panic.
They had coolness, courage, and amastery of thgrlangﬁa.ge.

What was done by the members of the American
Baptist Mission, men and women alike, would fill a volume.
The fortitude and devotion of Adoniram Judson came to
life again in the prodigies of Brayton Case, the missionary
farmer of splendid physique and magnificent courage ;
of Dr. Seagrave who journeyed with General Stilwell and
whose nurses were loyal and faithful to the end. All the
agencies, churches, schools, hospitals which had served
Burma so devotedly in time of peace shared Burma's
agony and poured out an even greater sacrifice in these
days of war, The Christians of all denominations and
communities—Burmese, Karens and others—were steadfast
elements in the country, the most loyal to the Allied
cause. o
When money spoke, they were deaf; when traitors
spoke, they were dumb.

‘Had the civil authorities failed ?
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Of the 70 per cent. that fled the city no doubt many,
perhaps most, were wise to go. But too many had the:
mentality that paralyzed Rangoon as a war-time nerve
centre. = People who had been living for years in the habit
of mind which instinctively asks, ‘‘ How does this affect
me ?’’ are dominated by the same attitude, only more so,
when the bombs drop. There were people who habitually
thought, not ‘“ How does this affect me?”, but “ How
can I affect it ?”’. These were the men of character in a
crisis. They were all too few.

On paper Burma could not fall. When the bombs fell
—Singapore had already gone—they did more than blow
up . buildings. They revealed the cost of nationak
disunity. _

I do not know how many, or how much, Burmese
actively co-operated with Japanese. Perhaps not so
many. But I do know that Burmese people thought
Indian people covetous and crafty. Indian people thought
Burmese people unstable and stupid. Both thought the
British cold and superior.

Burma was a country, but not a nation. Japam
fired her people with an idea before she fired ashot. Burma
‘had no ore big idea; but she had one big boss—the Almighty
Rupee. The Government Report on Bribery and Corrup-
tion stated what most people already knew. I had heard
of hospital patients getting a drink of water at night only
if they had something with which to grease the palm of the
attendant ; of people having to buy their way into the
presence of an official ; of people having not only to buy
their jobs, but to pay to keep them, or to pay to be
transferred, or to pay not to be transferred. All kinds of
bribery leading into all kinds of dishonesty. Did Japan
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know about these things:? Japanese money talked, not
Japanese, but a language dear to the Burmese heart.
Moral disintegration preceded military defeat. - Individuals
distinguished themselves in gallantry. Soldiers,. as I
have said, did heroically, but this was no united nation,
fighting for its life, It ‘was communities disintegrating
because ““ me first >’ is not the cement that binds, ‘but the
. acid that corrodes.

- The breakdown of a half-baked, half-tned matena.l
uvﬂlzatlon could not be retrieved by individual gallantry.
It was nobody’s fault. It was the fault of everybody
who preferred self to community, community to nation,
and money to both. Integrity, personal and national,
was - not sufficiently rooted or sufficiently widespread to
deny infiltration of ideas, money and then armed men.

Burma had no defence against a nation united by a
burning idea and armed with the imagination to do the
unexpected. These are some of the things that were worth
tanks and planes and guns to the Japanese.

While I was in Washington, talking with men who
had plans for Burma, I received an invitation from the
Office of War Information. I was to speak to Burma by
radio. I thought of the people who might be listening—
Chinese, Japanese, .Indians, British, Americans—Francis
Ah Mya, Ma Nyein Tha. I recalled them one by one and
the things they had done. ‘I would speak to the best
elements in the country, to the fighters for.a new Burma.
I would try to tell them of the big idea which could rearm
the hearts of Burma’s millions and make them a nation
yet. Many of my city friends had had radios. - I did
not know whether they had them now: Not many of my
jungle friends had radios, but it only required one Karen
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somewhere to hear these words, and whispers would float
as if borne by a breeze from village to village.

This is what I said :

‘1 speak to you from Washington. I long to see
Burma free. So does America.. General Stilwell has
behind him the aspirations of 130,000,000 people. Their
ships are coming. Their planes are coming—their tanks
and guns and men. When? Soon? Atonce? Iamnot
a General, but I can tell you that America is the elephant
among hations. She has shrewdness as well ‘as strength.

‘¢ America is coming—at the right time.

“The enemy is still fighting you. You may not even
know it. ‘But he is fighting you with- ideas—quite noise-
Iess, but as potent as poison. Beware of the poison that
is as sweet as sugar. The most beautifill birds are the
most poisonous to eat. They look nice. So do the
ponies on the Rangoon race-course—or wherever the
enemy encourages you to gamble to your heart’s content.
The enemy wants you now to pay taxes as little as you

like and to gamble as much as you like, and makes it seem
like freedom. It ends in slavery.

“ Things I have learned from Burmese people I tell
in America. Things I learn in Amenca. I tell to you.
The most important thing I have learned in both countries
is that more and more people are beginning to see that,
if the world is to be different, people must be different.

““ As a statesman has said, * To expect a change in
human nature may be an act of faith, but to expect a
change in human society, without a change in human
nature, is an act of lunacy.” 7

** People in Britain are seeing this truth, Here is a
song they are singing there :—
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" **They ask us ouf war aims,
They ask us our plan, :
They ask what’s the new world to be,
And what sort-of Britain the ordinary man
For the future most wishes to see. «

‘“ Now the pi'oblem before us—
We’ve got to face facts—
Is selfishness, grousing and greed
_ Se it’s more than new systems, new treaties, new pacts,
It’s new men .and women we need.

' * Selfishness and complacency in the past,’ said
Madame Chiang Kai-shek, speaking in New York recently,
‘ have made us pay dearly in terms of human misery and
suffering.’

 William Penn, a great-American, said to his people;
‘ Men must be governed by God, or they will be ruled by
tyrants.’” What are you governed by? Your wife?
Your husband? Your money? Personal ambition ? Fear
of the future? Listen to a Wisdom beyond your own and
obey. Then the change comes. This fits you for your
highest national service.

