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e We Go Vo Press

Folklore of all nations and times have a common kernel of truth, Traced
to their origin by Glenn Clark (p. 1) in his posthumous book Ged’s Voice in the
Folklore, they reveal the truths that Jesus taught. Although the title suggests
a child’s book it is definitely for the adult. . . . Happiness can be woven from
flimsy material. Genieva B. Pawling (p. 6) tells of the outgoing love of a Pied
Piper lady. . . . Man’s humanity to man can be found in everyday living as
told by Dee Pierson (p. 11). . . . Do you sometimes feel that your job is un-
worthy of you? Ginny Anderson (p. 13) tells how to harvest rich experience by
accepting the given assignment, The pastor of the First Methodist church
of Grundy, Va., Thomas H. Roach (p 17) draws an analogy between swimming
aond prayer. . We like to think that our job is a part of God's plan and
Duane Valentry (p 19) tells of a unique group whose dedicated work brings us
joy. . Ecumenical is a word common in the religious press these days. H. W.
Robmson (p. 26) expresses his satisfaction with things as they are. . . ..Seldom
can we offer a true picture of European royalty. Maurice Moyal (p. 29), a favorite
on these pages, has given us a charming personal glimpse of Frederika of
Greece. . . . We live life not only for today but for the years to come. We can
maoke a bank account for future health and happiness and how to do it is
well told by Kenneth Hildebrand (p. 37). . . . We have already presented the
views of one who is satisfied with church division as it is. Ted Van Arsdol (p.42)
believes the answer to harmony in small, new communities is unity of worship

. Favorable press notices do not always bring lasting satisfaction. Aubrey B.
Haines (p, 47) tells about a famous stage and screen actor who found his deepest
joy in ministering to the Indians of the Northwest, using his dramatic ability to
interpret his message. . . . Sometimes we need to take a closer look at the
hazardous and courageous lives of our Christian missionaries. We are com-
placent about supporting them financially when we should be more grateful to
them for the responsibility they assume. Mary H. Streeter (p.51) makes some of
these things come alive. . . . Did you vote in the last election, local or national,
and did you vote intelligently? The future of our nation depends on an educated
electorate, a people dedicated to an understanding of the structure of our
country and a knowledge of those for whom we vote. Such an experiment is
being undertaken by an organization in New York, and Agnes Curtis (p. 53) tells
us of its aims and accomplishments, . . . Dedication and the name of Merrell
Vories are practically synonymous. This American who took on Japanese
citizenship and name (Hitotsuyanagi) (p. 59) to minister fully to his adopted
people tells us of his complete faith in prayer.
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(. “Some of the greatest lessons I ever learned came from fairy stories.”

God’s Voice in the Folklore

Glenn Clark
I Make Some Great Discoveries*

EARS AGO I stumbled up-
jl on a secret. Just as the
greatest treasures of the

Universe are secreted in the depth
of earth—coal, iron, gold, and
precious stones—great treasures of
truth and wisdom are also secreted in
the qualities of the heart and mind.
More than that—they are secreted
in the deep subconscious of the race.
Years ago this was impressed upon
me when my little son asked his
mother to tell him a story. She of-
fered to read him one, but he would
not be put off—he wanted a fresh
new story right from her lips. Find-
ing there was no other way out she
took him lovingly into her lap and
began:

“"Once there were six little boys
who went out on a dark night to
keep Halloween. They had kept it
so many years that all the old ways
bored them. They had chalked win-
dows, carried off gates, upset garbage

cans, let air out of tires, had, in
short, done all the old exciting things
that little boys thought Halloween
stood for.

“ ‘Let's keep Halloween in a dif-
ferent way,” said one. ‘Here is old
Mr. Mount, whose gate needs fix-
ing, and Mr. Stegner, whose front
yard is full of leaves, and Mr. Car-
penter, whose garage door needs
mending.’

* ‘Hurray!" they all shouted and
started off on a run.”

My wife was the last person in
the world I would ever dream could
make up a story. But this story ran
on and on. Every little detail was
fascinating to the little boy, and
for months, possibly years, it was the
story he wanted her to tell over and
over again. "“Tell me, Mother, about
the six little boys that kept Hallow-
een.” The climax of the story, of
course, came when the various neigh-
bors opened their doors the morning

Foreword to book God’s Veice m the Folklore, Macalester Park Publishing Co., 1571

Grand Ave., St. Paul 5, Minn.
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after Halloween to find that good
fairies had worked wonders while
they slept.

