THE QUEST OF OUR LIVES:
If our viking ancestors were able to revisit the scene of their adventures, their mouths would be agape at our material comforts. But they would wonder even more, I think, at us. Why, with every possible and to them incredible means of wellbeing and security, are we so obviously and desperately distrustful of life and ourselves ? What, they would wonder, has happened to man since he crossed " perilous seas forlorn " in search of unknown continents. What has become of that joy in testing his prowess against the forces of adversity.
The courage of our ancestors had its source in a matter of fact acceptance of success and failure. Tribulation and happiness as the ordained pattern to which a man must fashion himself, relying on his God and his own inner steadfastness. To them life was a testing ground. How they stood the test, showed their mettle, not the number and prosperity of their days.
In those days men of worth did not fly from misfortune.
We very differently, have been brought up in the tradition if not the reality, of happiness and security. We regard both as a birthright. So that when danger and disaster overtake us we either camouflage our failure by some neurosis or we turn to meet the enemy bravely enough but with a feeling of shocked bewilderment, as though a totally unexpected and unreasonable wrong had been inflicted upon us. In the years of the depression men who had lost nothing but their money threw themselves out of their office windows.
But security is and always was, an illusion. Life, as our ancestors zestfully  realised, is a great adventure or it  is a mere process of vegetation and decay. The way I look at it is: " I have been put here to solve problems, If I had no problems, I could only suppose that I was considered not fit to solve them."
Fortunately for us, this is still an age of limitless problems, of very real and deadly fears. Can we regain that joy in adventure, that high-hearted acceptance of its price which gave our predecessors not only the courage to endure but to endure zestfully and gallantly ? What can we learn from life that will sustain us through new vicissitudes and through the dark adventure ahead.
A greater menace even than the atomic bomb is, on the one hand the feeling  that material things can satisfy our unrest and unhappiness and - on the other hand, the fear of living, the consequent flight from responsibility, the belief that an individual's incapacity to deal with
 his limitless,
threatening universe may be assuaged in mass organisation.
I remember reading about the Nazi youth who said " we Germans are so happy we are free of freedom." They meant that they no longer had to make their own decisions or even think their own thoughts. They have no doubt, long since paid cruelly for their illusion.
I remember too, reading about the young communists in Russia who proclaimed proudly: " It doesn’t matter how we suffer now. One day every Russian will have a car in his garage, a radio in his home, all the food he can eat. And he won't have to work more than two hours a week for it."
It was no use telling him that we have a car and radio and all we wanted to eat - and it hasn’t solved all our problems.
The individual even if he be fascist or communist, in the final issue must stand alone to battle with himself, his personal relations, his own suffering and death. No "ism" can do our living for us. Instead, we must accept life for what it actually is - a challenge to our quality without which we should never know of what stuff we are made, or grow to our full stature.
Like so many of us, I am not dogmatically religious. But I have faith in God. I think nobly of the human soul, I believe in it because I have experienced its reality. Sometimes when things are going badly I have remembered that other self within me who is neither defenceless nor afraid.
The way to this citadel is closed to the cheat, the liar, the tyrant, the self-seeker. It is closed to us whenever we wavered from an absolute code of honour and decency. We cannot reach it except when we stand on the firm ground of moral integrity. We betray ourselves with every intolerant or dishonest act. This citadel is within all men and women of goodwill, to find it is an individual quest the most urgent , significant of our lives.
We can march out of our invulnerable self, all banners flying, to take risks, seize opportunity with strong hands, meet change with willing adaptability. We shall be often hurt, we cannot escape sorrow or pain and disappointment. But like death itself they will have lost their sting. Our heads may be bloodied, they will not be bowed.
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