“Some  like the idea ”and-‘—do nothing. Others
apply what they applaud. They apply it first to them-
selves, because they love their country. Their boys are
fighting for America. They want their homes, their
industries, their politics to be worth dying for. While
their boys fight abroad, they fight at home for a new
America. ' A -

“Y have in mind men in Congress—one who has
Lived in China-—men in the Senate who want this kind of
America. This kind of America will help other nations—






CHAPTER NINE

TOMORROW’S EMPIRE

I was just old enough as a boy in the South African
War to wave a flag at the news of Mafeking and to. cheer
at the Relief of Ladysmith where an uncle of mine helped
toeathisownhorse. Itastedsome chocolate Queen Victoria
had sent to one of her soldiers. The Queen was venerated,
the Empire was celestial (almost). We were confident we
were on the high road df history. ‘

Twenty years later I put in at Malta, stopped at Suez,
landed at Aden, sailed up the Rangoon River, and in various
latitudes and longitudes saw flying from some conspicuous
building or ship’s mast, the British Flag. I looked on
it without palpable enthusiasm, with almost a languid eye.
I was part of the phase of the debunking  twenties.’

Something had gone awry with my faith in Empire.

The next twenty years I was able to see the British
Empire at work. I stayed with Deputy Commissioners.
I dined with Sessions Judges; met successive Governors ;
saw how Commissioners did their work. I saw men with
Britain’s finest culture giving the best years of their lives,
of their brains, as well as their training, in the fight against
the most difficult climate under all manner of discouraging
conditions.

Fresh to the country and wilting under the un-
accustomed heat I can remember being impressed by the
way in which the Deputy Commissioner worked in that
headquarter city. All the administration of a vast area
seemed to revolve around him. He worked all through
the heat of the hottest days, dealt with all manner of
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subjects as well as all manner of people, had to administer
an ever more complicated bureaucratic machine. At the
end of a long day he would have to play host at his wife’s
official dinner party and then would be up at dawn to
prepare his basketful of files for the multitudinous details
of the ensuing day. Without let-up or respite, day after
day like this was the kind of service which one after another
of .the Indian Civil Service, both British and Indian,
unstintingly gave to the building up of the fabric of Empire.
Many a person was to find to his surprise that here were men
who could be neither brow-beaten, bamboozled nor bought.

The Governiment of Burma did four things exceedingly -
well.. It administered the country efficiently ; it gave to
Burma the framework of democracy ; it increasingly deve-
loped its economic resources to the benefit of the country ;
and it erected a magnificent University, costly in its build-
ings and costly in the expensiveness of its teaching staff.

.An old man on his death-bed, barely conscious, called
to his side the first Minister in the land and breathed the
words, ‘‘ How stands the Empire ? ”’ He was George V
of England. Devotion to the Empire was the breath of
his life, and there were many like him.

And yet after all these long years of faithful,
disinterested service British rule has perhaps never been
more deeply resented in India or more questioned among
the democratic countries.

In America I found that India is a prickly question.
It is a thorn in the side of the United Nations. Some
people think that the British ought to leave India—ought
to have left long ago. Perhaps ought never to have gone
there. The more strongly they feel about the Four
Freedoms, the less happily do they. contemplate India.



60 THE WORLD THAT WORKS

Other people see in British control India’s best security
and most disinterestedrule.

They see how on India’s willingness to remain within
the Empire may depend the establishment of security and
freedom of all nations.

Britain remaining ; and Britain leaving—is either of
these the answer ?

Britain' can’ remain- and tension grow more acute.
Britain can leave and the chaos be indescribable.

There is a third way-—change. The Imperialist does:
not have an answer that satisfies the Nationalist. The
Nationalist does not have an answer which includes the
Imperialist. Eliminate the pride of the Imperialist and
the resentment of the Nationalist, and a new thinking for
a new India could come to birth. People see it as a very
complicated question. That is usually advanced in favour
of preserving the * status quo.” It is as complicated and
as confused as selfishness makes any problem. Confusion
comes, not from a multiplicity of languages, but of
desires. Conflict comes, not from a variety of skins,
but from clash of interests. Disorder comes, not from
incomprehensible customs, but from misunderstanding
hearts. ' ' '

Well, what is the trouble ?

“ Why don’t you Burmese people like us? ”’ I once
heard an English woman asking her Burmese friend.
‘ Look what we have done for your country. We have
given you railroads, newspapers, radio, river steamers,
justice, hospitals, schools, vaccination, telephone and
telegraph, motor cars and machinery for plants, not to
mention the cinema. Why don’t you like us? ” she
repeated, genuinely puzzled.
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gave fluency to his tongue. I wondered how it would be
possible to deal with anyone so fiery and voluble. . When
he paunsed for breath I slipped in to take advantage of the
break in the flow of his impetuous thoughts.

“ I suppose,” I said, ‘* that we British people are partly
responsible for all that is going on outside now.” I men-
tioned various ways in which I thought we had failed the
Burmese. The effect on him was remarkable.

* But look what fools we Burmese are,” he was saying.
All the heat and the bitterness that fell away from him that
evening was no mere passing reaction. When I next met
him hé was a thoughtful, efficient, mte]hgent organizer of
a useful school in an up-country city.

One evening when the Burmese Premier, who was also
a whole-hearted Nationalist, had come to dmner I ventured -
to put this question to him. :

‘ Suppose British people like myself were wﬂlmg to
go and pack their trunks and leave:the country tomorrow,
what would your attitude be? ” /

He paused a moment. He had never considered such
aquestion. Ithad seemed tohim too remote to be possible.

“Well, if British people were really like that, we should
want them to stay.”

A friend of mine once asked Mahatma Gandhi almost
the same question and received almost the same reply.