Years before that incident when
his sister, Helen May, begged me
to tell her a fairy story, I picked her
up and stood holding her before an
upstairs mirror.

“Look in there,” I said, ** and then
raise your right hand. See, it is your
left hand in the mirror. Now I will
do the same. Can you believe it?
Everything in the mirror is the exact
opposite of everything outside. So
even names in there must be back-
wards to what they are out here. That
is little May Helen in there looking
at us with her daddy, Mr. Clack
Glenn,

“Now let's you and me step
through the looking glass in imag-
ination and you can then give May
Helen a good hug and I will shake
hands with Mr. Clark Glenn. Then
we will all four go down the stairs
and find the house has been changed
around, too. Where there was an
old chair there will be a new chair.
But don’t let’s stay in the house. In
the front yard our two big oak trees,
instead of being filled with hard,
brown acorns, fit only for squirrels,
are filled with soft chocolate drops,
fit for nice little girls, and the elm
trees on the parkway will shake down
dates and figs.”

It grew into quite a story—no
limits when your imagination gets out
of its rationalizing straight jacket

and into the romantic realm of “let's
believe.”

But this didn't fascinate my
daughter like the six boys who kept
Halloween fascinated my son. I
finally concluded that it was be-
cause the Halloween story stressed
the doing and giving, which children
like, rather than merely the getting.
One thing the stories had in com-
mon—both took situations as they
were and put them in reverse. Isn't
that what Heaven may sometime
prove to be?

Years later, when my three chil-
dren were grown, the television pre-
sented a charming little play called
“Angels With Amnesia.” It told
of an angel who came to earth on a
mission and in a traffic accident re-
ceived a blow on the head that made
him forget that he was an angel.
Not until the end of the play was
his true identity discovered. This
particularly impressed me because for
a long time I had come to the con-
clusion that all of us are angels suf-
fering from amnesia. All of our
troubles stem from the fact that we
have forgotten our true identity. We
go about the world oblivious of our
divine origin. Whatever is the bump
that causes this amnesia, it usually
requires a staggering blow to wake
us up out of our amnesia.

Some of the greatest lessons I
ever learned came from fairy stories.
And the simpler and more childlike
the narrator the better the story. My
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wife, unlearned in the short story
art, told a more inspiring narrative
than I did, who was a teacher of the
short story art. I can't tell as good
stories now as when I was a little
child.

My brother, Page, and I spent our
childhood, like Peter Pan, in fairy-
story land. I feel constrained to tell
of one of our fairy tales because it
came welling up within us with such
force and recurred so often that I
know it was not something that was
made, but something that was
“born.” The great tales of fairy-
land are symbols of our own subcon-
scious nature—allegories of truths
too profound for words. They lie
deep in the race, even as coal and
gas lie in the understrata of the
earth. When a man digs up coal
on his land he does not claim that
he made it. Neither should a man
who discovers a fairy story lying
deep in his subconscious mind claim
that he created it. It was already
there. It merely awaited someone to
dig deep enough to bring it forth.
For instance, the legend of The
Sleeping Beauty, a legend which re-
curs in every land, is the allegory of
the awakening of the soul.

This fairy tale of Page's and mine
was a living legend—how it ever
escaped the collection of Hans Chris-
tian Andersen or of the Brothers
Grimm I do not know. The story
centered around the discovery of the
Island of the Soul. Boylike we called

it something else. But what is an -
island separated from the mainland
by a body of water but a symbol
of the subconscious mind of man in
which is hidden all the mysteries of
the race consciousness? Once we
find that island, untold wealth of
mind, body, and soul is surely ours.

Upon this island we found three
races of people—strange people,
looking much like other people, save
that one-third of them were yellow,
one-third red, and one-third brown.
We found this color division very
convenient later when we started il-
lustrating their battles with our lit-
tle box of crayons. Each of the
three groups had one marvelous, un-
explainable gift, and all three of
the gifts were different. The yellow
men could see a mile as distinctly as
they could see an inch, and what is
more, when we put a gun in their
hands we discovered that they could
hit a fly on a tree a mile away. The
brown men were tough as iron. No
bullet or explosive could penetrate
their skin. And finally, the redskins
could run like the wind.

