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YOUR  FUTURE  IN  THIS 
CHAOTIC  WORLD 

Scripture: Romans 8:28;  Luke 4:18;  John 1:4,  8:12 
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EvERY  person  from  time  to  time  during  his  life  lakes 
a  look ahead at the  future and wonders what it holds 
for  him.  He  is  also  likely  to  ask  himself  in  what  way  he 
can  determine  that this  future  shall  be  one  of  dignity  and 
honor  and  usefulness  and  a  fair  degree  of  human  happi
ness  and  victory.  What  is  to  be  his  future  in  this  chaotic 
world? 

I recently had an experience that bears on this, an 
experience  that was  rather  touching  to  me. I  went back 
to a  hometown  of mine, Findlay, Ohio. I have several 
hometowns  due  to  the  fact  that  as  a  boy  my  family  lived 
in  several  different  places.  But we  lived in  Findlay  longer 
than in any of  the other places.  It is a beautiful  little  city, 
with a  population of  about  thirty-five  thousand - I  think 
one  of  the  loveliest  cities  of  its  size  in  the  whole  country. 
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They have a custom there of  presenting at  intervals 
what  they  call  the  Fort  Findlay  Award  to  some  former 
re?ident  of  the  city.  It  would  seem  there  was a  scarcity 
of  candidates  this  year,  for  they  gave  it  to  me, which I 
am  sure  I didn't deserve,  but which  I  nevertheless  greatly 
appreciated.  Accordingly  I  went  to  Findlay  to  receive  it. 

Before  the  presentation  I  was  interviewed  by  reporters 
of  the  high  school  newspaper  and  the  city  newspaper,  on 
both  of  which  some  forty-five  years  ago  I  myself  served 
as  a  reporter,  having  in  mind  at  that  time  to  be  not  a 
minister, but  a newspaperman. I sat there being inter
rogated  by  two  boys  and  a  girl,  three  of  the  nicest,  most 
straightforward  young  people  you  could  possibly imagine. 
They were intelligent, too  - much more intelligent, I 
am  sure,  than  I  and  others  of  my  generation  were  at  that 
age. They had a grasp of life  that was  quite  mature.  They 
asked  me  the  usual  kinds  of  questions:  what  did  I  think 
about  Viet  Nam  and  this  and  that - essentially  the  same 
kinds  of  questions  I  asked  when  I  was  a  reporter  back  in 
the  days  when  we'd  never  heard  of  Viet  Nam,  but  were 
similarly  troubled about other situations in the world. 
Finally  one  of  them  looked  at  me  and  asked,  "Dr.  Peale, 
have you  any  advice  for  young people  about  how  to  work 
for  a  good  future  for  themselves  and,  beyond  that, how 
they can help make the world a better place for mankind?" 

I  thought  that  was  a  very  intelligent,  proper  question, 
and I endeavored to answer it  as best I could. But I 
think  my  answer  was  inadequate.  The  next  morning  an 
encounter  with  certain friends brought to my  mind  one  of 
the  most  inspiring  texts  in  all  the  Bible,  and  I  wished  I 
had thought of it when talking with those fine young 
people.  I  was  speaking  at  a  convention  in  Columbus  and 
among  those  present  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Glenn, Sr., 





And  what  do  you  think  would  be  his  suggestion  for  the
eleventh  commandment?  "Thou  shalt  use  all  thy  talents
to  the  uttermost."

Well,  I'm not so audacious, nor is  he either,  as to think
we  can  rewrite  the  Decalogue! But  I  am  sure  that  this
idea  fits  in  harmoniously  with the  Gospel  of  Jesus  Christ
who  came  to  set  men free,  to  break  the  shackles  off  them
and release them from the prison of self-constructed
limitations.  The  fourth  chapter  of  the  Book  of  Luke  tells
us  Jesus  said  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord  had  anointed  Him
to heal the broken-hearted and, among other things,
�pre.ach deliver.ance. to_Jh_«L <..ap1iv..es." What captives?
Men  imprisoned  in  fortresses,  behind  bars?  Much  more
than that. People everywhere who are  imprisoned in their
own  states  of mind.  And  Mr.  Parrish  believes  this  im
plies we  should  all  seek  to  develop  our  inner  potential
to the  maximum.

The key for doing this  is the  k,ev, of  faith.  It is the  key
of �rrender to Jesus.  It is the key  of  opening  your heart
to Goct. Anybody  who  will  truly  take  that  key  and  turn
it  in the rnsty  lock  of  his  own  personality  will  bring  out
of himself, from his buried potential, new power by  which
to  live  and  by  which  to  serve  in  the  world.

"Thou shalt  use thy  talents to  the uttermost."  I  suggest
you use your next free quiet hour at home to  ask yourself
what your talents are, what they really are, and then
ask  Jesus  to  take  charge  of  your  life  and  help  you  start
using  your  talents  to  your  uttermost.  You'll  be  surprised
by  yourself.  And  your  life  will  be  so  much  larger  and
more joyous.