‘Every nation has untold and unrealised assets. Per-
haps the most potential is one seldom realised by any
nation—the capacity.to recognize and acknowledge past
mistakes. This first step to creating a working relationship
with India and Burma could disarm criticism and kindle
hearts ‘and create the one atmosphere in which. lasting
settlements can be reached.
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. King George V began the happy tradition of speaking
‘to his people at Christmas as a father to a great family.
-And-the Emipire is a family with the love and the loyalty
‘and the strains and the impatienice, with the growing pains
and the rifts that family life often brings. - A new concep-
tion of family life may give us'a new. philosophy of Empire.
I myself saw new light on Britain’s relationship with
India, in families in which I stayed in America. Once in
a crowded labour meeting in California at a tense moment
when tempers were short and decisions critical, a young
man watched for his chance. He darted for the microphone.
He was eager, intelligent, fearless. He produced the one
. creative  resolution on which the whole assembly were
ready to agree and act. A huge meeting, a crucial issue
in'a war plant handled brilliantly by a boy of twenty-three.
He was on his toes with an answer. I think I know part
of the reason why ; it was because he had a family who knew
andcared about what he was up to. They cared for their
country just ashedid. Hehad talked and planned through
every move with them beforehand. T hey always did.
So Father’s experience, Mother’s instinct for the right thing,
Marcia’s thirteen-year-old realism, Bruce’s boyish enthu-
-siasm, were all behind Leland in his action. His whole
family lived and thought to equip him for such a moment
asthis. Bruce and Marcia at school, Mother in the kitchen,
Father at his desk, each had the backing of all.
Does this throw any light on the family life of Empire ?
It reminded me of Francis Ah Mya. I remembered
How he had lived for Catharine, and Catharine and her
litle daughter for him, and both for Francis’ seventy-
year-old pipe-smoking Mother, and how all had been behind
the young married daughter who had remade the village






CHAPTER TEN
I SAW AMERICA

~At.72-30 on Monday morning, June gth, 194z, I left
my home in the city of Rangoon togo and see the Genera].
1 never arrived. - On the way to the General I met:a tree.

The car was reduced to a wreck and I woke up
three weeks later—in hospital. - Eventually I a.mved-—m
" America.  That was November 14th, 1g41. :

.. "In America I understand why we British.are hard to
,h_ke_—.not merely here but anywhere. In the early stages
we do not readily expand even: to each other.. A story
* that:goes down well in America is the story of two English-
men crossing -the Atlantic, They shared -the same .cabin,
but as they had never been introduced-were, of course,
unable to speak to each other. The first day was rather
tedious. The second began to be strained.. The third
unbearably oppressive. One of them summoned ;up-his
courage and took the plunge. He: preeeded it by a htblecough

‘' Travelling ?*" Lo
... L.come of British stock and haVe been ‘more, mh1b1ted
monosyllabxc silent, detached than .most, but: I.-was
loosened -up a good deal before coming to this voluble,
volatile, warm, generous, speculative, pioneer land. - -
1942 was my first year in America.- I :saw. Yale
play Harvard at football, met Mr. Henry Ford in Detroit,
and the wife of General Stilwell in San Francisce..-The

General himself 1-saw in Washington. .I saw-America—
‘a movie being made in Hollywood, how -Americs, lives in
scores of homes. - I:strolled Daytona Beach. . [ discovered,
to my surprise, that the Rhode Island fowls that had.made
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‘Long before the war materialism had been invading
this last great citadel of Christian democracy. War has
. only accelerated the pace and highlighited the peril.
.. War has brought cruel separations to the American
home, but so sometimes did selfishness in the days of
peace.
Easy .payments on the lnre-purchase system furnish
- a home; easy payments.on the present divorce system
_break it up again, In both cases there\ are generally
" debts to pay. _
There will be no. v1ctory on the home front without
_victory in’ ‘the home. .
I saw America at school. -
America more than any nation in any age has mvested
_in ‘education. Where medieval Europe built cathedrals,
modern America has built colleges and schools. ‘Wherever
I went, even in the smallest town, I noticed that fine
building, that splendidly ‘equipped auditorium, that
magnificént gymnasium. It was the public school. Now
I understand why in Burma a village on some far hillside
owes its bamboo. school to American missionaries and why
.Judson: College .comes to. be America’s magnificent contri-
butien to Rangoon's beautiful University.
.+ 1 saw other sides-of America’s education. One day
a friend took me to see Wellesley College where she lectured.
I was .in the class room where once a bright-eyed Chinese
girl had been vibrant with eagerness to learn everything.
Soon she was to be there again, the wife of ‘Generalissimo
Chiang Kai-shek., China, with Chungking her last strong-
hold in ‘danger, has been speaking .in faultless English
prose through Madame to America. Rarely does -a college
receive so rich a reward : .
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. I lunched with the President of the University of
California, Dr. Robert Sproul: I visited the fine University
of Athens in Georgia and admired the grace of Princeton.
One week-end I felt myself to. be back in England, when:
I met Dr, Endicott Peabody, the teacher and friend of so-
many of America’s best over the last half century, at
Groton. The Masters and ‘playing fields and boys—and
the buildings so dignified and unpretentious and so fitting
in their quiet countryside, made me think of Eton or

*  Marlborough.

I was a guest at the Harvard Commencement in 1943.
Here ‘was- Harvard in the sunlight’ of a New England
Spring day—the celebrations shorn of their pristine glory—.
yet Harvard, ber men in uniform, Naval and Military,
turning from the arts of peace to war. The Honourable
Joseph ‘Grew, Washington’s ex-ambassador ‘to Tokyo,
eloquently pleading for Americans to see other nations
clearly, -to- see. Japan-clearly. Did America really know
what an implacable enemy she was fighting ?* I thought
of that simple Burmese teacher, Ma Nyein Tha. ‘‘ When
I see myself clearly, I see other people:clearly; when a
nation sees itself clearly, it sees other nations clearly.”

How far has America, with all her vast investment in
_education, attained to this self-knowledge, which the
Greeks considered the beginning of wisdom ?

Dr. Streeter, a name known to scholars and thinkers
in every country, once said, ‘‘ A nation that has grown up
intellectually must.grow up morally or perish.”

I saw America at worship.

Harry Emerson Fosdick’s brilliant preaching still
held a multitude of listeners. Every Sunday over the -
radio Monsignor Sheehan stirred the millions and did not
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richest man I know, nags his wife, bullies his staff, bores
his friends, fools himself.

