PLAIN TRUTH

a magazine of understanding

VOLUME XXIII, NUMBER 8 AUGUST, 1958

Istanbul at sunset. The capital of the
Roman empire was transferred from
Rome to this city three centuries after
Christ by the Emperor Constantine.

The TWO CAPITALS
of Christendom
during the Middle Ages

Rome as it is seen today from the Vatican. Here the early bishops of Rome developed absolute power after the
capital of the Roman Empire was moved east. Against the exercise of this papal authority the Protestant reformers
stormed. Read in this issue the astounding facts of history that led to the Protestant Revolt!
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The Autobiography of
Herbert W. Armstrong

This ninth installment covers Mr. Armstrong’s marriage, military
training for World War |, draft board experience, unrecognized
call to the ministry and continued business experiences in

T WASs the night of May 13, 1917. 1
had fallen in love with an Iowa
girl, teacher in a one-room country

school.

We had been walking down the road-
side past the school, the Quaker church
and graveyard. I had told Loma Dillon
I was in love with her. But she appeared
shocked and bewildered -~ stammered
that she was not sure. The thought of
living in Chicago frightened her. Slowly
we walked back to the cross-roads coun-
try store owned by her father, over
which the Dillon family lived.

Since she was not sute of being in
love, I had said regretfully but firmly:
“In that case, Loma, I don't want to ever
see you again, unless, or until you find
that you, too, are in love.”

I exacted from her a promise to tele-
graph me one word—"YES"” or “"NO"—as
soon as she became sure of her own mind
and heart. I walked dejectedly toward
my aunt’s farm, a mile down the road,
There was no good-night kiss.

The Unspoken Answer

I bad no intention of returning to the
store at the cross-roads town called Mo-
tor. Bur next morning my Aunt Emma
Morrow found it necessaty to do some
shopping, and asked me if I would drive
her in their Model T Ford.

How my aunt maneuvered me into
the upstairs rooms I do not remember.
But I distinctly remember sitting on the
bed in a bedroom, my aunt in front of
me on a chair, and Loma Dillon sitting
beside me, with the box of old family
pictures on her lap.

What happened there is best de-
scribed in a letter which I wrote to
Loma a year and a day later from Water-
loo, Jowa, addressing her as my wife. I
have discovered it in o%r box of old fam-
ily pictures. You'll find it reproduced on
the opposite page in my own handwrit-

Chicago.
ing, dated May 15th, 1918.

Not a word was spoken at the mo-
ment. But of course Loma and I knew
I had received the unspoken answer. She
was now sure. And the following morn-
ing, waiting at the depot for the train
to take me to Des Moines, we agreed we
were engaged to be married.

Actually, I had never proposed—that
is, in so many words, We simply agreed
that we were engaged.

The Cloud of War

But even the happiness of knowing
we were in love and engaged to be mar-
ried was clouded by the war. The United
States had been drawn into World War
I, declaring war on Germany April 6,
just five weeks and four days before we
were engaged. It had left my future
gravely in doubt.

Immediately after the declaration of
war, or as soon as the call went out for
voluntaty enlistments for the Officers’
Training Camp at Ft. Sheridan, Illinois,
I had applied for entrance.

The Army did not have a fraction of
the needed number of commissioned
officers. It was impossible for West
Point to graduate the required number
quickly. To meet the emergency, Officers’
Training Camps were set up immediately
at various locations. Intensive rush
training had to be given to qualified
applicants in time to provide officers to
train draftees and volunteer soldiers in
the large cantonments all over the coun-
try as soon as they could be built.

To qualify for admission to an Offi-
cers’ Training Camp, a candidate was re-
quired to be a college graduate or its
equivalent. Lacking a degree, the equiv-
alent had to be testified to by three men
of known prominence. I was very proud
to be able to obtain a letter from Arthur
Reynolds, President of Chicago’s largest
bank, the Continental & Commercial

National (now the Continental-Illinois
National ), saying he had been personal-
ly acquainted with me for several years
(I knew him when he was President
of the Des Moines National before he
went to Chicago) and considered that
I had acquired considerably more than
the equivalent of a college education.
I obtained similar letters from an official
of Halsey-Stuart Company, prominent
investment bankers, and from my friend
Ralph G. Johnson, manager of the Chi-
cago office of the Merchants Trade Jour-
nal.

