































































































1 SELL THE SHOP

tell me before?” My pride was the cause and I am ashamed to
think where my pride might have led me if T had not come in
touch with thesc four standards and the challenge to be
absolutely honest about things I had felt underneath for a long
time but had kept covered up.

I was active in the Women’s Liberal Association, YWCA
and Women'’s Temperance Organization. I used to help in the
local and Parliamentary clections, canvassing from door to
door for the man or woman I wanted to scc in power. Now
with these new idcas my son was giving me, I began to
understand that even though I had taken much responsibility
in my life, along with my church work, it was not related to
anything and, like all other good works, it didn’t get anywhere.

It didn’t really change anything because it didn’t get to the
root of what madec people sclfish. What was the good of my
tcaching in my church, without being able to help them
change on the very rcal problems that faced them every day?
Everyone around me had problems of money and drink and
resentments, quarrcls and fights in the home, rebellious
children. Yet no one told these people that they could change.

I told my son what I had hidden from him about the statc
of our finances. It was hard to do because I was a very proud
woman but afterwards [ felt a great release from fear and
worry. We found a new honesty together which went very
deep, though cven then my son was firm with me, saying,
“From now on, Mother, you arc not first in my life; God is.”
I didn’t entirely like it when he said it, but I knew he was right
and I was so grateful for his fire and conviction and his sureness
about the road he must now follow.

So about three o’clock in the morning, after our first deep
talk together, we knclt down in our little room and we prayed
to God and gave Him our lives in a new way. My heart scemed
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I SELL THE SHOP

One morning, some months after all this began, I had a very
startling thought which came so clearly: “Was I willing to sell
our home and business?”” This so filled me with fear it quite
overwhelmed me. I did not want to do it. I loved our home
very much and if I did such a thing all our material security
would be gone. At first I refused to tell anyone about it. But
keeping it to myself began to affect my health and my friends
wrote to my son in college telling him they were sure I was
hiding something.

Then my son arrived home for another visit and when I told
him my thought he said, “Well, Mother, I am quite sure God
would not ask you to do that unless He had some plan for you.
When you are willing to obey His guidance I want you to
know that I am ready and willing to take the step with you.”
So that took away my fears a great deal. It meant we would
have no material security and perhaps I was meant to move
out into a larger world and get to know many more people,
though I had ncver been more than twenty miles from
Stockport.

Finally T did become willing to sell everything, and all we
got was £ 40. [ knew God meant me to sell and that was all
that mattered.
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ON THE KNOCKER

and said, “There is someone over there who has got up three
times to speak. We must hear from you.”

So Annic got to her feet, her knees knocking under her.

“Who are you?” said Dr Buchman.

She replied, “I am Annie Jacger, Bill Jacger’s mother.”

“Then you must come up here and tell us everything if you
are Bill's mother,” and he came down from the platform and
led her up by the hand. He drew out of her the whole story of
how she had lcft her home and business and of the team of
workers she and Bill were building in East London.

Next morning Dr Buchman invited her to an early morning
meeting and got her to speak again. From that time onwards
he began to rely on her. Her sincerity, simplicity and reality
won everyone whenever she spoke. What she had to say
applied equally to charlady, titled ladies and businessmen. And
from this time on until her death in Philadelphia, in America,
she was constantly in demand. People wanted her to comc and
be a guest in their homes, wanting her to speak in mectings, in
West End drawing-rooms, in town halls, in mass gatherings.

Annie takes up the story:

MEeANWHILE my son had completed his training at college and
was offcred a church. At first it seemed right to take it. That
is what he had been working for and what his father had
wanted. He was now twenty-three years of age. But
throughout his three years at university he had worked hard
with Moral Re-Armament and was beginning to feel that he
might need to take on something quite revolutionary. He had
always been disturbed by the conditions of poverty in Stock-
port and by the way so many who went on to the Town
Council seemed to forget the people who put them there. He
had also been very hurt by the fights and arguments we had in

41






ON THE KNOCKER

Mayor and ex-Mayor of another East London borough last
week; they are all interested in our work.

“I have also been doing work in factories. One London
cmployer invited a hundred of his young men to go
to Birmingham as his guests. During the last ten days, I have
spent some time in Birmingham visiting the factories. I met
the managers of about cight factories who put us in touch with
their employees as they wanted them to come for training at
our camp. Onc large factory employing eight thousand pcople
broadcast the news of our week-end on their loud-speaker to
all the factory.”

So when the time came for him to take his decision about
the church, I remember saying to him, “It is for you to
decide, but this time I take the step with you.” So the decision
was made not to take the church, but to go to West Ham in
East London, where much of the British labour movement
was born. At that time three million people lived in East
London and therc was severe poverty and uncmployment.
Two familics offered to take us into their homes and we stayed
with cach of them for a time.

I was beginning to understand what a privilege it was to
know that God had called us to be remakers of the world. So
many talk of their ideals, but I was learning not so much about
Moral Re-Armament as an ideal but as a reality; not a point
of view but something that works.

Iam convinced that God has a plan for ordinary people who
decidc to obey Him and not their own dcsires. But I am sure
of onc thing—none of us can have this life on the cheap. There
is a price to pay. The hardest thing God asked mc to do was to
give Him my will and when I gave it, and mcant it with all
my heart, then He gave me frecedom from all my fears. He
gave me something which is very hard to describe but it made
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ANNIE

me want to fight to make the world different. I know it is
something no one can take away from me.