There is nothing wrong ‘with a larger home a faster
car, a smarter hat, a brighter film. Not at all. That’s
where the catch is ; there was nothing wrong with the apple.
But when my attitude to the thing goes wrong then my
desire for it controls and possesses me and that desire
affects my actions, Such:- . desires have -shattered
nerves, - ruined digestions, wrecked homes, divided
classes, corrupted politics ‘and started wars. = What
they do to jungle people on the borders of Thailand, they
do to the citizens of Rangoon, Calcutta, Detrmt or
Manchester. R

Materialism has been winning bloodless, pamless
victories on. a world scale and has pretty well captu.red
a whole civilization. - What a bag !.

-One sure sign of a materialistic world is that it doesn’t
work Materialism creates friction and rivalry, d1v1510n
and chaos. It doesn’t create team-work.

It's not for lack of brains. ~ Sometimes clever men
don’t get along even with. their wives. Brains may spell
success, dollars or degrees, power or prestlge They don’t
necessdrily‘spell teamwork, -

In Burma I have seen Ind:an agamst Bntxsh and
Burmese against both. In Cape Town:I heard of trouble
between Boer and Briton. Canadians tell me-of: friction
between French' and British.: I' come from Britain.
England-and Ireland filled:the politics of my boyhood, two
wars my manhood, and between them:I remember: a
significant domestic event—the .Geneéral Strike.

In Serbia I guarded prisoners of war—Czech and
Slovak, Croat and Slav, all at daggers drawn.. I have been
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in Palestine and seen Jew and Arab. Japanese and Chinese
competed for the goodwill of Burma. Burma’s smallest
tribes had their feuds—often the smallest had the bitterest.

And in every country, political parties had, their
vendettas. - Armchair critics had 'their -points of view.
Parents argue, children’ wrangle, in-laws dispute. -

Management - and ‘labour—I hear them spoken of;
not as natural allies to provide for the nation, but as-
natural ‘enemies eyeing each other warily in these days of
uneasy trucé till war stops and #he war starts.

~Here is the world that doesn’t work.

" I have not mentioned the all-important factor.

" Peoples’ attitude to things can change. Their attitude
to others can change. = Their attitude to- everything, even
themselves; cari’ change;- and the change in' people ‘can
change a whole material civilizdtion. It can change its
direction and become the flower of history. That is what
our age is waiting for so desperately. '

' Materialism: does not-have the answer for a world
that doesn’t work. The defeated materialist turns to
material revolution—he goes Left. ' The successful materi-
alist refuses change of any sott—he stays Right. From
the clash of Left &nd Right has sprung the greatest war
of history. :

- Thete is a-third way—the way of change. There is a
revolution of -the spirit, the Superforce that can. cha.nge
Left 'and Right and lift them up, a hvmg sword to slay
Matenahsm the mother of all the isms.” :
_ 7 Any ‘illiterate peasant in Burma who finds the answer-

to matenallsm has something for the most' polished diplomat
it Europe, for the framers of the peace, for the ma.kers of .
the fiext civilization.









76 THE WORLD THAT WORKS

. People let themselves go—some about coloured, some
about. whites. Everyone has a story. Some have
philosophies ; some a pet remedy. Everybody blames
somebody. Each has a point of view about something; all
agree something must be done; and then—thank
goodness—the cinemas are open again.

- Twenty-six years ago I had driven my spade into
Flanders mud, digging a gun-pit. I.dug up a baby’s
shoe, then a kettle. There had been a house there, once
a whole village and now just a morass.

1918 ¢ame and it was all tidied up ; the corn grew.
again and breezes blew and homes came back. The
baby: that once lost his shoe may now be working in a
factory in Germany to make shells to blast Britain
and crush Pol&s starve Greeks a.nd keep Europe a
prison.

In 1918 we dealt with damage but not the human
dynamite that caused the damage.. We created
more: " . ’

* Lateone evening in one of Detroit’s busy streets in the
heart of the city, I was arrested by a hoarse voice spitting
an. unprintable word. I saw the flushed face of a fair-
haired woman as she shuffled by. That was only half the
picture. By her side swaggered a sturdy negro. People
looked angrily, apprehensively. I was thankful that I
had seen troops in jeeps just around the cormer. It's
colour today. Tomorrow it may be creed. The next
day class. Always and every day there is the fear, the
greed and the hate I saw in those two faces.: There was
hate in the woman, in her voice, in her look, she embodied
it—there was lust and pride in the man—there was fear-
everywhere.
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Detroit will soon have buried its dead, mended its
broken windows, raised the curfew, ‘dispensed with the
soldiers and got busy again.

There may be reforms, remedies, better housmg, more
education, adequate protection.

But who will remove the fear and the hate ?

. ' Who will deal with the greed ? .

People may not know how to-deal w1th these thmgs
There are those who know how to incite, foment and. then
to exploit them. :

Mandalay once had racial riots. They were put down.
A British officer was obliged to give the order to fire on
:the crowd. Lives were lost. An inquiry was held. Its
‘woluminous evidence was published and the chairman and
his :committee were congratulated for their fine work—
which it was—and we continued as usual. '

Three years later one autumn evening, papers ﬂuttered
-from the sky on a Burmese village. An old man picked
-one up. He watched the Japanese planes wing their way
‘over the mountains and then he handed the paper to a
grandchild to read. It. only contamed these two words
in Burmese : :

. “ REMEMBER MANDALAY.”

Old bitterness sarged.  These British! ‘ Burma
for the Burmans.”” That evening people round the village
well talked hotly. Many villages caught the infection.
It ‘was the talk of bazadrs. Hot hearts, ieasily inflamed,
blazed with the memory -of old insults and indignities,
real and imagined. Hurt pride fanned - .‘mtterncss and
both added fuel to hate.

An outside enemy knows how to spx;ea.d the poison that
gives fever to.a whole nation and brings it to destruction.









CHAPTER THIRTEEN

THE TH]ERD WAY

One evening wlnle waiting for 2 train in Washmgton
‘T went to a Cinema. : A
I saw pre-war Germany, in her mﬂhons goose-steppmg

to some sinister purpose. I saw.the hardening .features '

‘of their leaders’ faces. -It was Germany. going hard and
.metallic, her leaders reserved and inscrutable, They had
a plan.