Now  in  order  to  live  and  work  serenely  and  at  one's
best  in  a  world  of turmoil  and  difficulty  and  pain  one

must also develop an unwavering confidence in one's
power  to  overcome,  with  God's  help,  all  the  adversities
life  brings  along.  Life  in  this  world  is  so  full  of  trouble.
Recently  I  made  a  speech  to  a  group  of  fifteen  hundred
women.  And  when  I  had  finished  my  speech  they  asked
me  questions.  Now  I  tell  you,  gentlemen,  it  can  be  quite
an  ordeal  to  stand before  fifteen  hundred  women  and  try
to  answer  their  questions.  Again  and  again  I  was  asked
such questions as,  "My boy is going to Viet Nam - what

_j o  I  do about it?" or  "When  are  we  going  to  have  peace
so  my  boy  can  live  an  orderly  life?"

Well, I  didn't  mince  words  with  them. I  have great
respect  for  mothers.  I'm  sure  glad  I'll  never  be  one  my
self.  But  there  is  a greatness  in motherhood  like  no  other
greatness. Mothers have love and gentleness, but they
also have a  powerful lot  of  steel in them.  And it has been
given them  to  rear  the  citizens  of  these United States,
generation  after  generation  of  citizens  who  have  had  to
endure  and  perform  their  duty,  even  to  death  itself.  All
I could  tell  those  mothers  was  to  go  home and  start  pray
ing  and  to get out and  start working for us to bring
enough  Christianity  to  bear  against  the  problems  of  this
world so  that we would  no longer have to  have  such  evils
as this  war in Viet  Nam.  For any way  you  look  at  it,  it's
an  evil  thing.  The  world  is  full  of  evil.  And  a  Christian
has to live in the  midst of  it�d combat  it.  And this can
get you  down,  it  can  crush  you  and  break  you.  But  it
won't break you if you love God, for then  "all things work
together  for  good"  at  long  last.

ONE  blessing  you  get  from  love  of  God  is  light  in xour
mind,  radiance  in  y..QJJJ:.Ji.eart.  And  if  you  have  a  mind
full  of  light,  the  darkness  can't  overcome  it.  Throughout



the  world  there  are  these  two  great  forces  of  light  and 
darkness.  And  there  never  w�s  darkness  that  could  stand 
before the  light. Jesus said, "I am the  lig_ht of the world." 
So get Him in your hea� darkness will be 
defeated. 

At  the  time  of my recent  visit  to  Findlay  I  was  driven 
part of the way  by a friend who works for the Ohio  Light 
and  Power  Company.  The  country  we  drove  through  is 
a  rich  farming  area,  and  I  noticed  that  in  almost  every 
barnyard  there  stood  a  pole  with  a  soft  light  at  the  top 
of  it - not  a  brilliant  light,  but  soft  and  pervasive.  And 
I  asked  my  friend,  "What  are  these  lights?" 

"Oh,"  he  said,  "we  supply  those  to  the  farmers."  And 
he explained  that  for  three  dollars  a  month,  I  think  it 
was, you  can have one of these  lights.  You  have  it put in 
your  barnyard  to  keep  intruders away. Thieves will  ven
ture  in  only  if  the  place  is  dark.  Thus  your  barn  and 
house  are  protected,  but  without  a  brilliant  illumination 
that would keep you from sleeping. The type of  light used 

· is  called  a  mercury  vapor  lamp.  When  the  sun  sets  and
twilight  comes  and  darkness  is  coming  on,  a  mechanism
built  into  the  lamp  triggers  it  on,  and  it  remains  lit  all
night. Then in the morning the rising daylight auto
matically  turns  the  lamp  off.

I said  to  my  friend,  "John,  isn't  there  a  parable  in
that?  If  I  am  in  tune  with  Almighty  God  and  the  life
which is in Jesus Christ our Lord,  then when darkness or
pain  or  trouble  comes  the Divine  mechanism  turns on
within me the inner light which I have through faith, and
this sustains  me  through the  period  of  darkness."

To have  a  bright  future  you  must  reall be  alive. Per
sonally,  I  am a  great  believer in  being  fully  alive.  I  love

alive  people.  And  I  like to  be  alive  myself.  The  Bible 
tells  us  of  Jesus  that  "in  him  was  life."  When  you  really 
have  Him in you,  you couldn't  possibly  be  dull or  dopey, 
as many people are. I think it would be a very good thing 
to  pray to  the Lord and  ask  Him,"How  alive  am  I?" 
God created us to be alive. He breathed into us the breath 
of  life. But  judging  from  the  condition  of  some  people 
I  see,  maybe  they  resisted  the  breathing. 

How  would  you  feel  if  your  boss  spent  two  hundred 
dollars  just  to  try  to  wake  you  up?  I  was  at  a  conven
tion  at the Conrad Hilton Hotel in Chicago, and just 
before  my  speech this man  came  up to me  and  said, "Dr. 
Peale I have  one  salesman  who  wouldn't  have  the  initia
tive {o come here  himself, so I invested two  hundred 
dollars  to  bring  him  up  here.  I  expect  you  to  get  him 
activated so I  get  my money back. I  got  him  a  seat  right 
down  front." 

