I am not old though this old shell
Of mortal clay in which I dwell
Shall fall when trials of earth are o’er.
Yet, I within shall upward soar
And go on living evermore!
I am not old!
-Author Unknown.
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Dury e f 9 TDGE
An O3 Maa 49/” down a lone highway,
Came, at evening, cold and gray;
To a chasm vast, and deep, and wide
Thru which was flowing a sullen tide.
The old man crossed in the twilight dim,
The sullen stream had no fears for him;
But he turned, when safe on the other side,
And built a bridge to span the tide.

“Old man”, said a fellow pilgrim, near,

“You are wasting strength with building here;
Your journey will end with the ending of day,

You never again must pass this way;

You have crossed the chasm, deep and wide -

Why build you the bridge at eventide?”

The builder lifted his old gray head:

“Good friend, in the path I have come,” he said,

“There followeth after me today

A youth, whose feet must pass this way.
This chasm, that has been naught to me,
To that fair-haired youth may a pitfall be.
He, too, must cross in the twilight dim;

Good friend, I am building this bridge for him.”

-Will Allen Dromgoole.
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O sweet was the truth that was whispered,
That mortals should never despair;

For He Who takes care of an insect,

Much more for His children will care.

And though to our short-sighted vision,

No way of escape may appear;

Let us trust; for when least we expect it,

The help of “Our Father” is near!
-Author Unknown.

seokokokok kR ok

I AM NOT OLD
I am not old, though folks may say
That I am aging every dayj;
Though I am weak, at times, I know
That in my weakness I can go
To Christ who strengthens me, and so
I am not old!

I am not old though sight grows dim,
I still can feel the hand of Him
Who leads me o’er the darkest way,
Still guiding that I might not stray;
And so I still can safely say

I am not old!

I am not old though up in years,
Life’s twilight holds for me no fears,
Because I know my destiny
And that my Savior waits for me,
To renew my youth, and so you see
I am not old!
(Con't) »

CHRISTIAN CLIPPINGS PAGE 7



O Funchine o0 oy,
e walbs itk yresi. gunehone At
Mo nlceo e blue + all o frahE,
MWQMWV%W

Gu dartrat pight tiy Apdes paae,
be whispono | poace dipollivg goar,
lnd whons sy Asant Prigwadark depain,
e tatmo Mg el Kegg Borses hare.

Lot MM7WWP
Mo Lleat am G that Chrst dettdeigm
DO (all wiékw/ Wmazm/



Prescriptiom for a Laugh

Just a line to say I an living

]/iaz‘ qﬁ[ - noiiamong the c;ead iy
 L'm getiing more forgeiiup;

An(;furm/ze :Mzed ’LLL';;QLI’L the he

Forn sometimes [ can't rememben

when [ stand at the foot of the sitains
I I mugt go up for something

Or if 1've just come dovn from there

Standsing before the "{ridge" 40 often
& 0t poon mind Lo filled With doubts

98 1 bt ke S out

7ﬁeie afa’eu;tﬁbnew vhere uﬁMadM out
W.ith & igh on my he

T don’ hamea! D satising
On just goi out of bed.
So if it's my turn to v nite you
There is no need in getting sone

T woe Mink T e a itben
PR ey

So nemember I do love you

nd [ ish you were here
But now it L9 nearly mail #ime
So I must say ”gooo[(; bye dear”

There I osood before thewyail box
(th a face g0 very ned

W-
Instead 0/ max_(,uu/; u the letten
I opened ii inste:



|, ykenacks M=
i’m like a fish that’s out of water. }
Like a bird without a nest,

When I am far away from you
These hills I love the best!

O, Kentucky hills, you’ve seen me happy,
Seen me laugh and seen me smile,

And when I have to leave you

I can only stay a little while.

You have also seen me crying

Tears of joy and tears of pain.

Your streams have caught my tears that flowed
|And helped me live again.

You give me such security

From a world that doesn’t care.
These hills are like a mother’s arms,
\An answer to my prayer.