I saw Russia, her gallant peoples marching proudly
to her defence, her magnificent industrial achieve-
ments. She, too, had her plan, appealing, triumphant,
successful.

The implication seemed to be that I had got to choose.
If I hated the one, I must choose the other. If I despised
the one, I must approve the other. As far as the film
was concerned, there did not seem to be any third
way.

This is the false issue of our age. Men and nations
are being persuaded that there is only one choice before
them—between Left and Right. We are always being
told to choose between two forms of materialism—neither
of which will work. :

Britain in India must choose between staying and
going : .

My Karen friends between amalgamation and isolation ;

The peace-makers between dismembering the aggres-
sors and letting them off ;

The unhappy husband or wife must either get a
divorce or go on living in bell; parents must choose between
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birth control arid no control 5 children between domg what
they are ‘told and‘doing as they pléase ; o .
" “Governmient betwéeen c¢racking- ‘down onm la.bour
and ‘coddling it ;" between favounng management and -
liquidating it ; ’
‘Management must decuie to be brutal or
sentxmental gn
- Arid the peoples of the- world ‘must- choose between
bemg oppressed and rising up'in bloody revelution,-
These are the false issues whispered in the ears of the
world. Instead of being challenged to choose between
God ‘and ‘Manirmon, we are invited to- choose between- <
Manimon and his twin brother. ‘ gt
Wha.t is Amenca. 'S altemahve to’ gomg Left ? Gomgu,
I ha.ve seen riches and power and what they do to a-
man. I have met great industtialists- and seen. brains,
sheér capacity and a rugged- honesty. I have seen; 6o,
the tragic lotigliniess of the orie track mind; the impervious
insensibility. of men' whose only answer to opposition is
to break it or fire it. I know, tdo, a man Wwho wields
immense power with superb -efficiency, who 'is a war-*
winning asset to the nation, who delivers the goods—- -
a well-informed man and just. But has he the answer "
for a world going Left? Has he the philosophy for
America’s millions—the gay pleasure-lovers- of yesterday,
the tough and hard-bitten of today, the disillusioned: of -
tomorrow who will be clamouring for a world ‘that works .
" Is there a third way ? : :
Soon after I arrived in América I Was-a’ guest’ in
Philadelphia ‘and- invited to the' city’s famous Academy
of Music.” It is-one of America’s great buildings. -
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‘Fhat night it filled up rapidly.. People had come: to.
see a patriotic revue called ‘ You Can Defend America.”
Most did not much: knew what to.expect. They had heard
of the men and women who: were putting it on, believed
they were patriots, volunteers who felt they had an answer
for the conflicts and confusions of America. Why were
they doing it ? Could it be just out of love for America. ?

The curtain rose and the performers looked out across
the vast hall, up to the great galleries, upon an audience
of guestion marks. N

This. was acting—but it, was more tham acting, It
made real, thrilling, inescapable, the great moral founda~
tions of the nation. It was a new and winning way of
presenting: the fundamentals of Christianity to a movie-
minded age. I saw the spirit of Pentecost active in
ordmary men.

‘We saw immortal truth with ﬂashes of humour that
illuminated the depths of human nature, we saw depicted
God and the devil fighting for the soul of America. Truth
is one thing, To put truth so that it becomes a
burning, life-changing reality is another. Truth as am
abstract ball for philosophers to toss to ene another is one
thing. As a dynamic for changing men and nations at
‘express. speed, it is another. And that is what this
was.

~ There was America as it sometimes is over its breakfast
cups—squabbling, nagging, frustrated. And the answer ? .
Not Reno, but America as it can be—every man going to
face his day happy, confident and free with a laughing,
caring family back:of him.

There was, America with troubles on: the production
front. There were Management and Labour eyeing each .
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saw, a$ in a flash, that an active minority, even a small
minority, living this together, could not only win the war:
and defeat materialism, but remake the world.

That night men and women went back to their homes
in Philadelphia deeply moved. Even in those compara-
tively untroubled days, they felt in what they had
seen something to rouse them to action. Christmas was
drawing near. The streets were bnghtly lit, the store
windows glittered with Christmas finery. This Christmas
would be busier than ever. -

Yes, “ see a nation waking. . stlrrmg cha.ngmg

..what a picture ! Yes, they would certamly do some-'
thmg about it sometime. . :

That was Fnday mght December 5th 1041,



_qHAPTER EOUR’i‘EE_N

A SHAFT OF LIGHT

Two days later one-of the cast was in the hotel lobby.
,There was a voice on the radio. He caught the words
“* Pear] Harbour.” He returned to his friends and quietly
told them the news. This was the moment for which
their training-had. prepared them. There was the shock
of course. There was a sadness, but without gloom, and
there was no excitement and no alarm. Only on the face
of each.a quiet, deep determination. :
Their programme for industrial teamwork and national
-unity, so valuable in peace, became a priority in war.
‘They went into action. They hit the road. A stream of
 cars and station wagons passed from city to city, from state
- to state, from Maine to Florida, from Florida to Michigan.
They meved into a city like a spiritual commando force.
They occupied strategic points. Newspaper . editors,
. trades union officials,  Mayors and . City Councillors, the
Governor and Senators, business men and Service clubs,
soldiers and women’s leagues—all manner of people
. found that something new had burst into their midst.
. The Legislature saw it in Richmond ; the Steel Workers,
Convention (CIO) in Cleveland ; AFL Conventions, State
and International; schools and farming communities
. from Maine to Nevada. A special performance helped
to speed up production in. Lockheed-Vega Aircraft plant.
They performed 185 times. A quarter of a million saw it.
-1t - affected -homes, It built unjty. It transformed
.patriotic -and. unpatriotic. into . inspired - patriots: Ten'
thousand stormed the auditorium in Orlando, Florida.
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Said Colonel McHenry at Morrison Field, * I have seldom
met any individual, and never a group, in uniform or out
of it, who are:doing so nmich for the arrited forces.”