None of these three tribes had
ever seen a white man, and upon the
arrival of my brother and me they
accepted us as though we were gods.
They at once made me king and my
brother  general-in-chief of the
armies. Immediately we set about
to organize three hundred chosen
men for some great and wonderful
exploits. On the ship which had
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brought us, which, by the way, had
foundered on a reef just out of sight
of the island, were plenty of guns to
arm a hundred yellow men whose
eyesight and aim were so extraor-
dinarily accurate; and a hundred
swords to give to the browns, and
plenty of ropes to give to the reds.

After we got our three hundred
men well trained, a world war broke
out, in which Russia and Germany
were marching upon helpless little
France, Belgium and England with
intent to conquor the world. (By
what strange precognition could two
little boys in 1894 catch the vibra-
tions of the approaching footsteps of
Nazism and Communism?)

We arrived in France on our re-
conditioned ship with our three
hundred undauntable supermen one
late afternoon in the month of May.

“What can you do with three
hundred men?” we were asked.

“Wait and see,” was all we an-
swered. "Give us a dangerous post
near the front.” This, to our delight,
was granted.

Then the greatest “campaign in
military annals” took place, almost as
dramatic and spectacular as David's
defeat of Goliath and Gideon’s de-
feat of the Midianites. As the enemy
advanced in solid phalanxes the
hundred yellow men standing on a
rise of the terrain let go their fire,
Not waiting to see the whites of their
eyes, not even waiting till they came
within ordinary gunshot, these ex-

traordinary precursors of the modern
range-finding machine guns began
picking off the enemy. When the
enemy lines were pretty well deci-
mated, the hundred brown men made
a brave charge right up to the belch-
ing cannon’s mouth unmindful of
the shot and shell which left them
unscathed. As they reached the enemy
lines they hewed into them right and
left, shedding the bullets that rained
upon them in the manner raindrops
are shed by oil-skin coats.

In consternation over this strange
phenomenon the enemy very natural-
ly turned and fled, the generals lead-
ing the way. But alas for the gen-
erals! Little did they know the
climax we had in store for them.
For it was now time for the red-
skins to sally forth. Running like
Wyoming antelope they simply
swept over the ground, bagging gen-
eral after general, tying each one fast
and bringing him back on their
shoulders.

Needless to say, the war soon came
to an end. Against such conquering
heros, what was the use? Even had
the enemy wanted to continue the
fight, how could they after one hun-
dred leading generals had been tied
up and carried away as hostages?

Beneath this simple story of our
childhood imagination lies a tremen-
dous allegory, all the more wonder-
ful because the creators were com-
pletely unconscious of any of its
deeper implication. The spontaneity
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with which it welled up out of our
childish subconsious is its best guar-
antee of authenticity. The island we
had discovered was the island of
the Soul, that God-point in every-
one’s consciousness. The men who
could see so far and always hit the
mark represented the spirit of divine
omniscience, the all-knowning mind
and the all-seeing eye of God. The
men who could overcome any op-
position and whom no outside force
could penetrate were the spirit of
God's omnipresence. In this imagin-
ary world crisis all the evil forces of
the world were helpless the moment
the omnipotent, omniscient, omni-
present powers of the Soul were re-
leased upon them. Indeed, is there
anything that can stand before the
power of the Soul when its power is
utterly released? “Love is strong as

death . . . Many waters cannot
quench love, neither can flood drown
it.” ... "“Who can separate us from

the love of God? . . . neither death,

nor life nor angels, nor principalities,
nor powers, nor things present, nor
things to come.”

Little did I know that someday
I should see these infinite powers en-
gage in mortal combat with sinister
forces very similar to those that the
old ledger we had used as a sketch-
book had once recorded. Gandhi was
the first one to demonstrate in actual
history what Page and I have re-
corded in allegory, that soul force
can liberate a nation from oppression
more effectively and more perman-
tly than all the conspiracies of diplo-
macy and all the instruments of war
combined. Children sense soul force.
The popularity of the comic hero,
Superman, and other similar comics
among the children today is undoubt-
edly due to the hidden, unconscious
awareness within them of an omni-
potent Power greater than them-
selves, that is adequate and instantly
available the moment the need calls.

Cezo

A Prayer

Clifford Thomas
Grant me O God, an open heart and mind,

An understanding frought with love for thee;
That in thy word of truth its riches find,
To guide me on to thine eternity.




€I “"Wouldn't it be nice to go into heaven to the sound of music!”