No matter where I travel
And what beauty I may see,
It’s back to my Kentucky hills
\That I so yearn to be.

So when I shall get to heaven
One wish I hope God fills, \

] &

That 1 may be surrounde{l by u’ém/;'. Entey. |
beautiful Kentucky hills. 550w HeR |
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ADDITIONAL SAYINGS

Wit

I'm going to stop putting things off
Starting tomorrow,

A woman who tells you she won’t be a minute
Is usually telling the truth.

Ulcers are the result
Of mountain climbing over molehills.

e e

When in charge, ponder
When in trouble, delegate
When in doubt, mumble.

It's no longer a sin to be rich -
It's a miracle.

When I works, I works hard;
When | sits, | sits loose; and
| When I thinks, I falls asleep.

Please be patient -
God isn't finished with me yet.

; Home should be clean enough to be healthy
| And dirty enough to be happy.

Bless this mess.

| When life gives you lemons,
Make lemonade.

Keep smiling -
It makes people wonder what you’'ve been up to.

The best man for a job is often a woman.

Be sure brain is in gear
Before engaging mouth.

I think I'm allergic to moming.

Eat, drink, and be merry,
For tomorrow we diet.

My get up and go
Got up and went.

Women’s faults are many, men have only two
i Everything they say and everything they do.

i Only Robinson Crusoe could have
3 Everything done by Friday.

The only difference between men and boys
Is the price of their toys.

{ If women wanted to dress to please men
i They’d do it much faster.

i Politicians are very adept
At answering questions that nobody asks.

_ Money is the root of all evil -
i And women need roots.

I know you believe you understand
What you think I said -
! But | am not sure you realize
That what you heard is not
What | meant.

By the time a man gets
To greener pastures,
He can't climb the fence.

A husband is bound to be right
When he admits to his wife that he’s wrong.

3
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Wisdom

Genius Is the ability to avoid work
By doing it right the first time.

Lord, help me to remember that
Nothing is going to happen to me today
That You and I together can’t handle.

God, grant us serenity to accept the things we cannot change,
Courage to change the things we can, and
Wisdom to know the difference.

The most important thing a father can do for his children
Is to love their mother.

What you are is God’s gift to you
What you make of yourself is your gift to God.

O Lord, help my words to be gracious and tender today,
For tomorrow I may have to eat them.

Don’t wait for your ship to come in
Swim out after it.

Today is the tomorrow
We worried about yesterday.

Fear knocked at the door
Faith answered
No one was there.

-The road to success
Is almost always under construction.

There is no substitute for brains -
But silence sometimes helps.

Be an individualist.
He who follows another is always behind.

Performance is always preferred over promises.

Folks who can think straight
Seldom run around in circles.

+ Count your blessings -
Then recount them.
You'll probably find you missed some.

Even successful men don’t have enough fingers
And toes to count their failures.

Confidence and respect
Are things you can’t buy.
You’ve got to earn them.

Think like a man of action,
And act like a man of thought.

In an argument,
The best weapon to hold is your tongue.

Your children are only on loan to you temporarily - -
So enjoy them while you can.

To get more out of life -
Put more in it.

Anyone can be a father
But it takes someone special to be a daddy.

Mother is another word for love.

May the road rise to meet you

May the wind be always at your back

May the sun shine warm upon your face
The rains fall soft upon your fields

And, until we meet again,

May God hold you in the palm of His hand.

Trust Him, when darkest thoughts assail thee.
Trust Him, when thy faith is small.

Trust Him, when to simply trust Him

Is the hardest thing of all.

~over samples worked by Penny Boswinkle, Marion Ries and
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High Flight...John Gillespie McGee Jr.

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth
And danced the skies of laughter's silvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth
Of sun-split clouds, and done a thousand things you have not
Dreamed of.

