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 With startling suddenness the warfare which affected the whole world has come to an 

end. And as rapidly as possible the restrictions under which we have lived for the past few years 

are being lifted. And for those who had loved ones engaged in that awful business of death and 

destruction there is a sigh of relief and thanksgiving. Days filled with anxiety and sleepless 

nights have been banished and parents look forward to happy reunions with soldier sons. The 

long hard vigil of sweethearts and wives has ended and they, too, may expect to be reunited and 

resume their happy relationships. 

 And to those parents and loved ones who shall not be united on this side of the grave, we 

extend our sympathy and pray that they may receive grace to bear their painful burden. 

 And now this is peace? So they would have us believe. And as token of that belief, many 

thousands engage in a noisy tumult and blare a sound which was supposed to symbolize their joy 

and relief. And yet, they have not found peace. For they are as the troubled sea which cannot 

rest. For the peace which there is in Christ, they know not, they will not know and cannot will to 

know. The “cease firing” order has not meant an end of hostilities. At best, it has been only a 

smothering of the mighty tongues of fire which had broken forth from the embers of hate, 

distrust, malice and greed which have not been extinguished but await only the proper occasion 

and provocation in order to be again whipped up into a gigantic conflagration. And each one of 

those fires which we, for convenience sake, call war, is greater than the one which preceded it. 

And the fuel which feeds those flames does not become depleted but rather is replenished in 

ever-increasing amounts for it is fed from the corruption of a world which is daily multiplying its 

iniquity. No restraint by a general operation of the Holy Spirit operating in the hearts of the 

unregenerate, but rather a filling of the measure of the cup of iniquity and a development of sin 

until they shall be ripe for judgment. And how can we, Oh! How can we, we who know, we who 

see, we who understand; how can we deny that so it is and so it is daily revealing itself also in 

the momentous events of the past few years? 

 We could not help but feel that those who were truly grateful were not those who were 

shouting and hilariously laughing and making all manner of nerve-racking noise. We pictured a 

mother and father quietly sitting at home, eyes filled to overflowing with tears of gratitude, 

prayer audible and inaudible. Upon lips which were wont to express the praises of their God. 

And they were also among those who sought the sanctuary and there, united with His people, 

sang praises to His Holy Name. 

 And now we are afflicted (I speak as a cosmopolitan) with reconversion jitters. And the 

day for which we longed has come but has brought fear and anxiety. Statesmen look with 

anxious eyes and even with open distrust at those who were counted among our allies. Their foes 

they have mercilessly ground under the heel and look upon them with contempt, but their 

“friends”. Ah! For them it seemed to be fulfilled that a man’s enemies shall be those of his own 



household! And even as they are faced with the problems of reconversion they must needs keep 

an eye upon an ally. And their loud denial of such a state, serves only to call attention to the 

jitters by which they are affected.  

 And not only statesmen are thus affected. Let us glance for just a moment at the 

industrialists. Their paramount fear is that they cannot reconvert quickly enough and cannot 

purchase the necessary materials to manufacture their former products before their competitors 

place their goods on the market. No more juicy “cost plus” contracts with a beneficial Uncle Sam 

to absorb increased labor costs and sundry losses. And organized laborers will strive and strive 

diligently to obtain a wage as good as or better than that of the days of war. 

 And we who labor? Do we have occasion for reconversion jitters? It wasn’t exactly 

pleasant was it to find that your job had vanished overnight? We saw them turned back before 

the locked gates. And fathers will have to content themselves with a weekly allotment which will 

be less than half their former pay. Yes, they know what reconversion jitters are even tho they 

would console themselves that it is only temporary and soon all will be well again. Bolster your 

spirits with headlines which prophecy thousands of new jobs. Be optimistic, if you can, and call 

it a well earned vacation! 

 And the church? Oh that you have patiently borne with me thus far. For concerning her 

we shall write with a joyful pen! For in a war-weary world we find her standing as a strong 

tower. And thru the dark and bitter days which lie just behind us we have never heard her rail 

against the foes of this country but, to the contrary, have heard her pray for God’s people also in 

the land of the enemy. And on the foreground has been the prevailing thought that we are not, in 

the first place, citizens of this country but rather, of the Jerusalem which is from above and 

which knows not men according to nationality or color but distinguishes them according to the 

heart of each. We have maintained and proclaimed the catholicity of the church. We have no 

reconversion jitters. The true gospel, as revealed in the Scriptures, is not affected by the rise and 

fall of mighty dictators of the world. It does not change its tone by Pearl Harborian attacks. It 

does not prostitute its pulpits and make of them recruit stations or strive to whip its audience into 

a patriotic frenzy. With a quiet and steadfast determination she goes about her peculiar and only 

calling knowing that her Lord reigneth for “God is our refuge and our strength. . . . therefore we 

will not fear. . . . He maketh wars to cease. . . . the God of Jacob is our refuge.” 

 Come then, you who suffer from reconversion jitters; come then, you brethren of the 

armed forces; come you anguished father and mothers, friend, wife and loved ones; come to that 

strong tower, that Beacon Light; come and find for your weary souls both rest and peace! 

(* With apologies for using a colloquial expression.) 

 

Originally Published in: 

Vol. 6 No. 1 October 1945 