Trumpet and Drum

Genieva B. Pawling

HE CAME to the hospital by
S taxi and alone except for the
cab driver.

Carol who was coming through
with a tray of bandages at the time
caught my eye and said out of the
corner of her mouth as we met and
passed, “The old lady—you know—
the Pied Piper.”

Sure enough, it was the Pied Piper
lIady. On our afternoons off we had
seen her sitting on a bench in a sunny
spot in the park practically buried in
children. Another day we met her on
the sidewalk—<children in front,
children trailing behind, children
clinging to her shabby coat. She
could hardly move without stepping
on them.

"“What I can’t understand,” said
Carol to me when we got a chance
to talk, “is'her coming in here alone.
I'd expect her to have a gang of
relatives holding her arms, carrying
her bags, and polishing her bifocals.
What became of all those grand-
children?”

“I don't know,” I said, “but she’s
the one all right, I couldn’t mistake
that coat. It's positively green with
age, but the brooch she uses in place
of a top button looks valuable.”

“Did you notice that, too? It's
beantiful.”’

“Just call me Grandma,” she had
told us with a big friendly grin. Her

6

patience and good nature promptly
endeared her to nurses, students, and
aides on second floor. We get some
cantankerous characters up here
among the incurables. Sometimes we
get to thinking that they stay alive
for the sole purpose of harrying us.
They want what they want, instantly.
In sharp contrast, Grandma, who
was in her ninetieth year as she
proudly informed us, seldom asked
for anything and when she did she
prefaced the request with, “I'm sorry
to bother,” "There’s no hurry,”
“Just anytime,” or “If you aren't too
busy.” When anyone asked her how
she did, she was always “better.”

The afternoon Grandma came in,
Carol was raving to me, on the side
of course, about some plastic curtains
she’d seen on the bargain counter
and wanted for the kitchen at home.
(Carol helps with the family finances
and sometimes can’t afford even in-
expensive items like bargain cur-
tains.)

Suddenly Grandma spoke up.
“Here, dearie, get those curtains.”
There she was sitting bolt upright in
bed, her purse clutched in one thin
hand, the other waving a bill.

“Oh, no—,” said Carol.

"Oh, yes—please,” said Grandma.
“I want your mother to have them.”

She looked so eager that I knew
Carol felt like a heel when she
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answered, "I couldn’t, Grandma. Buy
yourself a nice warm bedjacket.”

The hand that held the bill trem-
bled as the Pied Piper lady spoke
earnestly, “I want more than any-
thing for those curtains to hang at
your kitchen windows."”

A week went by and no family
appeared at Grandma's bedside. In
desperation Carol sent her a small
bouquet of roses with a card attached,
“Love to Mother.” Grandma was
overjoyed. She would lie and look at
them by the hour in pure enjoyment.
When the petals began to fall T sent
a gloxinia in full bloom with
“Grandmother dear,” on the card.

Finally Carol mentioned visitors,
just casually. “‘Tomorrow’s Sunday,
Grandma. We'll fix you all up. You
might have company.”

She sighed gently. "My family are
all so far away,” she said evasively.
then we looked on the record sheet
at the office to find out if they were
far enough away to warrant such
gross neglect.

“Next of kin—First National
Bank of Wellington.” That was all.
First National Bank. At last she
confessed she had no family.

“I just wondered how it would
seem to be called Grandma, and I
loved the flowers. I hope you don't
mind.”

We didn't, of course, and from
then on we made a practice of drop-
ping in on her whenever we could

spare the time whether duty com-
pelled it or not.

One hot afternoon a small boy was
crying on the sidewalk outside her
window. Her sharp old ears caught
the sound at once.

“What's wrong?” she asked.

“It's just a little boy outside.”

“What's he crying about?”

A childish treble from below an-
swered her question. I want—a
horn, Momie—to go—with Danny's
drum. We wanna—play music to-
gether.”

Grandma reached for her purse.
“When you go off duty, one of you
girls buy that boy a horn,” she di-
rected. “Grandma wants him to have
one.”

Somebody got the horn and pre-
sented it, an action which was im-
mediately regretted, for he and Dan-
ny tootled and beat in the hospital
courtyard to the rapture of Grandma
and the discomfiture of everyone else,
especially the day shift. One or
another of us was always being sent
down to “see if you can't stop
that infernal noise, and why can't
people keep their children away from
this hospital.”