Wheeled and soared and swurig high in the sunlit silence.
Hovering there, I've chased the shouting winds along
And flung my eager craft through footless halls of air;

Up, up the long, delirious burning blue
I've topped the windswept heights with easy grace
Where never lark or even eagle flew.
And while with silent, lifting mind F've trod
The high, untresspassed sanctity of space, put out my hand
And touched the face of God.

McGee was an American volunteer flyer with the Royal Canadian
Air Force...and was killed in action on Dec. 11, 1941
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Footprints

One night a man had a dream.
He dreamed he was walking along
the beach with the Lord. Across the
sky flashed scenes from his life. For
each scene, he noticed two sets of
footprints in the sand: one belonging
to him, and the other to the Lord.

When the last scene of his life
flashed before him, he looked back at
the footprints in the sand. He noticed
that many times along the path of his
life there was only one set of
footprints. He also noticed that it
happened at the very lowest and
saddest times in his hfe

This really bothered him and he
questioned the Lord about it. “Lord,
you said that once I decided to follow
you, youw'd walk with me all the way.
But I have noticed that during the
most troublesome times in my life,
there is only one set of footprints. I
don’t understand why when I needed
you most you would leave me”

The Lord replied, “My son, My
b precious child, 1 love you and I would
never leave you. rmg your times of
trial and suﬂermg, %hen you see only
one set of footprints, it was then that

%{&‘ ¢
I carried you”

— Author unknown



? ALMA DELENE CORNETTE, 64, of
ndon died Sunday in Brandon. A native
%ﬁ Moorehead, Ky., she had lived in the
mpa Bay area four months, moving from
City, Mo. She was a retired secre-
ry for the E.J. Brock Candy Co. and a
iember of Dundee Hills Church of the
r{nzarene of Kansas City. She is survived by
ee brothers, Robert of Ashland, Ky., Har-
of Shelby, Ohio, and Gil of Brandon.
Hamilton Funeral Home, Riverview.



LET US BUILD BRIDGES!
An old man going down a lone highway,
Came, at evening, cold and gray; SANDY
To a chasm vast, and deep, and wide Cyt
Thru which was flowing a sullen tide. °, .., 4
The old man crossed in the twilight dim, =~ :
The sullen stream had no fears for him;
But he turned, when safe on the other side,
And built a bridge to span the tide.

"Old man", said a fellow pilgrim, near,

"You are wasting strength with building here;
Your journey will end with the ending of day,
You never again must pass this way;

You have crossed the chasm, deep and wide-
Why build you the bridge at eventide?"

The builder lifted his old gray head:

"Good friend, in the path I have come," he said,

"There followeth after me today

A youth, whose feet must pass this way.

This chasm, that has been naught to me,

To that fair-haired youth may a pitfall be.

He, too, must cross in the twilight dim;

Good friend, I am building this bridge for him."
Will Allen Dromgoole.

'OPPORTUNITIES ARE USUALLY DISGUISED AS HARD
NOST PEOPLE DON’T RECOGNIZE THEM." Wb foe
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As I paused to think of 1998, my reflections were
stimulated by a poem by Robert Frost, The Road Not Taken.
A traveler tells how he came to a fork in the road. Gazing
ahead as far as he could see, he took one way. Looking
back, he realized how it had affected his life:

I shall be telling this with a sigh,

Somewhere ages and ages hence,

Two roads diverged in a wood,

And I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

This mood comes to all of us. Another poet wrote:

Of all the sad words of tongue or pen,

The saddest are these: It might have been.

As we reflect on the past, the road we did not take
seems to contain all that we sought and failed to find on
the road we took. Many of us brood over past choices, and
vanished alternatives, and inwardly debate what might
have happened had we made our decisions differently.

I know of one pastor who did so well in his first
parish that, after seven years, he was called to a larger
one. So firmly were his interests rooted in his work that he
declined the tempting offer. Then trouble began. When-
ever anything went wrong in his church, whenever he was
tired or discouraged, his thoughts turned wistfully to the
rejected opportunity. The other church, the road not taken,
took on a golden aura in his mind.

