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Risking

Two seeds lay side by side in the fertile spring soil.

The first seed said, "I want to grow! I want to send
my roots deep into the soil beneath me, and thrust my
sprouts through the earth's crust above me ... I want to
unfurl my tender buds like banners to announce the arrival
of spring ... I want to feel the warmth of the sun on my
face and the blessing of the morning dew on my petals!

And so she grew.

The second seed said, "I am afraid. If I send my
roots into the ground below, I don't know what I will
encounter in the dark. If I push my way through the
hard soil above me I may damage my delicate sprouts
...what if I let my buds open and a snail tries to eat
them? And if I were to open my blossoms, a small child
may pull me from the ground. No, it is much better for
me to wait until it is safe."
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And so she waited.
Avyard hen scratching around in the early spring ground
for food found the waiting seed and promptly ate it.

Moral of the story:

Those of us who refuse

to risk and grow

get swallowed up by life.

' Patty Hansen
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Song of the Bird

A man found an eagle's egg and put it in a nest of a
barnyard hen. The eagle hatched with the brood of chicks
and grew up with them. All his life, the eagle did what the
barnyard chicks did, thinking he was a barnyard chicken.
He scratched the earth for worms and insects. He clucked
and cackled. And he would thrash his wings and fly a few
feet in the air.

Years passed and the eagle grew very old. One
day he saw a magnificent bird above him in the cloudless
sky. It glided in graceful majesty among powerful wind
currents, with scarcely a beat of its strong golden wings.
The old eagle looked up in awe. "Who's that?" he asked.
That's the eagle, the kind of the birds," said his neighbor.
"He belongs to the sky. We belong to the earth - we're
chickens." So the eagle lived and died a chicken, for that's
what he thought he was.

Anthony DeMello
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Moving Mountains

There were two warring tribes in the Andes, one that
lived in the lowlands and the other high in the mountains.
The mountain people invaded the lowlanders one day,
and as part of their plundering of the people, they kid-
‘napped a baby of one of the lowlander families and took
the infant with them back up into the mountains.

The lowlanders didn't know how to climb the moun-
tain. They didn't know any of the trails that the mountain
people used, and they didn't know where to find the

mountain people or how to track them in the steep ter-
rain. "

Even so, they sent out their best party of fighting
men to climb the mountain and bring the baby home.

The men tried first one method of climbing and

then another. They tried one trail and then another. After
several days of effort, however, they had climbed only a
couple of hundred feet.

Feeling hopeless and helpless, the lowlander men
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decided that the cause was lost, and they prepared to
return to their village below.

As they were packing their gear for the descent,
they saw the baby's mother walking toward them. They
realized that she was coming down the mountain that
- they hadn't figured out how to climb.

And then they saw that she had the baby strapped
to her back. How could that be?

One man greeted her and said, "We couldn't climb
this mountain. How did you do this when we, the stron-

gest and most able men in the village, couldn't do it?"
| She shrugged her shoulders and said, "It wasn't
your baby."
Jim Stovall
Bits & Pieces
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Most Kids Are Born Only Once

Mother is always there when you need her. She helps,
protects, listens, advises and nurtures physically and
morally. She makes sure that her family is loved 24 hours
a day, seven days a week, 52 weeks a year. At least
that's how I remember my mother, for the few precious
years I was blessed to have her. But no words can
describe the sacrifice she made out ‘of love for me, her
young son. L o
I was 19 years old, and I was being taken to a
concentration camp with a large group of other Jews. It
was clear that we were destined to die. Suddenly my
mother stepped in and traded places with me. And al-
though it was more than 50 years ago, I will never forget
her last words to me and her good-bye look.
" "I have lived long enough. You have to survive
beacuse you are so young." she said.
Most kids are born only once. I was given birth
twice by the same mother.
Joseph C. Rosenbaum
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The Face of Judas Iscariot

An old priest told me this story. Centuries ago a great
artist was engaged to paint a mural for the cathedral in a
town in Sicily. The subject was the life of Christ. For
many years the artist labored diligently, and finally the
painting was finished except for the two most important
figures: the Christ Child and Judas Iscariot. He searched
far and wide for suitable models.

One day while walking in the city he came upon
some children playing in the street. Among them was a
12 year old boy whose face stirred the painter's heart.

The artist took the child home with him, and day
after day the boy sat patiently until the face of the Christ
Child was finished. But the painter still had found no model
for the portrait of Judas.

The story of the unfinished masterpiece spread
afar, and many men, fancying themselves of wicked coun-
tenance, offered to pose as Judas. But in vain the old
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painter looked for Judas as he envisioned him - a man
warped by life, enfeebled by surrender to greed and lust.
Then one afternoon as he sat in the tavern, a gaunt and
tattered figure staggered across the threshold. "Wine,
Wine," he begged. The startled painter looked into a
face that seemed to bear the marks of every sin of
mankind.