The first time Grandma heard the
combination of horn and durm in
full volume she smiled and said,
“Wouldn’t it be nice to go into
heaven to the sound of music? I
don’t suppose I'll get even so much
as a note. There are so many things
that I haven’t done. In fact, I haven't
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done anything. I don’t deserve a
sound.”

"Oh, yes you do,” Carol told her.
“You practically saved my life by
not ringing yesterday afternoon when
it was so hot. You ought to get a
nice fanfare for that.”

“But that was such an easy thing—
not like going to war or managing
a hospital or being a nurse.” That
remark was so like her. She was al-
ways coming out with the darndest
things. She got all mixed up as she
grew weaker.

“The angels,” she would cry out
happily. “Hear them singing!”

“It's the nurses, Grandma. They’re
practicing for the hospital benefit.”

“Oh, of course, but angels could-
n't do it any more sweetly.”

A patient jangled his bell impa-
tiently and she thought it was church
bells. Once I heard Carol say to

her, "It's Carol, your day nurse,
Grandma. Don't you remember?”
and she answered, “Oh yes. Your
hands are so gentle, I thought for a
minute they were my mother’s.”

On the very last day of all, Danny
and the boy with the horn were hit-
ting it up, not in the hospital yard
but on their own back steps a few
feet farther away. The discordant
sounds poured blatantly across the
courtyard.

Grandma smiled most contentedly
and murmured, "Gabriel—he’s come
for me.”

“It's the little boy, Grandma, play-
ing on the horn you gave him.”

The words fell on deaf ears. The
inevitable gates had swung enough
to admit a little old lady called
Grandma. Beyond the shadow of a
doubt she marched in proudly,
heralded by trumpet and drum.

Easter Gardens

Jean Hogan Dudley

All gardens could have been accursed
Because of dark Gethsemane,

And Judas’ kiss that was the first
Bleak step to Calvary.

And yet all gardens now are blessed
Since Mary found the empty tomb,
And met Him, as a gardener dressed,
Among the Easter bloom,

@i “Easter 1s not merely something that happened one morning long, long ago.”

Easter’s Door of Hope

Estelle Finnegan

HE HOPE of the world is

II the Risen Christ, and Easter

with its message of the Res-
surection brings a new hope to a
waiting world, a message that not
only promises eternal life to the in-
dividual, but which also gives a hope
that will not despair with the prob-
lems of today.

If you are troubled in spirit, if
you long for assurance that life has
meaning, look to the Risen Christ,
who loved you so much that He
died for you, who rose again from
the dead for your redemption, who
is now at the right hand of the
Father to make intercession for you.

He who hung the stars in the sky
and allocated to the plancts their
places in the order of the heavens
cared so much for us as individuals
and was so concerned about our hap-
piness and our well-being that He
provided in His everlasting mercy
for our salvation. God who provid-
ed the sacrifice, and Jesus who ful-
filled the prophecies of the ages, have
set before us an open door. It is a
door of hope, hope for lasting satis-
factions and peace of heart and mind
on earth; and for eternal happiness
and radiant glory hereafter.

The Risen Christ, God's word to
the world, is the earnest evidence
which God has given to us, that even

as He raised Jesus from the dead,
even so will He “quicken” us and we
shall become new creatures in Christ
Jesus.

So once again this Easter season
the Word of God is a word of hope,
of life, of truth, of light, of salva-
tion coming to a distraught world.
For Jesus, the Risen Christ, is the
answer—God's only answer—to the
hopes, the longings and the needs
of a sin-stricken, turbulent humanity.
New life, renewed strength, revital-
ized power, come only through His
name. If Christ had not risen from
the dead there would have been no
Resurrection message, no Pentecost,
no Church. And let us not forget
that the teaching ministry of Jesus
was merely the prelude to His aton-
ing death, and all that we hold dear
grows out of the after-Easter message
of Jesus to His disciples and the
inspiration of the Holy Spirit in
their lives.

Briefly, the Easter message is this:
Jesus is alive. He loves us. And
we, too, shall rise from the dead.

If Jesus had died on the Cross
and that was all, then we would be
of all men most miserable, for we
would have believed His teaching re-
garding life, but failed to accept His
explanation of death, and we would
have no power to help us live the

9
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life He said is possible. But the
Risen Christ is our hope. He lives
today. He is in the world, and we
know that He is ready to help us.