Eight years later, the pastor accepted another invi-
tation. Then after the excitement of the new venture sub-
sided, the mood of regret came over him. Why had he left
his former church, and the people he knew and loved, and

who knew and loved him? These backward glances di-
arndad and dlatvantod hio svitnal
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has fewer resources to deal with the here and now where
our lives are actually being lived.

Often our reflections on the road not taken come
when we are in a restless or discouraged mood. One rea-
son the road we did not take seems so alluring is that we
know so little about it. How do we really know that our
journey would have been more pleasant had we taken the
other fork or the other job or settled in another place or
married the other girl or made any different choice? Had
we taken the other road, every subsequent choice would
have changed, and we do not know where it would have
led.

Nothing is so futile as resurrecting vanished alter-
natives. It leads to self-pity, a trait which will not endear
us to those who have to live with us. It leads to envy which
is an acid that eats away the soul's peace. It erects many
barriers in our relationships. In short, this type of think-
ing puts us in a No-Win situation. In the words of the
infamous Charlie Brown, it is the crabgrass in the lawn of
life.

We do well to remind ourselves that, as far as com-
mitment is concerned, the result would have been the same
on any road. And all roads are alike in this: we pass through
gloom as well as sunshine. There are stretches that are
solid and smooth where we make good progress and
stretches where our feet sink deep in mire. And for every
foot of altitude we gain, we must exert ourselves. For what-
ever the road, climbing means effort. Furthermore, on all
roads, when the thrill of adventure passes and the charm
of novelty wears off, the future comes toward us wearing
the gray robe of monotony. Life is largely made up of re-
petitive duties and routine tasks. These are not a defect of
the road we travel. They are found on every road.

T have chanced mv circiimetancee maore than ance
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k‘f@nd would say, “Not tonight, but tomorrow.” He lef
the meetings without Christ, characterized by indecision and de
,l One day, before he went to work, he said to his wife, “Honey
never since that meeting have I had the slightest urge, th the sl&g_ht

est_tendency to repent and get right with-God™* f= They deter

mined that they would make time to think about their soul

salvation. But that day at work an explosian spuffed out tha

young man’s life. He said “tomorrow” when God said “today.

EWZ;

He was going to be all that a mortal should be
Tomorrow.

No one Muld be kinder or braver than he
Tomorrow. . . .

Each morning he stacked up the letters he'd write
Tomorrow. . . .

The greatest of workers this man would have been
Tomorrow.

The world would have known him, had he ever seen
Tomorrow.

But the fact is he died and he faded from view,

And all that he left here when living was through

Was a mountain of things he intended to do
Tomorrow.!

I have found that the road marked tomorrow leads to the
towTr called never. Tomorrow is the door that’s been bolted
barred, boarded; it shuts people out from the mercy and grac
of God."Tomorrow is not God’s time; it is Satan’s time. 1 woulc
————— - s
suggest you write that letter today, or make that phone call to
day. I would suggest that if you're not right with a fellow be
Trever, you get right today. I suggest that you make restitutior
today. I'would suggest that if a step of obedience is needed, you
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the Arizona desert said not long ago, "The best way to see
a thing is to see it for the first time or to show it to some-
body else."

Both of these ways of seeing.apply to the truth of
Christianity. For one thing, to prevent our losing the won-
der of the gospel, we should try to see it as though it was
for the first time. Again, and again, we ought to try to look
at it as though we had never seen it before. The habit of
daily meditation will help achieve this greatly.

The second way of seeing a thing, the surest way of
seeing it clearly, is to keep showing it to other people.
This is why the regular work of teaching others is not only
a fine thing for the others, but it is also a great thing for
ourselves. It sharpens our own awareness and deepens our
appreciation.

TITLE: LIVING IN DEPTH
TEXT: '"Other seeds fell upon good soil and brought
forth grain." Matthew 13:8

Admiral Richard Byrd, who had done such thrilling
exploration in the Antarctic Ocean near the South Pole,
wrote in his book Alone the reason for his going there. He
went to the most remote spot on the earth to "be alone and
to sink his roots into a replenishing philosophy."