Greatly excited, the old painter said, "Come with
me, and I will give you wine."

For many days the painter worked feverishly to
complete his masterpiece. As the work went on, a change
came over the model. A strange tension replaced the
stuporous languor, and his bloodshot eyes wer fixed with
horror on the painted likeness of himself. One day, per-
ceiving his subject's afitation, the painter paused in his
work. "My son," he said, "what troubles you so?"

The man buried his face in his hands, sobbing.
After a long moment he lifted pleading eyes to the old
painter's face. -

" "Do you not then remember me? Years ago I
was your modle for the Christ Child."
Bonnie Chamberin
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To Be Enormously Gorgeous

My dad says I am ENORMOUSLY GORGEOUS. I wonder
if I really am.

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOUS... Sarah says
you need to have beautiful long, curly halr like she has. I
don't.

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOUS... Justin says
you must have perfectly straight white teeth like-he has.
I don't. o

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOQUS... Jessica says
you can't have any of those little brown dots on your
face called freckles. I do.

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEQUS... Mark says
you have to be the smartest kid in the seventh-grade
class. I'm not.

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOQUS... Stephen says
you have to be able to tell the funniest jokes in the
school. I don't. ‘

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOQUS... Lauren says
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you need to live in the nicest neighborhood in town and in
the prettiest house. I don't.

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOLUS... Matthew says
you can only wear the coolest clothes and the most
popular shoes. I don't. |

To be ENORMOUSLY GORGEOUS... Samantha
says you need to come from a perfect family. I don't.
| But every night at bedtime my dad gives me a
big hug and says, "You are ENORMOUSLY GORGEOQOUS,
and I love you." |

My dad must know something my friends don't.

Carle O' Brien
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Nothing Could Stop This Man

After suffering severe burns on his legs at the age of
five, Glenn Cunningham was given up on by doctors who
believed he would be a hopeless cripple destined to spend
the rest of his life in a wheelchair. "He will never be able to
walk again," they said. "No chance." o |

The doctors examined his legs, but they had no
way of looking into Glenn Cunningham's heart. He didn't
listen to the doctors and set out to walk again. Lying in
bed, his skinny, red legs covered with scar tissue, Glenn
vowed, "Next week, I'm going to get out of bed. I'm
going to walk." And he did just that.

His mother tells of how she used to push back
the curtain and look out the window to watch Glenn reach
up and take hold of an old plow in the yard. With a hand -
on each handle, he began to make his gnarled and twisted
legs function. And with every step a step of pain, he
came closer to walking. Soon he began to trot; before
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long he was running. When he started to run, he be-
came even more determined.

"I always believed that I could walk, and I did.
Now I'm going to run faster than anybody has ever
run." And did he ever.

He became a great miler who, in 1934, set the
world's record of 4:05. He was honored as the outstand-
ing athlete of the century at Madison Square Garden.

Jeff Yalden
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A Mother's Letter To The World
Dear World: ‘ |

My son started school today. It's going to be strange
and new to him for a while. And I wish you would sort of
treat him gently. | |

You see, up to now, he's been king of the roost. He's
been boss of the back yard. I have always been around
to repair his wounds, and to soothe his feelings.

But now - things are going to be different.

This morning, he's going to walk down the front steps,
wave his hand and start on his great adventure that will
probably include wars and tragedy and sorrow. _
To live his life in the world he had to live in will require faith
and love and courage.

So, World, I wish you would sort of take him by his_
young hand and teach him the things he will have to
know. Teach him - but gently, if you can. Teach him that
for every scoundrel there is a hero; that for every en-
emy there is a friend. Teach him the wonders of books.
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Give him quiet time to ponder the eternal mystery of
birds in the sky, bees in the sun, and flowers on the
green hill. Teach him it is far more honorable to fail than
to cheat.
Teach him to have faith in his own ideas, even if every-
one else tells him they are wrong. Teach him to sell his
brawn and brains to the highest bidder, but never to put
a price on his heart and soul.
Teach him gently, World, but don't coddle him, because
only the test of fire makes fine steel.
This is a big order, World, but see what you can do.
He's such a nice little fellow.

| " Author Unknown
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- Best Teacher I Ever Had

Mr. Whitson taught sixthgrade science. On the first day
of class, he gave us a lecture about a creature called the
cattywampus, an illadapted noctumal animal that was
wiped out during the Ice Age. He passed around a skull
as he talked. We all took notes and later had a quiz.

When he returned my paper, I was shocked.
There was big red X through each of my answers. I had
failed. There had to be some mistake! I had written
down exactly what Mr. Whitson said. Then I realized that
everyone in the calss had failed. What had happened?