Immediately 1 purchased an army
officers’ military manual and began to
study. Also T enrolled in a drill class
organized for preliminary training of
officer candidates at one of the armories.
But as an army officer [ was certainly a
“green-horn” as evidenced by the snap-
shot of Ralph Johnson and me patriot-
ically trying to salute in front of the
Hotel Del Prado, where we both lived.
I had not yet learned that a soldier must
keep his heels together.

Attempting to Be an Army Officer

I successfully passed the physical ex-
amination, and received notice that I
had been accepted for admission, with
orders to report at Ft. Sheridan on a
definite date, which I do not now re-
member.

Then a few days before I was to enter
camp, a second notice came. It advised
me that in the last minute rush the
Army had received six times as many
applications as it could accept, and con-
sequently first choice had been given to
those with previous military experience,
and secondly, to the taller men. I was
only five feet six and a half inches—
average height in those days. The notice
expressed great appreciation by the gov-
ernment for my patriotism, but regret-
fully notified me that I could not now
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be accepted. However, T was advised
that I might apply for enlistment in
the second session after graduation of
the first, some three months later.

Immediately I applied for entrance
into the second Officers’ Training Camp.
Again I was accepted, and notified to
report on a definite date. But again, at
the last minute, an overflow of applica-
tions by men of previous military ex-
perience or taller men crowded me out.

I applied for admission in the Quat-
termasters’ Corps, feeling that if I could
not enter the army as an officer, I could
serve better in its business department
than as a private. But here again the
rush of men enlisting was too great, and
this department was already filled to
capacity.

“Well,” I said in some disappoint-
ment, “I've tried. Now I'm going to let
them throw a rope around my neck in
the draft and come and get me.”

Meanwhile, as related above, Loma
and I became engaged on May 15¢h,

The Marriage Problem of Every War

And immediately we faced the age-
old problem that always has confronted
engaged couples in time of war. Many
of my readers also faced this same prob-
lem, either in World War I, World War
II, or the Korean war. Those of you who
have will understand.

I felt that our marriage should be
postponed until after the war, as most
men feel at such times. Loma wanted
to be married before I donned a uni-
form—as girls in love usually do.

Our arguments will bring back mem-
ories to those of you who also fell in
love in time of war.

“Suppose,” I argued—as perhaps mil-
lions of men have argued—"I should be
seriously wounded, and come home crip-
pled for life. I wouldn’t want you to be
tied for life to a disabled man. And
then you'd never be free to marry an-
other.”

“I would never want to marry anyone
else,” she countered. “And if you should
come home crippled or disabled, then
more than ever I would want to be your
wife to help you. But if we were not
already married, you'd be too proud to
marry me then—you'd think I was
marrying you out of pity, and you'd re-
fuse. So I want to be your wife before
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Photographic reproduction of Mr. Armstrong’s letter to his wife on anni-
versary of their engagement, describing how they became engaged.

you go into the army.”

“Yes, but I might even be killed in
action, and then you'd be a widow. I
would rather leave you still single and
free to fall in love with someone else.”

“If you should be killed,” came her
immediate answer, “then 1 would want
to be your widow. And as for falling in
love with anyone else, you look here,
Herbert Armstrong! Do you think yox
could fall in love with some other girl?”

“No, of course not!” I replied.

Around and around we went. As fast
as I could think of another reason for
waiting unti] after the war, she coun-
tered with a ready answer. We simply
could not agree.

Finally, “Tell you what I'll do,” I
concluded. “I will take our problem to
the chairman of my draft board. He is
a college professor, Prof. J. Paul Goode
of the University of Chicago.”
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Her wedding day. A picture of Mr.

Armstrong’s bride, loma Dillon,
taken in Jackson Park, Chicago, the
morning of their wedding day.

One of my strongest arguments
against pre-war marriage had been the
fact that thousands were getting married
to escape the draft. At the outset of
World War I, married men were not
being drafted. Those who married to
escape the draft became contemptuous-
ly referred to as “slackers.” I did not
want to be called a “slacker.” I was sure
that Dr. Goode would advise me no?
to marry prior to war service.