Is that now what we all need, to sink our roots into a
faith that renews us, a replenishing philosophy? We read
in Jesus' parable of the sower that those that had no root,
withered away. That can happen to any one of us if our
roots do not go down deep. The seeds that landed on the
good soil went down far enough to take root and bring
forth grain.

We are living in a time when so many people are
~hnncino challow experiences and fleeting pleasures. The



POEMS THAT TELL A 'STORY

‘ POEMS THAT TELL&A STORY\

otk
A th sand dollars; and who'll make it tw
'Iéwo gl:lousandl And’ who'll make it three? ¢
Three thousand, onee, thrgehthousand tiWiff
And going, and gone,” said he. By pirpid ’
& T;lle geople cheered, but some of them cried, &
“We do not quite understahd «:.5 Sy B o
What changed its worth.” Swift came the reply

“The touch of a master s hand. -

Bore it through the open portal, bore it up the echoing aisle, ! bl
Let it down before the altar, where the lights burned clear the while:

R
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When, oh, harkl the wondmus organ of itself began to play’
Strains of rare, unearthly sweetness never heard untll that day‘ ;

All the vaulted arches rang with the music sweet and clear- G
All the air was ﬁlled with glory, as of angels hovermg near; :

And ere yet the strain was ended he who bore the coﬂin s head;“'

And many a man with Iife out of tune,
Wlth the smxle of one forngen, gently sank besxde 1t—dead

‘And battered and scarred with sin, ' H
Is auctioned cheap %0 the, thquhﬂess c&owd
Much like the old violin."
A “mess of pottage,” a glass of wme;s
game—and he travels on., SR IE
He s gomg ‘once, and ngoing tw:ce, i
- He's “going”. and almost “gone.

But thge Mgastet comes, amcii the foohsh emwd5
Never can quite understan il 11
Tﬁ‘e, worthqof a.soul and the change that's wrought

tershand..,‘ bl
By the tonch of the Mas th\ nnooxs wm.cn

vt byl Yapii] $

They who raxsed the body knew hun and they laxd hxm by hls bndq

Down the aisle and o’ er the threshold they were carried, side by side,
{osabredicgeling: & vl do Wlsgod

While the organ played a d1rge that no man ever heard ‘before, "

And then softly sank to snlence-—sxlence kept for evermore.
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@ls ﬁ J(THE TOUCH OF THE MASTER'S HAND

"T'wAS BATTERED and scarred, and the‘auctioxiee‘r -;3"

07" ... Thought it scarcely worth his while, . s
" To waste much time on the old violm; 3
. But held it up with a smile: (..«

.. What am I bidden, good folks,” he eried, i
“Who’ll start the bidding for me?” - "

IOHN MAYNARD
g ".‘,“’h( ly" s \-'1” Ayt n¥ il
Twas ox Laze Enie's broad expanse :

. One bright midsummer day, ; .

o o el gl "Only tWO? - “The gallant steamer Occan Queen H :
. Two dollars, and who'll make it three? . - . ..., ;008" 7 Saept o 4 ot s
" Three dollars, once; three dollars, twicc' : ‘Belght faces clustered w0y the deck I

- Going for three—"But no, . .| . i g

From the room, far back, a gray-haired man
-Came forward and picked up the bow; 1o 4
. Then, wiping the dust from the old violin, /.. -/ ;00
And tightening the loose strings,

He played a melody pure and sweet

As a carolmg angel smgs. '

The music ceascd and the auctxoneer,

{*With a voice that was quiet and low, | i o

Said: “What am I bid for the old vzohn?” bl
And he held it up with the bow. Uhas Gl RG] Ui
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Or, leaning o’er the side, . .~
Watched carelessly the feathery foam e
That ﬁecked the npplmg txde.‘ ;v.\i 1y