A Catholic priest, after seeing the revue, asked if he
could say a few words. ‘T wouldlike,” hie said, ** to build
ip 2 platforiiin my chtirch and. invite these"people to ‘put
Ahis performance on there. It is:such a splendid Christian
job they are doiig. Howinuch fastér a work of this seit
- would go over and how uch faster would we be ableto
“fealige the Amierica we warnt, if we did just whidt they

weére. ‘preaching’ to us this evening.” Said a very intelli-
gent publicist, ‘‘ This is a new kind of preaching.”
Ancther -called it ‘“a baptismial inspiration.

Here is the Chiurch growing youtily again.

‘Whatever-¢ity the revue entered, it fell like o shaft
of light upon confusion, apathy, bleakness. Tt was asked
‘for sendfetimes by Governors, somstinies by State Assem-
‘blies, sometiines by State Defence Councils, somnetirtes by
industries—Management and Labour together.

‘One thing impressed me about the message. It was
not its'presentation, although that was brilliant, whether
in-print, or on the stage, from the platform, pulpit, in a
drawing room or factory. It was not the breadth of its
objectives—Sound - Homtes, Teawrwork -in Industry, a
United Nation—or the dépth of its challenge to Change,
Unite, Fight. All thése things impressed me. But the
"iniescapable, incontrovertible, unconguerable fact-was this :
the “people were' the message and the inessage ‘was the
ipeople. These hundred eitizen® volunteers lived what they
actet-total comtnitiient in'total war for total victory.
They ‘were *the fowe They wm ‘compelled by a
‘Supstforee.
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‘Long -‘before Peatl Harbuur they had ‘been ﬁghtmg
enemies on the homefront : ‘buck-passing, absenteeism,
“Friction and trouble-making ; the crass selfishness of human
nature, the selfishness that costs thousands of lives and
will ‘cost thousands more. I saw that they themselves
were free and fearless, disciplined, determined and happy. _
J saw they changed lives, captured miultitudes, answered
problems, reached millions, :mended homes, brought
teamnwork in industry-and a new spirit everywhere.

I had often seen efficient men, brave men, lovable
‘men; but T hdd never met men like these. They were
willing to go anywhere at a moment’s -notice. -They
would talk ‘to anyore in any rank of life, to any number
of people.” They talked with cogency, sanity, passion-and
humour. They were not interested in being popilar.
They were deeply intérested in the other fellow.

I want to tell you about them, to'tell you what I-have
seen. Tt is important that as many people as possible
should' know as-much of the. truth as possible, as quickly
as- possible. The fate of civilization is at stake. It all
‘depends on the ordinary man seeing the issue quickly
~¢nough. Usually he does not. o

The time lag was several genetatlons before -Joan of
Arc was spotted for what she was. St. Francis:? ‘Well,
‘St. Francis ‘was recognized on his deathbed.  Wesley ?
“How many at the time realized he had saved England
‘from revolution and changed the course of history? =~

It is familiar enough; prophets are stoned, ignored,
smeared, put out of business. It has been so-in every:age.

Need it be so in this age ?

‘8o took iny place with these gay troubadours. And
-duting the next enths ‘while the ‘Japanese were deing
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the totally impossible in conquering Asia, I was doing the
.wholly unexpected in tra.vellmg America. -
- The one hundred who took to the road were themselves
.a family. People were puzzled about them. They were
not actors by profession. Then how could they give such
.a powerful, exhilarating, - heart-searching show? What
~was that look in their faces? What was it that seemed
to come from the stage and hit you.?

I will take you behind the scenes. Here is a pattern

of the world that everyone wants. They were not born
- like this: Eagh;,had' to learn to-love teamwork and to live
in ‘unity. Every single one had known what jealousy
_is. To know the twinge when someone else gets the credit
. you have been waiting for. The twinge that comes when a
-certain person gets thunderous applause—and you don’t.
The feeling of being left out when you want to be in, Of
being put in when you had set your heart on being left
out. Of packing up your bags when you wanted to rest.
Of having to stay behind when you are panting to go on.

And all these things were simply part of the ‘‘ fervent
charity >’ they had for one another—the elimination of
friction, the unmasking and treatment -of competitiveness
and ]ea.lousy The cure of inferiority and the puncturing
of - complacency and self-assurance. -

These were but ‘the beginnings. Soon they were
ascending the foothills. They were thinking together,
composing together, planning together. All this generated
power. ‘When one was speaking, acting, singing, what

_were the others thmkmg? _Not about something else—
their own part or what other people were thinking of them,
or, *“ Would I look better in- some other kind of hat ?”
or, ‘ How conceited she is”’ or, * How much better so
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and so would do it.” Not that sort of thing, but praying
for him, thankful for him, appreciating him and seeing
how he might have done it better, vwhere it could be
improved, the words, his voice, his looks, his attitudes.
‘The one hundred people building him -up instead of one
hundred ‘people building up themselves. One hundred
people each building the other up instead of each pulling
somebody else'down. Is that something new in drama ?
Is it something new in life ? :
I have known what it is to perform surrounded by
.such ' candid, penetrating, fearless, .affectionate spirits.
You hear the truth. They live to make you different, -to
reach a stature ‘you never dreamed of... They believe in
you. Have. vision for you.. They see you as God's
weapon for a new country. They demonstrate Tennyson’s
" “* All for each, and each for all.”” Each lives to make the
oother free, effective, inspired—great. They are a pattem
. of the world for which they are fighting.

. ‘“ And ours is the foot on the threshold
And ours the hand at the door .
And ours is the truth that will stand unmoved , '

When the mockers are no more ; ,

" And others may rest from the battle

 And others may take their ill

.Of the glory and power—the ngdom is ours
And we would be fighters still.”’
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.. People of those parts sent up sturdy,men of their

-own flesh and blood.like Burt and Fenwick to the

. House of Commons, but here at-Oxford we sipped green
chartreuse, talked Socialism and went to some hall to

- hear ia real fighter, someone like the great-hea.rted Ben
Tillett. ‘ .