We believe that He lives and that
He loves us. We who have become
His disciples are not left forlorn be-
side an empty tomb. He did not van-
ish, never to reappear, but He mani-
fested Himself to His friends and He
comes to us with power and glory to-
day. We do have a great hope today,
a hope based upon the Resurrection
of Jesus, the Christ who died for us,
the Christ who rose again for our re-
demption. We believe that God, who
brought back His Son from the dead,
can give us eternal life.

Easter is not something that hap-
pened one morning long, long ago.
It happens today. Eternal life is not
merely something that begins when
life is ended. It begins today. The
lilies and the anthems say to us at
Easter-tide, “Don’t push Easter back
or shove it ahead until death. Date it
1957 and move into it today. Here
and now we may live in the power
of an endless life.”

Thus the story of the Resurrection
is a story of hope, a picture of our

Heavenly Father's loving anxiety for
our eternal salvation, and of His
readiness to go all the way to save
us from death—to pour us out a
blessing that there will not be room
to receive.

Let us love on this Easter dawn.
And let us hope, triumphant in our
expection of the day that is sure to
follow, and cognizant of the Light
that shines “out of darkness.”

Easter, with its message of hope,
is for all. How grateful we should
be for this annual celebration of
Easter which brings afresh to the at-
tention of the world this great spirit-
ual miracle! “Because I live, ye shall
live also,” is the promise of Jesus
to all of us, no matter how sinful
we have been. We are confronted
again with the words, “He is not
here; for He is risen.” Remove these
words and the whole superstructure
of our Christian faith tumbles down
to ruin.

A new day is dawning. Let us
rejoice this glad Easter season be-
cause our Christ is risen and there is
eternal hope for all because Easter
has opened wide the door of hope.

April
Edna Hull Miller
Spring is astir with quickening power,
The whole world touches hands with God,

Atheists must be puzzled to see
The miracles strain and stir the sod.

QI “The story of man's goodness to his fellow-man is one that
we can all help to write.”

Modern Samaritans

Dee Pierson

~) VERY DAY the headlines
~<1 shriek of wars and murders
JU_A and senseless brutality until
the sorry story of man's inhumanity
to man makes our world seem black
indeed. Violence makes the head-
lines; but did you ever stop to think
how many thick solid books could be
filled with the story of man’s good-
ness and loving kindness?

Look around you with eyes that
really see. Look in any town. Look
any day. You will see countless ex-
amples of ordinary, hurried people
going out of their way to give aid
and help to others. Like the every-
day folks I observed this past week:
the woman in the dime store, her
arms full of packages, stopping to
comfort the little lost boy until his
mother found him; the bus driver
waiting for the old man hurrying to
catch the bus; the traffic policeman
leaving his busy station for a minute
to personally put the bewildered
“country cousin” on the right trolley.
Fill your memory storeroom with
happenings like these and watch
your sagging spirit lift!

Then there are all the lovely act
of personal kindness that we have
to remember. So many people have
done so many kind and loving things
for me that my storeroom is really
overflowing with cherished memories.
I remember still with a warm feel-

ing of gratitude the friendly man
who delivered mail to us in our first
home. Our mail box was at the foot
of a steep winding hill. T was a little
lonely for my old home and family
and often he found me waiting for
him at the bottom of the hill. We
always chatted a few minutes when
we met there, and once when he
had watched me negotiate the ice-
covered hill with difficulty ( I was an
extremely bulkly and unwieldly ex-
pectant mother) he ordered me to
take no more such trips for mail.
“I'll deliver it right to your door,”
he told me. And deliver it to my
door he did all the rest of the
winter.

I remember too with great hap-
piness my daughter’s first birthday
cake. We, my husband and Biddy
and I, were on a cross country trip
and had stopped for the week end
in a pleasant motel just outside
Omaha. It was Saturday, July third,
and Biddy's first birthday. I re-
marked rather wistfully to the
friendly woman who managed the
motel that Biddy would have to
forego a birthday cake. That evening
as we settled ourselves at a corner
table in the motel's coffee shop, the
manager proudly placed a pink cake
crowned with white roses and one
white birthday candle in front of
Biddy. She had baked it herself

11
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because, “The first birthday is so
important and I knew you hated not
baking a cake for the baby.”

