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Greetings Distributed 
The Hospital Ministry group became involved in another social service 
activity. The Buzza Cardoza greeting card company became estab-
lished in Los Angeles and offered to turn over their discontinued items 
to us for distribution to hospitals, sanitariums, orphanages and cor-
rectional institutions. (It seemed a curious coincidence that as a young 
apprentice artist I had worked on their cards when they, and I, were 
located in Minneapolis.) Here was a new channel of service for the 
group. The cards and envelopes had to be sorted out for size and sub-
ject. It gave needed volunteer employment to scores of senior men and 
women, and brought cheer to thousands who received the greetings. 
Inspired by this project, a local automobile distributor donated a 
delivery truck to the church, which facilitated many other activities as 
well. 

A Scriptural Revelator 
I was sitting at my study desk one summer day in 1948, trying to 
decide what subject to feature in our next study courses when I felt so-
meone's eyes upon me. Looking up I saw, framed in the open door-
way, a stalwart man of perhaps sixty, with swarthy complexion and 
Semitic features. I recognized him at once from his picture on the 
cover of his book Gospel Light. Some twenty years earlier Lowell 
Fillmore had called my attention to a feature article about his book, 
My Neighbor Jesus, that had appeared in one of the Hearst papers. 

"I 'm George Lamsa," he announced. "Are you Ernest Wilson?" 
"Yes. What a pleasure to meet you. Please come in and tell me 

what brings you here." 
He was, I recalled, a native Assyrian, born and reared in the land 

from which Abraham had migrated to Palestine. His people, isolated 
for many centuries, had preserved the Aramaic language and most of 
the customs that were current in the time of Jesus. 

He had just completed a visit as house guest to some local sup-
porters of his work, and they had suggested that he contact me before 
returning to New York. "They tell me you have the greatest 
metaphysical work on the West Coast," he remarked. 

"That opinion might be challenged. But I must have a visit with 
you, have my associates meet you. Can you have lunch with us?" 

He could, and the four of us had an animated conversation which 
culminated in his giving a series of six Friday evening registered classes 
concerning Bible mysteries and Bible meaning. 
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As plans proceeded he ventured a suggestion. "Perhaps you'd 
like to have a few copies of my books available for your students?" 

"By all means. How many books have you written?" 
"Three are available." 
"Fine! Let's start off with an order for three hundred copies of 

each." 
He seemed astonished at the order. He confessed that he had been 

thinking of perhaps a dozen. But his unexpected and timely ap-
pearance just as I was seeking guidance as to what our next featured 
course should be, seemed such a striking answer to prayer that I was 
confident it would be a great success. It was. 

The attendance at those sessions never fell below 1200, and we 
had to place repeat orders for his books. 

At Lowest Ebb, Deliverance 

Doctor Lamsa was a controversial figure, a kind of "voice crying in 
the wilderness." Some of his translations, derived from the Aramaic 
version of the Bible, were so revealing that they won ready acceptance 
from students; others provoked question and argument; but all of 
them made us think. They deepened rather than lessened our interest 
in Scripture. His visit—and subsequent ones—did a lot for us. 

They did something very special for him, too, so he told me. They 
helped him renew his resolve to persist in his mission. His fortunes and 
his spirit had been at lowest ebb on that morning when he came to my 
study door, when he had felt overwhelmed by the resistance of 
Western scholars to the Eastern (Aramaic) text. The warm and en-
thusiastic response of our congregation seemed like "a sign" to him. 
Moreover it led to engagements in other New Thought groups 
throughout the country and encouraged the publication of his transla-
tion of the entire Bible. I have three autographed gift copies; one, 
bound in red leather, is the Oral Roberts edition. 

Doctor Lamsa confided to me his desire to teach at Unity School. 
He was not invited to do so until the late sixties, with excellent 
response from ministerial students and the public. His collection of 
rare manuscripts and memorabilia which was displayed during his 
tenure are still, at this writing, awaiting final disposition following his 
transition. 