Here in America I have seen how in default of the real
answer, anyone like myself, of goodwill and good intentions,
is liable to move in sympathy at least towards the extreme
Left. . Whatever: I may have called myself and whatever
my status—undergraduate, soldier, priest, missionary,
bishop—until God controlled my life I was, without
knowing it, a materialist at heart.

Had the revue something for Labour and for Ma.nage—
"ment, and for a world still groaning from an -industrial

revolution that was more material than moral, more selfish
than patriotic -and produced resentment almost as fast
 as it produced money and made fortunes ?
I knew Management had its men of character, Labour
its real leaders. Did they have a chance in the maelstrom
of confusion and violence, fear and greed ?
- America spells industry. What had a handful of
- eager people performing on a stage to do with the roaring
‘blast furnaces, the -shipyards; clanging hammers, the
- ever speeding assembly lines that roll out the irom and
- steel of America’s might to evéry battlefront ? -
Coming from India and Burma, I knew that here,
in the field of industrial relationships, in the eyes of the
East, the Western world faced its acid test. India might
like and might use many of the latest products of Sheffield
.or ‘Pittsburgh: She was by no means convinced about
the systems, the standards or the conditions under-which_
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these - things ‘were produced. India, like other Eastern.
nations'is ‘at the beginning of her industrial tevolution:.
‘Where will she look for her pattern? S

 What understanding and. help can India—a continent
of many races and languages, an Eastern land of ‘poor, -
illiterate - villages—expect from .America and Britain,
‘Western countries with thexr rich, industrialized, educated
cities ?° :

- Had she not better turn to the North, to her neighbour,
Russia ? Herself semi-Eastern, and Jike India with many
races and languages, a country that in-one generation has
raised a-backward, illiterate peasantry to be a united nation,
educated and mdustnahzed fea.red and respected through— ;
out the world:

Six months after Pearl Harbour we were at Cleveland .

- Here was Labour at the Annual Convention of the United
Steelworkers of America. Philip Murray presided. There
before him in ‘the 2000 delegates from the production line
were the tough sinews of America. There was struggle.
There was the rush to get to the microphone, to get in the"
first words, to get in the last words, to rush through a -
resolution, to snatch a victory, to get control. - The struggle
was for power.

Pacing to and fro -across the platform; calling on.
‘ Willie’ or ‘ Jimimy ’ to speak, ruling .that man out of
order, stopping to: whisper an instruction to an official, -
easing or warming thie crowd with his humour; Phil Murray -
steered his lively crew. Phil was for freedom of speech..
He was not for a free-for-all. He was a master in the art:
of managing mer, ' : :

‘Evening camie. The business for that day was over.
The delegates had reassembled to see something that would
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surprise them:. They were te see themselves amd the
answer. They were to see the revue * You Can Defend
America.” v

~ The revue opened in a blaze-of light before an audience
that had to be convinced. But,. as the first curtain fell,.
there was thunderous applause. The revue was touching
human chords-in the great warm heart of Labour.

But here and there, amid the cheers and laughter
and deep response, were: the scowls and muttering of angry
men. They whispered, passed notes—they were waiting
for their chance—some weak spot in the revue, an unconvine-
ing speaker, some stray remark they could seize on, an
unreal scenie, a false note anywhere. They were ready to
pounce on it and rend it to pieces. That moment never
came. .

All through the day these men had been trying to
win the ¢battle for the mike” to control the masses.
Moral Re-Armament .was not their programme.

And now enthusiasm mounted. The revue was
drawing out the best in the best of that 2000. Again the
curtain fell, and this time there stepped out from between
the straight folds a little square-set figure.

For long I had beeni wanting to see whither the Labour
Movement in America was going. Where were the Keir
Hardie and the old Sam Gompers of today ? Here in this
Convention among the picked steelworkers of America
I heazd in the aceents of this ‘young machinist from the
Clydeside a new note. It wasnot oratory. It was simple,
divect and to the point. It was spoken with the fire of
personal conviction. It had philosophy, pregramme and
a passion. It wasa call for change—not in the law, not in
a system, not in theother fellow, but “‘in yersel".” Duncan















CHAPTER SIXTEEN

PEOPLE AND PLANS

Soon everybody will have a plan, or be in favour of a
plan, or be against a plan. Beveridge has set the fashion
in Britain with the most’ comprehensive plan-yet devised
for social seciirity on a national scale. o

In 1917 four men in Switzerland planned.- The result
was the Russian revolution. A man in-America had some
great ideas and ideals which led to the League of Nations.
Japan planned. Then Germany began to plan. And the
planless have had a hard time catching up. This war will
have. an unexampled - aftermath .of indisciplined living.
The most nefarious plan I have heard of to date is the
planning of men to. piofiteer out of post-war indulgence
—calculated planning on how to turn defeated derelicts

_ into dollars. o o
" In a planning world the planless are forced to choose
a plan or go under. The only question is—which plan ?

I once saw a remarkable play. It depicted -conflict
within industry. It is called “The Forgotten Factor.”
Is it conceivable that in the deadly efficiency of modern
industry the biggest factor of all could be overlooked ?
I thought it possible the forgotten factor in industry
might also be the forgotten factor in politics, even in the
Councils of the Nations, even at the Peace Table.

The forgotten factor is that God has a plan. People

~do not always recognize God’s plan even when they see it.

God’s plan was a Person. It always is. They say that

, when Jesus was once asked what His. plan was, He
2 pointed to a small group of men. ‘

i
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"“And suppose these fail ?”” He was asked.
* 1 Haverno other plan.” c '
- His plan was people. .

In our day I have seen in many lands how, Moral
Re-Armament takes the needs of nations and answers
them with men. - ' ' '

Is the world alert to grasp old truth in new formis ?
Or is it possible that the world even in these up-to-date
times might fail to discern the very people that are God’s
plan for a world that works'?

I wonder. - - o

- - The real significance of Frank Buchman is that he has
discovered a world that works, because he has brought to
people in every walk of life, in every country; the’ spirit
that makes it work.. o -

Frank Buclifian speaks to the world through the
children of .a wvast spiritual family. He believes- they
should be ‘a- pattern for a world that works. Andeach
year on his birthday, June 4, that world, as it were, speaks
to him. For to this niost self-effacing of imen, one who
has faced criticism and caluminy without self-justification
- or self-defence, who has asked nothing of recognition, or
credit or reward for himself, there flows in a wave of
affection and-loyalty and gratitude from every part of the
earth where communication lines are still open.