I remember too with the deepest
gratitude my neighbor and the tulip
bulbs she and I planted one fall
afternoon when my morale and cour-
age were at their lowest ebb. That
morning I had received a long-dis-
tance call telling me that my beloved
Aunt Mary, a frail old lady of
eighty, had died quietly in her sleep.
The memory of all the happy sum-
mers I had spent with Aunt Mary in
my childhood came flooding back.
I did my housework that morning
with tears streaming down my face.
I cried for Aunt Mary, for the other
dear lost faces of my childhood, and
for the little girl named Dee who
had somehow been lost along the way.

Suddenly I felt that I could stay
inside four walls no longer, and
snatching a sweater from the hall
closet 1 ran out the door. At the
corner I bumped into my new neigh-
bor hurrying home from shopping.
We had spoken a few times over the
back yard fence as we hung up our
washes on Monday, but that was all.
This day though she put her hand
on my arm and stopped me. My
distress must have been written plain-
ly on my face and she overcame her
shyness to help me.

“Mrs. Pierson,” she said brightly,
“you are just the person I wanted to
see. Yours is such a beautiful garden
and I'm such an amateur at garden-

ing, could you give me a little ad-
vice? You see I have a whole basket
of tulip bulbs I'm anxious to get in-
to the ground.” Still with a warm
hand on my arm, she led me into her
garden, and almost without thinking
I found myself hard at work.

All afternoon we worked together
in the warm October sun. We didn’t
talk much, just dug in the rich,
black Illinois dirt in a companion-
able silence. When we had finished
the planting and were sitting with
cups of steaming black coffee, I
found myself telling her of Aunt
Mary’s garden, of the tall hollyhocks,
the sweet wild violets, the yellow
rose bush, the lovely poppies and all
the other flowers that grew there. I
could think of Aunt Mary and her
goodness now without tears, because
a neighbor had stopped in her busy
day to bring me the healing com-
fort of work and companionship.

We all have many of these mem-
ories of loving kindness tucked away
in our storeroom of memories; but too
often that's where we keep them,
tucked away and forgotten. Bring
them out, use them, enjoy them, for
they will enrich your life. You will
find the bright glow from your own
memories warming to your heart,
and their light will guide you to
someone who needs your loving kind-
ness. Yes, the story of man's good-
ness to his fellow man is one that
we can all help to write, and its
pages are pleasant reading indeed.

( “let's leave the judging w God.”

The Challenge of a Lowly Job

Ginny Anderson

OD MOVES in mysterious
G ways—and so He did with

us. My uncle died and left
his business, a restaurant-tavern
combination, to my sister and me.
Grace was with her husband, a sol-
dier serving in France. My husband
and I traveled five hundred miles to
operate a business we'd never seen,
nor liked, until Grace returned and
we could legally dispose of it.

So it was destined that Bill and
I were to learn not to judge others.

It was a neighborhood business
with an air of superficial friend-
liness. It was a struggle from the
start, because we faced each day
with a sense of degrading ourselves.
Our work took the joy out of living
but we were legally bound.

Three days before Christmas,
George, a customer whose years lay
heavy on his stooped shoulders,
handed me a package. It was wrap-
ped so carefully—and painfully, I
thought as I looked at his gnarled
hands, crippled with arthritis.

“Thanks, George,” I said, slip-
ping it into a drawer. He was dis-
appointed. “T'll put it under our
tree at home,” I said.

He smiled gratefully. I felt guil-
ty. He was giving me credit for
something I didn't feel. He thought

I wanted to enjoy his gift more
personally. Actually, I was disin-
terested.

I took the gift home and poured
coffee for Bill and myself. The
package was on the table between
us. On impulse, T opened it. It
was a vase, fashioned laboriously
from a tin can. Copper, hammered
and brightly polished, covered the
sides and bottom.

It represented hours of work but
the card inside was a shock. Writ-
ten painstakingly with his crippled
hands were the words, “If Joseph
had come to your ‘inn’ Jesus
would not have been born in a
stable. Thank you. George.”

I felt many things, most of all,
guilt—again. We were so unworthy
of his great compliment. I handed
the card to Bill,

“Makes me feel guilty,” he said.

“George's reference to our ‘inn,’
I said. “It's exciting to think the
tavern might have been visited by
by Joseph, had we lived in those
times. George thinks we'd have
opened the door, but would we? We
aren’t interested in people, only cus-
tomers. We feel we're lowering our-
selves, so we judge them. We could
really be as interested as they think
we are. Let's change so we won't
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feel guilty the next time we read this
card. Let's leave the judging to
God.”