I am surc this is the answer to all the fears, hate and greed in
the world today which keep people hating each other and
divided so thcy don’t get on with the job of being responsible.

If God could change me, He can change anybody. It is only
a question of being willing to admit where we need to change,
instead of always seeing wherc the other person is wrong. So
many people were becoming different in East London that I
saw more and more the importance of sound homes. It is in
the home that everything starts; the good things and the bad
things. And if we don’t live straight and unselfishly in the
home it’s no good making speeches to other people about how
they ought to live.

So as the work in the East End grew, people from all round
London took an intcrest in what was happening and helped to
support the work financially. No onc was paid a salary; people
took us into their homes and gave us food and shelter at night.
I have slept in five different homes in one weck and lived in
over two hundred homes of all types, the wealthy, the middle
class and the very poorest; but the same problems—fear,
selfishness, greed and jealousy are in them all alike.

I would take the wives I was staying with out calling with
me so that they too learned how to “go on the knocker”. They
met people in their homes and, by making friends with them,
told them about the aims and the programme of Moral
Re-Armament. We called on the wives of the four Members
of Parliament. Then we saw the Mayor, who happened to be
a lady, and she helped us all she could to mect the wives of the
leaders of the borough. The councillors’ wives received us
very cordially. We began, too, calling at the homes of people
in the district where I was staying, and making friends with
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ON THE KNOCKER

housewives; some were glad to see us and some were not!

I remember knocking on the door of the first house in a
street where there must have been fifty or sixty houses on
cither side. When the door opened the housewife looked at us
very suspiciously. We asked if she had heard about Moral
Re-Armament and she said, “Yes,” but she didn’t understand
what it was. The friend who was with me told how she had
just been saved from divorce by really talking things through
with her husband, and added, “We are grateful to these people
for showing us how to live together, day by day, on an
unselfish and loving basis instead of cach wanting our own
way and, if we couldn’t have it, walking out on cach other.”
“Oh, well,” said the housewife, “we don't live that way here
and I don’t have resentments against anyone.”

Well, that was that. But as we were leaving we remembered
that another houscwife not far away had said that if any of the
mothers we called on would like to hear more about the
Oxford Group we could mect with them in her home and she
would provide a cup of tca. So we told our new friend and
invited her. But when we said the name you should have seen
her face. “I couldn’t go there,” she cried. “That is my sister-
in-law and I haven'’t spoken to her for eight years.” She did
not scem to think that was a resentment!

We finally becamec great friends and she and her sister-in-law
became reconciled, putting right all the wrong things they had
thought and said of cach other. Their changc affected the whole
strect and many homes became different.

This kind of thing happencd in various parts of the com-
munity and you began to fecl its effect. It did not please
everybody. Many people were suspicious of us because they
did not want to change.

In another home we called at, there was the father, mother
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ANYONE CAN CHANGE

unsclfishness and love. When she got home, she began to
think out what they mcant for herself. She told hersclf, “They
don’t apply to me. I am a very honest person. I don’t get into
debt and I do more than my share of giving to the church.”

She wasn’t quitc sure about the second standard, absolute
purity. She would leave that out.

“T am a most unselfish mother,” she said. “I do everything
for my family it is possible to do.”

Then she thought of the fourth standard, absolute love.
“Yes, [ am loving too.” But going out shopping the next
morning she seemed to hear something within her saying,
“Loving? What about your neighbours? Are you absolutely
loving to Mrs —?”" Then she realized she did not speak to her
ncighbours, not even to the one next door. She was the
daughter of a schoolmaster. She felt very superior and thought
it would be lowering her dignity to spcak to them.

Then she began to examine herself and found she was a
complete failure. She was pretending to be something she was
not living. She saw she was a dictator in her own home and
was very anxious about her eldest son who was not going just
the way she wanted him to.

She was always trying to make him do things her way and
he rebelled against it. One day she determined to ask if he had
any resentments against her. And he said, “Why yes, Mother,
lots.” And one was when she tried to force her will on him
which made him disagrecable, not only in the home but at
his work.

She asked his forgiveness and when all was clcared away
between them, together on their knees they gave their lives to
God, asking His forgiveness too.

She also apologized to her husband and to her younger son
for being a dictator. That home became a centre where all

53












ANYONE CAN CHANGE

anywhere telling others what to do rather than put their own
house in order.”

Then onc day in the spring of 1939 my son told me I had
been invited to America with a group of about a hundred.
They were to speak at a series of mass mectings in Madison
Square Garden in New York, Constitution Hall in Washington,
and the Hollywood Bowl, in Hollywood, California.

I must admit that the thought of going to America really
surprised me. For one thing I was afraid of the ocean. I always
had becn. Another thing, I didn’t know what the Americans
would be like, especially the women, and I thought I might
be afraid of them too. It would mean leaving my mother, who
was now quite old. It also meant lcaving my responsibilities
and many friends in East London. I thought perhaps Bill was
just teasing me, so I said, “Don’t be silly.”

“Well,” he said, “it isn’t silly. They want you over there to
help them and to tell about the work you have done in
England.” So I decided to go. I only had time to buy a hat.
What woman, young or old, would ever think of travelling
to America without a new hat! So I bought a Panama hat, as
I was told it would be a warm journcy and I should need
somcthing light on the boat.

It turned out to be a wonderful journey. I never once had to
stay in my cabin. I enjoyed the journey just as much or even
more than I would have a long train journey. Making this trip
took away my fears of the water and gave me a confidence I

had never had before.
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