"My  friend,"  I  said,  "I  don't  think  I can  do that  from 
the  platform."  He  pointed  the  man  out  to  me.  As  I  was 
talking, I  looked  at  this salesman  now  and  then.  He  had 
a kind  of  blank,  aimless  expression  on  his  face;  showed 
no sign of reacting to anything I was saying. Afterwards, 
as  I  was  shaking  hands  with  people,  I  noticed  him  still 
sitting  at the  table,  his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  looking 
at me. I went over to him and asked, "How are you?" 

"I'm  not  too  good." 
"What's your name?" 
"My  name  is  Frank,"  he  replied.  "I'm  the  man  Mr. 

...................... invested  two  hundred  dollars  in,  to  get  me 
here  to  this  convention." 

"You know about  it  then,  do  you?" 
"Yes, I  do." 
I  got  him  to  come  up  to  my  hotel  room  so  that  we 



could talk, and I asked  him, "What's the matter  with 
you,  Frank?" 

"I don't  know." 
"Did  you  go  to  college?" 
"Yes."  And  he  told  me  the  name  of  his  college. 
"Did  you  do all  right  there?" 
"Well,  I  got  by." 
"That's  good,"  I  said.  "And  how  have  you  been  doing 

in  business?" 
"Oh,"  he  answered,  "I  get  by." 
"Boy,  you're  not  getting  by very  far,  if  you  ask  me," 

I  said.  "Your  boss  is  really  upset  about  you.  What's  the 
matter  with  you?" 

"I  haven't  got  any  energy.  I  don't  feel  lively.  In  this 
competitive  work  you've  got  to  be  alert,  you've  got  to be 
on  the ball,  you've  got  to  be  out  and  after them." 

"Where  did you  hear  that?" 
"In  the  sales  meetings.  And,"  he  added,  "it  wears  me 

out to hear them  talk that way.  I  have no interest.  I have 
no interest  in  anything." 

"Do  you  go  to  church?"  I  asked. 
"Oh,"  he  said,  "once  in a  while." 
"Do  you  belong  to  any  clubs  or  associations?" 
"No,  nothing." 
So you can see he was completely�c. What would 

you  say  to  such  a  character?  I  said,  "I  want  to  tell  you 
something,  Frank.  Or,  rather,  I  want  to  ask  yo.u  some
thing.  Do  you  believe  in  Jesus?"  He  said  he  did.  Then 
I  asked,  "What's  Jesus  supposed  to  teach  you?" 

"Well,  He  teaches  us  to be  good." 
"That's true," I  said,  "but  did it ever occur to you that 

Jesus Christ  is energy,  that  He  is  vitality, that  He  is  life, 
and that  if you get  Him  in you you'll  come  alive?" 

The  man  looked  at me  with  interest.  "How  do  you  get 
this?"  he  asked. 

"You  get it  by  giving  - giving  yourself."  And  finally 
I  said,  "Let's  pray."  He  then,  to  my  surprise,  got  down 
on  his  knees.  It  was  a  sort  of  extra,  out  of  earnestness, 
I  thought.  And  I  offered  a  prayer.  Then  I  said, "Now, 
Frank,  why don't you  say  a  few words of  prayer?" 

Well,  there  is  nothing  so  thrilling  as  to  see  someone 
come  alive.  I  can't  remember  his  prayer  word  for  word. 
I  wish  I  could.  I  wish  I  had  been  able  to  copy  it  down. 
It  was  one  of  the  most  affecting  prayers  I  ever  heard.  It 
went  something  like this:  "Lord, I'm  a  dull,  lifeless  clod. 
I just don't amount  to  anything  nohow.  But revitalize  me, 
Lord."  Then  he  got  up,  sat  down  and  looked  at  me  and 
he  said,  "You  know,  I  think  the  Lord  is  going  to  answer 
that  prayer." 

"If you think so, He will," I replied. 

AND He surely did. I soon began to get reports about Frank.
He  became  active  in  the  church; he  joined  one  of  the 
service  clubs  in  town  and  became  active  there. Within 
three years he was president of the local chamber of 
commerce.  It  seems  eventually  he  did  more  for  his  town 
to build it up than any man had done in a decade. People 
used  to  come  and  tell  me  Frank  was  a  ball  of  fire.  And 
at  Frank's  request  I  went  to  his  town  one  time  to  make 
a  speech.  He  met  my  plane  and  at  once  took  me  to  see 
the  town's  new hospital. Then  he  showed  me  the City 
Hall  and  several  other  civic  attractions. Finally I said, 
"Frank,  I want  to go  to my hotel room and  lie down and 
rest  before  I  make  a  speech." 

"Rest?" he echoed. "Why should you rest? A Christian 
is  supposed  to  have  undying  energy." 
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