Accordingly, as soon as I returned to
Chicago, I sought and obtained an inter-
view with Dr. Goode. He listened atten-
tively, asked questions, got all the facts.
Then he surprised me by advising me
to marry Miss Dillon at once.

It is, of course, difficult to remember
many details and dates of such events
after forty-one years. But a letter dated
to my mother (now ninety-two and still
enjoying life) then in Weiser, Idaho,
partially reproduced on the next page,
brings much vividly to memory.

This letter was written Friday night,
July 20th. The first drawings of draft
numbers, to determine by lot which men
would be called to camp first, had taken
place in Washington, D.C. that morn-
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ing. My registration number was 1858.
It was one of the earliest numbers drawn.
I wrote that I figured I would be among
the first 80,000 men drafted in the en-
tire country. And since an army of some
four million was actually put into serv-
ice, it was apparent that I would be
called to training camp on the very first
group.

It appeared, however, that due to
delays in building and equipping the
training camps the first contingent
would not be sent to camp before Oc-
tober 1st.

I had been out to Motor, Iowa, visit-
ing Loma on this trip and now was on
my way back to Chicago. However, on
getting this news of my early draft, I
stated in this letter: “This is Friday
night, so 1 am going back to Motor
early in the morning, to spend Saturday
and Sunday with Loma. It’s getting hard-
er to remain away from her, someway,
and I can't return to Chicago now with-
out another visit. Loma still wants to
be married before 1 go (into service).
I have put up every possible objection to
it I could think of, and they are numer-
ous, but she brushes them all aside, says
she has considered them all and still
wants to (be married first).”

We Set the Date

Next morning Loma and her father
mect me at the depot with their Ford
car. 1 had given her, by long distance
telephone, the news of the draft. For the
first time she was not beautiful. She was
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sobbing. Leaning her head on my
shoulder, her tears dripping down my
chest, she sobbed that she wanted to
be matried before I went to camp.

What man is strong enough to resist
a woman’s tears?

My Aunt Emma had been on her side.
Professor Goode had been on her side.
And her tears were on her side. 1 was
unanimously outvoted—for this swung
even me over on her side—and I ac-
quiesced, as I suppose men have done
in such circumstances ever since Adam
and Eve.

We decided to be married as soon as
possible. She needed a week to make
all preparations to come to Chicago. I
needed a week to locate a place for us
to live. It was now July 21st. My twenty-
fifth birchday was the 31st. We decided
she was to be the finest birthday present
of my life.

Sunday night I caught the sleeper in
Des Moines for Chicago. Loma spent a
busy week sewing and preparing. The
minister’s wife gave a shower for her,
attended by nearly everyone in the
neighborhood. Mrs. Gertie Shoemaker,
mother of one of her first grade little
girls, Irene, worked steadily with Loma,
sewing, all that week. She is still one of
Mrs. Armstrong’s best friends, whom
she visits whenever she is in lowa—and
that litdle first-grade daughter of Mrs.
Shoemaker is today herself the mother
of a fifteen-year-old daughter, Mary Kay.

Meanwhile, in Chicago, I had suc-
ceeded in renting a nicely furnished

Spring of 1917. War had been declared. Mr. Armstrong and Ralph Johnson
amateurishly salute before entrance of Hotel Del Prado. They were expecting
soon to be drafted.
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apartment for six weeks from a family
going away on vacation. It was located
on the North side on Wilson Avenue,
between the Evanston “L” line and the
lake.

The Wedding Day

On Monday, July 30th, Loma, ac-
companied by her father and step-
mother (her own mother had died when
she was twelve), did her final shopping
in Des Moines, and boarded the night
sleeper for Chicago. We had arranged
for her to leave the train at suburban
Englewood station, and I was to meet
her there.