The next day at work, I noticed
the imitation tree—so coldly com-
mercial. I bought a real tree and or-
naments, The customers decorated
it. T wrapped a pair of gloves in
red glitter paper. The attached card
said a heartfelt “Thank yoz!” It
waited, warm and friendly, under
the tree for George.

Then, instead of facing each day
feeling we were in the wrong busi-
ness, we accepted the challenge it
offered. Superficial friendliness was
replaced by the real thing. We lis-
tened to problems and shared joys,
truly interested because we recog-
nized customers as people—stimula-
ting individuals.

Bill began talking to those border-
ing on alcoholism. He persuaded two
of them to enter the local sanitarium
for the “cure.” When released he
offered non-alcoholic beverages.
They knew we really cared about
their well-being. They wanted to
justify our faith. So it was that a
circle of faith began to surround our

1nn.

Others followed the first two. Un-
known to me, Bill financed their
families.

“We'll never show a profit,” I
said when he told me, “and it isn't
-all ours.” '

“Look!” He pulled a bank state-
ment from his pocket. “We're giving

Spring

more, yet making more. It's for
Grace, too.”

“Just think of the profit that isn’t
on the statement,” I said.

“Personal profit,” Bill nodded
with satisfaction.

This didn’t happen over night. It
took time, thought and faith. It
wasn't easy, to take the emphasis
from drinking and redirect it, but so
gratifying when a former alcoholic
sat at the bar, ordered a glass of
milk, and commanded everyone’s re-
spect.

Even in work you've been forced
into, “Personal Profit” can be found.
I proved this to myself by talking
with people in businesses that seem
degrading. The first one took in
laundry. A bright little woman who
spurned living with her married
daughter.

“Do you feel you're lowering
yourself 2" I asked.

“At first,” she smiled. “Now, like
the Lord see’s His children perfect,
I see soiled clothes clean—perfect
—ready for another day. There’s a
heap of satisfaction in chasing dirt
away.”

I saw no challenge in the next per-
son’s business. The local junkman
had built a lucrative living, with his
own measure for “Personal Profit.”

“If something can be saved for
further use,” he said, “it isn’t junk.
So I'm not a junkman. I think of my-
self as a “waste-hater.” Every day
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I salvage what would, but for me, be
wasted.”

A leading citizen is the treasurer of
the community club—and also, the
local garbage man. A degrading oc-
cupation? To him it's a challenge.

“Someone has to collect garbage;
since it's me, I do my best. Every
can receives my personal attention,”
he said with humor. "It was hard to
figure how to do more than just
empty the can.” He shrugged his
shoulders, “Anybody can do that.
Then I noticed how much easier it
was when people lined them. I put
newspapers in the truck and lined
cans that weren't. Now, I couldn't
line them without washing them out
first. One thing just naturally led
to another.”

“I took pride in my work and
people took pride in their garbage.
Sounds funny doesn't it?"

I had to admit it did.

“They wrapped it so nothing
would leak through my liner. They
even replaced battered old cans or
built platforms. That made me seek
further. Now I spray the cans with
insecticide every week. It's good for
all of us.”

He looked at me candidly. “"Guess
garbage cans seem unimportant to
most people but what would we do
without them?”

Three lowly jobs, yet they were
not lowly people. How can anyone
help but respect them, when they

looked for, and met, the challenge
of their jobs?

Each one had said things I could
apply in our business. I could visual-
ize our customers perfect, like the
laundress. I could be a “waste-hater”
like the junkman, just as Bill hated to
see a man waste himself by drinking.
I could look at our customers and
realize that they might be "unimpor-
tant to most people,” like the garb-
age man said, “'but what would we do
without them?”

Our challenge? What could we do
with them?

In answer I'd like to tell you about
Mike. He came in, a surly, unhappy
fellow, never giving us a chance to
be friendly. We knew, from cashing
his paychecks, that he was a truck
driver for a wholesale firm. Bill tried
to show our-interest. Mike rejected
every attempt. One week his check
was larger. Bill congratulated him on
his raise.

“It's overtime,” Mike snapped in
disgust. “"What a rotten job."”

He told Bill bitterly that he had
been a top salesman several years be-
fore. He strove ruthlessly to become
regional manager, hating and neglect-
ing what he felt was a lowly position.

“And look at me now, driving a
truck for the same outfit.”

Bill told him about us. How profit-
able and gratifying our business had
become since George's challenge.
Mike finally realized our interest in
him was sincere. He began to change,