I was with him on his birthday this- year among the
green-clad mountains of the Carolinas, where he was .
spending the last stages of convalescence after a’ severe
illness. I watched his eager, alert face, his merry eyes,
as- he talked on the telephone to - friends in Seattle or
Detroit. -Now he was in- touch with: Wa.s'hingt_on, with
big issues at stake, hard decisions to make; now he was









102 THE WORLD THAT WORKS

There he is allowed to write one letter every third
month. Here is what he says to Eva, his wife : -

- ““Hearty thanks for all good thoughts and prayers,
which I notice several times a day. The result is that I am
as well spiritually as any person could be, even though you
know that I long for you, the boys, mother, home and
everything else all the day. But the wishes and prayers of
all my friends make life here easy to live. I must tell you
again -that the values we have last. A sad thought,
a worry for the future, and I pray and am again free,
happy and grateful. I have seen clearly that here in jail
I have just as great a responsibility for my day before God
and man as outside, perhaps even more, since here I
cannpt put the blame on anything or anybody. Here I
must stand alone in my cell and receive God’s help and only
that, and I get it too. Otherwise, the day goes in making
paper bags and other sorts of work. We get well-prepared
food and the bunks are good. So I sleep like a log. We
are out for an hour every morning in.the open air, and,
besides, I take -a good round of gymnastics and a cold
shower, so I am in good condition even if I am thin. We
are also allowed to read, but you know that mostly you'
and the boys are in my thoughts. I feel as though I
had never lived in such fellowship with you as now,
and the only thing I ask you and the boys is to
forget me as I was, and remember me as I want to be.
And I did not know what I had in you, your mother, the
family and all before I came here. But most in you . .
. . And let us thank God. Read Jeremiah 17, 7-8.

Your happy and grateful,

- FREDRIK.”

[ Desperately ill with consumption, he was allowed to go- bome to his wife, He
never saw her. He died on the way, in Demmark.] | '
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There was no word from Diane de Watteville in fallen
France, Sheandherhusbandhad worked and travelled with
Frank Buchman in many countries. She had left America
by plane two days before war broke out. Her family
had two houses; a chateau in Alsace, a home in Paris.
They lost them both. She had two sens. One was killed,
the other taken prisoner. She wrote to a friend in America:

~ ““I:cannot tell you how deeply I was moved by your
cable. Fancy your remembering my birthday. - Of course
I was remembering you, and Robert and I were thinking
of the wonderful day at Del Monte—the cake, the friends
and the whole atmosphere! It was like a far-off dream,.
a fairy tale, and we really could not believe it was only two

years. Two years! It might as well be another life. . ..
I remember our last.lunch ‘at the Yerba Buena Clib with
all those American women, and I would like to speak to
them once more and say. ‘For goodness sake, are you
ready ?’ -Or are you in America preparing the great answer,
building the pattern of the new world order ?- The heart
sinks when youthink of the millions who are suffering,
dying and prepared to pass an awful winter. How I wish
all this could be spared you. = ‘

“** People used to love peace because it was comfortable,
and now we have to face life' and’ death because life is
never comfortable, and an eternal fight. Thank you for
your help. Sugar is what we would like ‘most because
when I am hungry at night.one single piece sends me off
instantly and in winter it keeps me warm.” :

- Noword came from Lord Hugh Beresford, The British
destroyer he once commanded now lies at the bottom of the
Aegean Sea, and he too. The first Sunday in which he was
in command, he wondered what he should do with his mien.

2
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When the five hundred, led by Mrs; Shillington, Tom’s
Mother, poured out of St. Peter’s. Church into the streets
of Battersea, they -looked a conquering ‘army.

-The .prisoner, the bereaved Mother, the Captain on
the bridge, the soldier in the desert—these have the spirit
that knows how to live, and knows how to die—anywhere.
When every material security goes, . they march on—ifree
and unafraid.” :

-How many planners for a new world demand security,
prosperity, all the cushions of materialism, before man-can
be free, confident, triumphant ? * Give us ideal surround-
ings,” they say, ** then we will be ideal men.”

Those who have seen nations fall, those who have lost
everything, the millions who have been stripped of material
security of evéry kind, know differently. They know
that men who are slaves of circumstances, slaves of their
surroundings, slaves of themselves, will never win the
Four Freedoms for themselves or for mankind. Freedom,
plenty, security, peace will be won only by those who have
won the battle for freedom in thexr own lives.
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When man listens, God speaks; when man obeys,
God acts: It is the foundation truth of the new world.
It is the place where any man can begin at any moment.

" Here, too, we may find the repairing of the Reforma-
tion—the uniting of Christendom—not man’s way, but
God's. When change comes, unity follows. The spirit that
unites is of Christ. It is the spirit of selfishness that divides.

The hour has struck for the great offensive of the
Church -in the total war on selfishness on a world scale.
The new world does not begin when pens inscribe signatures
on parchment at a Peace Table. The new world begins
when God inscribes His will on the hearts of ordinary
men, and statesmen. ' '

"In all these sad, disillusioned, confused, unhappy
years God has not been absentee or idle. God’s ways are
unexpected, effective, surprising. .

The greatest of miracles was a Mother looking on her
Babe, -as an old man hailed him ““a Light to lighten the
peoplés.”” He continues - to  lighten all peoples. And
in these days His peoples have come to the place where
they are engaging and battling with the forces of evil on a
world front. The fight takes place first on this issue,
then on that, and the man who - picks up his morning
paper and casually glances down a column has no notion
that he may be reading a story of the greatest of all battles,
of a place where the forces of Christ and anti-Christ clash.
The enemy, shadowy but real, are organized, relentless and
want world control. The enemy stir up faction, malign,
smear, confuse and divide—they deceive the good, use the
fears of vested interests, mobilize and marshal to undermine
and destroy the mioral standards which are the condition
. of real progress, of survival itself. :