She will never let me forget that I
was ten Or fifteen minutes late in arriv-
ing. Never having been in so large a
city before, she was frightened. She
telephoned my office, but I was on an
“L” train enroute to meet her. One of
the faults I have had to battle to over-
come most of my life is being a little
late. T have jokingly said that when I
die they could put on the tombstone
“The Late Mr. Armstrong’~—provided
they would add: “But he always arrived!”
Burt joking aside, if I have arrived late
a good many times, I hope my readers
will follow my advice rather than my
example, and cultivate the Aabit of
punctuality. GOD is always precisely on
time—never late! Follow His example!

I was imbued with the advertising
man’s flare for first impressions. In those
days I felt very proud of Chicago. I
always enjoyed showing visitors the
BIGGEST or the LARGEST of everything—
the largest stockyards in the world, the
largest store, the largest theatre (until
New York built bigger). I wanted my
bride's first glimpse of Chicago’s “Loop”
to be the impressive Grant Park view,
overlooking Michigan Boulevard. So I
took her on an “L” train over to the
Illinois Central commuter train in Jack-
son Park, thence to the “I.C.” commuter
station in downtown Grant Park.

We walked thru Chicago’s “Loop,”
up to my office, where by this time I
was sharing a private office with another
tenant; then a block north on Clark
Street to the County Building and the
Marriage License Bureau, where we ob-
tained our marriage license.

We had lunch at the then most fa-
mous Chinese restaurant in Chicago,
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Reproduction of letter from Mr. Armstrong to his mother from Burlington,
lowa, July 20th, 1917.

King Joy Lo’s. We went back out to
Jackson Park on the South Side, took
some camera pictures, then to the Hotel
Del Prado where I had lived for nearly
two years. I asked Miss Lucy Cunning-
ham, the 70-year-old most popular “girl”
in residence at the Del Prado, to ac-
company us as a witness to the marriage
ceremony. She took Loma to her room
for a little relaxing rest and freshening
up. Then we three walked a short dis-
tance to the residence of Dr. Gilkey,
pastor of the Hyde Park Baptist Church.
I much admired his preaching.

I had made arrangements before-
hand for the wedding at the home of
Dr. Gilkey. He had been unexpectedly
called out of the city. But his father-in-
law, a Dr. Brown, pastor of the Qak
Park Baptist Church, was on hand to
perform the ceremony. Dr. Brown was
a very handsome and distinguished

Ay . v rATe

appearing elderly man. Mrs. Gilkey was
the second witness.

And so, in what I have always felt
was the nicest simple little wedding
ceremony I have ever seen, with only
the five people present, we were mat-
ried for the remainder of our natural
lives, and I placed the wedding ring
on her finger and kissed my own darling
wife.

I myself have since officiated at so
many weddings I have long since lost
count of the number—some of them
somewhat more elaborate, with many
guests—some as plain and simple as
our own. But somehow I have always
felt there is no nicer wedding than a
plain, simple ceremony without osten-
tation of formal dress, with only the
minister and two witnesses present. I
think it is usually the brides’ mothers
who engineer the lavish weddings.
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In any event, we were not married,
as so many deluded people are today,
“till dévorce do us part;” but “till DEATH
do us part”—and 1 sincerely hope God
will grant that that may not happen
until Christ comes to call us to meet
Him in the air!

The Draft Classification

Our first home together seemed to us
to be a very lovely apartment. Of course
we were to have it only about six weeks,
but it was nice while it lasted. It had
to substitute for a honeymoon. The
beach was only about two blocks down
Wilson Avenue. We spent many hours
there.

Upon return of the people from
whom we rented the apartment, we
stayed on in the bedroom we had occu-
pied a few days. A friend of theirs, a
desk clerk at Hotel Sherman, was look-
ing for temporary tenants on a simi-
lar basis. His wife and child were to be
gone a month. He kept one room for
himself, and rented the rest of the apart-
ment to us for the month. Then we
moved to a single bedroom of an apart-
ment occupied by a Mrs. Brookhart in
the same general North Side neighbor-
hood, where we had dining room and
kitchen privileges at times when Mrs.
Brookhart was not using them. By this
time we knew that we were to become
parents.