Very simple, Mr. Whitson explained. He had made
up all that stuff about the cattywampus. There had never
been any such animal. The information in our notes was,
therefore, incorrect. Did we expect credit for incorrect
answers?

Needless to say, we were outraged. What kind of
test was this? And what kind of teacher?
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We should have figured it out, Mr. Whitson said.
After all, at the very moment he was passing around the
cattywampus skull (in truth, a cat's), hadn't he been
telling us that no trace of the animal remained? He had
described its amazing night vision, the color of its fur and
any number of other facts he couldn't have known. He
had given the animal a ridiculous name, and we still hadn't
been suspicious. The zeroes on our papers would be
recorded in his grade book, he said. And they were.

Mr. Whitson said he hoped we would learn some-
thing from this experience. Teachers and textbooks are
not infallible. In fact, no one is. He told us not to let our
minds go to sleep, and to speak up if we ever thought he
or the textbook was wrong.

Every class was an adventure with Mr. Whitson. I
can still remember some science periods almost from
beginning to end. One day he told us that his Volkswagen
was a living organism. It took us two full days to put
together a refutation he would accept. He didn't let us
off the hook until we had proved not only that we knew
what an organism was but also that we had the fortitude
to stand up for the truth.

We carried our brand-new skepticism into all our
classes. This caused problems for the other teachers,
who weren't used to being challenged. Our history teacher
would be lecturing about something and then there would
be clearings of the throat and-someone would say

"cattywampus."
' *
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I haven't made any great scientific discoveries,
but Mr.Whitson's class gave me and my classmates some-

thing just as important: the courage to look people in the
eve and tell them they are wrong.

David Owen
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Building Your House

An elderly carpenter was ready to retire. He told his em-
ployer-contractor of his plans to leave the house-building
business to live a more leisurely life with his wife and
enjoy his extended family. He would miss the paycheck
each week, but he wanted to retire. |

The contractor was sorry to see his good worker
go and asked if he could build just one more house as a
personal favor. The carpenter said yes, but over time it
was easy to see that his heart was not in his work. He
resorted to shoddy workmanship and used inferior mate-
rials. .

When the carpenter finished his work, his em-
ployer came to inspect the house. Then he handed the
front-door key to the carpenter and said, "This is your
house... my gift to you."

The carpenter was shocked!

What a shame! If he had only known he was
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building hIS own house, he would have done it all so dif-
ferently. .
So it is with us. We build our lives, a day at a
time, often putting less than our best into the building.
Then, with a shock, we realize we have to live in the
house we have built. If we could do it over, we'd do it
much differently.

But, you cannot go back. You are the carpenter,
and every day you hammer a nail, place a board, or
erect a wall. Someone once said, "Life is a do-it-yourself
project." Your attitude, and the choices you make to-
day, help build the "house" you will live in tomorrow. Build
wisely! |

Author Unknown
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Till Death Us Do Part

Many lovers vow to be together forever, in life and in
death, but I don't believe I've heard of anyone whose
loyalty and devotion matched that of Mrs. Isidor Straus.

The year was 1912. Mrs. Straus and her hus-
band were passengers on the T7itanic during its fateful
voyage. Not many women went down with the ship, but
Mrs. Straus was one of the few women who did not
survive for one simple reason: She could not bear to
leave her husband.

This is how Mable Bird, Mrs. Straus's maid, who
survived the disaster, told the story after she was res-
cued:

"When the 77tanicbegan to sink, panicked women
and children were the first ones loaded into lifeboats. Mr.
and Mrs. Straus were calm and comforting to the pas-
sengers, and helped many of them into the boats.

"If it had not been for them,"” Mabel stated, "I
would have drowned. I was in the fourth or fifth lifeboat.
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Mrs. Straus made me into the boat, and put some heavy
wraps on me."

Then, Mr. Staus begged his wife to get into the
lifeboat with her maid and the others. Mrs. Straus started
to get in. She had one foot on the gunwale, but then
suddenly, she changed her mind, turned away and
stepped back onto the sinking ship.

"Please, dear, get into the boat!" her husband
pleaded. Mrs. Straus looked deep into the eyes of the
man with whom she'd spent most of her life, the man
who had been her best friend, her heart's true compan-
ion and always a comfort to her soul. She grabbed his
arm and drew his trembling body close to hers.

"No," Mrs. Straus is said to have replied defiantly.
"I will not get into the boat. We have been together
through a great many years. We are old now. I will not
leave you. Where you go, I will go."

And that is where’ théy were last seen, standing
arm in arm on the deck, this devoted wife clinging coura-
geously to her husband, this loving husband clinging pro-
tectively to his W|fe, as the ship sank. Together forever...

Barbara De Angelis, Ph.D.