It was about this time, probably late
September, that the draft boards had
their questionnaires ready for filling out.
There was a question as to matriage
status, whether there were children or
a pregnancy; and also a question re-
garding religious affiliation. 1 wrote
down “Quaker,” but realizing the
Quakers were being granted exemption
as conscientious objectors, I wrote in the
words: “I do not ask for exemption be-
cause of Church affiliation.”

I was still expecting to go to army
camp as soon as the camps were ready.
But no call came, and a few weeks later
I received my draft classification card.
Dr. Goode had personally marked it
“Class IV, Noncombatant,” probably be-
cause he remembered I had gotten mar-
ried on his personal advice, with no
intention of evading the draft. Actually,
I think now that I was being providen-
tially protected from military service

The PLAIN TRUTH

for the work to which I was later to be
called.

During these days, and the years to
follow, Mrs. Armstrong also was being
trained, in ways we did not then realize,
for her part in the Great Commission
to come later. I have mentioned that I
sold advertising space by first writing
the copy and selling that. Always these
ads were carefully gone over with my
wife before submitting them to pro-
spective advertisers. The surveys made
were discussed and planned with her
active patticipation. From the time of
marriage, we have always been partners
in my work. We have worked as a team.
When the call came for the ministry,
we were called together as a team. Today
Mrs. Armstrong carries very responsible
duties perhaps unrealized by radio
listeners.

I remember her saying, not many days
after we were married: “They say a
wife either makes or breaks her husband.
Well, watch me make mine!” But do
not receive the impression that she
“wears the pants” in our family. She
is a woman of purpose, of ideas, vision,
resourcefulness and great initiative. But
the responsibility of being head of the
family has been mine, and I have not
been too timid to assume it. God made
woman to be her husband’s HELPER,
and that is precisely what the wife God
provided for me has always been.

An Emergency Call

About one o'clock one afternoon a
telephone call came from my wife. It
was a desperate emergency call. She
was sobbing so that she could hardly
walk. “Something terrible has happened,”
she said between sobs. “Hurry! Come
home quick!”

“What's happened?” I asked.

She couldn’t tell me, over the tele-
phone.

“Just hurry home—qgwick! Oh, i's
terrible! HURRY!”

I ran full speed to the elevator, and
out to the street below, where I hailed
a cab. No time to take the “L” train.
I asked the cab driver to rush full speed
to our address.

Dashing up the stairs two steps at a
time, I ran into our room and took my
sobbing wife in my arms.

“What on earth 75 it?” I demanded.
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Then she told me, still sobbing. She
had lost faith in two women!

“Those women told dirty stories!”
she stammered.

She had been introduced to an elderly
woman by the people of the second
apartment we had occupied after mar-
riage. She had seemed such a kindly,
nice old lady. My wife had gone to visit
with her several times.

On this particular day, this lady was
entertaining my wife and one other
woman at luncheon. These two women
began to tell dirty stories and laugh at
them. Mrs. Armstrong was shocked. She
had never heard that kind of language
come from the mouth of a woman be-
fore. She was horrified! Manners or no
manners, she suddenly excused herself,
and ran from the woman's apartment,
She continued running all the way to
our room and immediately called me,

I looked at my innocent, naive, trust-
ing little wife incredulously!

“Is that all!” I exploded, almost
speechless. “Look here, Loma! Do you
mean to tell me you called me away
from an important business conference,
and caused me to waste cab fare all the
way out here, for nothing more serious
than that?”

My sweet, trusting little wife was so
broken up at having to lose faith in
people that I found it necessary to
remain with her the rest of the day. We
took a long walk out Sheridan Road,
and probably then went to a movie to
get her mind off of it.

The disillusionment she experienced
in Chicago caused her a great deal of
suffering. She learned that many if not
most people in a great metropolitan city
become hard, suspicious, selfish, more
mechanical than human.

It is difficult for many people to
learn the lesson of God’s teaching:
“Put NOT your trust in princes, nor
in the son of MAN” (Ps. 146:3). “Thus
saith the FEternal; cursed be the man
that trusteth in man” (Jer. 17:5). We
are commanded to have patience, char-
ity, LOVE toward man, but to put our
FAITH in GOD. Then we shall not be
disappointed.

The Unrecognized Call

The first call to God’s ministty came
(Please continue on page 18)
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at just this time, while we were living
in this single room in Mrs. Brookhart’s
apartment. But neither of us recognized
it then, Let me say here that becoming
a Minister of Jesus Christ was the very
last thing I would have sought. The
idea would have been both embarrassing
and repugnant. Even when I began to
be conscious of the calling, years later,
the impulsive reaction was to run the
other way, like Jonah.

One night my wife had a dream so
vivid and impressive it overwhelmed
and shook her tremendously. It was so
realistic it seemed more like a vision.
For two or three days afterward every-
thing else seemed unreal—as if in a
daze—and only this extraordinary dream
seemed real.

In her dream she and I were crossing
the wide intersection, a few blocks from
our room, where Broadway diagonally
crosses Sheridan Road. Suddenly there
appeared an awesome sight in the sky
above. It was a dazzling spectacle—the
sky filled with thousands of white birds.
People by hundreds came running into
this broad intersection, looking up at
the strange phenomenon. As the birds
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descended, they funnelled into a vortex;
and then, as they descended nearer she
saw that they were angels. And in the
center of the narrowing vortex, bright
as the sun, appeared to be Christ, de-
scending directly toward the spot where
we were standing. A vast multitude of
eyes were on us, as this brilliant Per-
sonage slowly descended toward us.

“Oh, it's the second coming of
Christ!” she thought. Then suddenly she
became frantic at the thought that I
would not be caught up with her to
meet Christ in the air, for I had been
neglecting Church and the religious as-
pect of life. The brilliant central Per-
sonage descended to the pavement be-
side us, and to her astonishment placed
one arm around her, and the other
around me. I had not been left out.
She was relieved, but trembling.

“Oh—you've come for us!” Mrs.
Armstrong managed to gasp.

“Not yet,” was the reply, “but soon.
Meanwhile, I have need of you"—with
His arms around us both. Then the
scene changed, and she saw that the
Personage was an angel, and we were
all sitting on a bench. Suddenly the thing
uppermost in Mrs. Armstrong’s mind
was the fact that I had developed the
“movie habit"—spending many hours
a week in movie theatres. She asked the
angel if this was a sin.

Mrs. Armstrong, a few days after marriage, in mound of sand on Lake
Michigan beach at end of Wilson Avenue, Chicago. The Armstrongs’ first
home was only two blocks from here.

August, 1958

“I have other things for you to do,”
came the answer. Then the angel and
the whole spectacle seemed to vanish,
and she awakened, shaken and wonder-
ing!

In the morning, she told me of her
dream. I was embarrassed. I didn’t want
to think about it, yet I was afraid to
totally dismiss it. I thought of a logical
way to evade it myself, and still solve
it.

“Why don't you tell it to the minister
of the church up on the corner,” I sug-
gested, “and ask him whether it means
anything.”

With that, I managed to put it out
of my mind.

Let me say here that in about 99,999
times out of 100,000, when people think
Gop is speaking to them in a dream
or vision in this day and age, it is pure
imagination, or some form of self-
hypnotism or self-deception. I have only
come to believe that this dream was a
bona-fide call from God in the light of
subsequent events.

Do not hastily ascribe a dream to
God. True, God has spoken to His own
chosen servants by this means of com-
munication. But most dreams mean
nothing. And false prophets have misled
people by telling false dreams, repre-
senting their dreams to be the Word of
God (Jeremiah 23, where God says, “1
am against prophers who recount lying
dreams, leading my people astray with
their lies and their empty pretensions,
though I never sent them, never com-
missioned them”—verse 32 Moffart
translation ).

Certainly I did not at the time ascribe
this dream to God. It made me feel 2
little uncomfortable at the time, and I
was anxious to forget it—which I did
for some years. I was twenty-five at the
time. God left me to my own ways for
five more years. But at age thirty, He
began to deal with me in no uncertain
terms, and from that time every business
or money-making venture I attempted
was turned into utter defeat.

In the next installment we come to
the final cross-roads—where business
after business was swept away from
under my feet—where God was actively
intervening, chastising, humbling, taking
me from the business wotld, drawing
me toward His Great Commission.