% Ah ‘who beneath that cloudless sky, X
That smiling, bends serene, i
Could dream that dahger, awfgl vast
- Impended o’et the scene~ VLA
Could dtear that ere an hour had spcd
~ That frame of sturdy oak -
Would sink beneath the 1akes blue waves,
Blackened w1th fire and smoke?

v 292




"LOVE IS NOT ENOUGH!"
(National Family Week)
May 4, 1986

"T love you, Mother," said Zittle,ﬂﬂ‘un;

Then, forgetting his work, his cap went on,

And he was off to the garden swing,

And left her the water and wood to bring.

"I love you, Mother," said rosy Nell--

"I love you better than tongue can tell!"

Then she teased and pouted full half the day,

TZll her mother rejoiced when she went out to pla
"T love you, Mother," said little@an;

"Today I'll help you all I can;

How glad I am that school doesn't keep!"

So she rocked the babg till it fell asleep.
Theisegtepping softly, she fetched the broom,

. And swept'the floor and tidied the room;

“Busy_and happy all day was she,

Helpﬁtl and happy as child could be.

ur B : -

L you, Mother," again they said, ®hey én g
ThrgeNLittle children going to bed; ™ RLmh Me
How.q# you think that mother guessed
Whigh~of them really loved her best?

& }%@f. poetic lines by Joy Allison Craigin cannot

?bé-&ﬁ%g great poetry; nevertheless, they point to

;}én imgprtant idea. Love is more than verbal expressi
A pastoral article by Mason Willis, pastor of

the Lakewood United Methodist Church, shared some

provocative thoughts from an article entitled "Love

is Not Enough:"

Love is not enough to make a marriage suc-
cessful for to love someone is only the
beginning point of a meaningful relationship.
We must add commitment, intention, creative
behavior, and hard work to make a marriage
succeed. In brief, it is love at work that
makes enduring relationships.

Love is not enough for children to have a
healthy and supportive climate in which to
mature. Children need discipline to discover

Sokoe



tneilr bounaaries of benavior. lney neea
parental role models to discover what it
means for them to be a person.

Love is not enough for friends. Friend-
ship must be cultivated with acts of caring
and concern. Friendship requires that we
have a willingness to reach out to share in
Joys and be present to support in times of
need.

Neither is it adequate to say we love our
church. The church cannot live by our love
unless we are willing to put that love into
action. Just to say we Llove our church rings
hollow unless there is some tangible evidence
attached.

It would be more accurate to say:

VIEWS OF LOVE ARE NOT ENOUGH, We tend to be very
reckless in our interpretation of great ideas.

We have a knack for twisting issues and ideas. We
fail to get the facts straight. An elderly man
boarded the bus and observed a young mother holding
her baby. In the spirit of a grandfather he
commented: "I hope you will bring him up to be

an upright and conscientious man." The young
mother smiled and replied: '"Yes, but I am afraid
it's going to be a bit difficult, you see—-"

The kindly man interrupted, saying: ''Oh, nonsense,
as the twig is bent so is the tree inclined."

With a smile, the young mother responded: "I know,
but the twig is bent on being a girl, and we're
inclined to let it go that way."

Our erroneous interpretations of ideas are more
serious. Many people recklessly interpret freedom
to be an individual, capricious right which has no
corresponding responsibility. We recklessly interpret
success to be equivalent with the accumulation of
wealth. The powerful religious experience of
prayer is corrupted by making it synonomous with
petition. The word prayer is so corrupted in
interpretation that devout persons such as Gerald
Heard suggest it would be better to eliminate its
usage. In my own ministry I most often affirm
that we will be remembering persons rather than

~



"Resurrection"

For Jesus, His resurrection meant
a victory,
a vanquishing,
a validation,
a win--

A Walkover.

For Satan, the resurrection meant
a failure,
a fizzle,
a flop,
a bust--

A Washout.

For Believers, the resurrection means
unlimited peace,
undaunted joy,
unspeakable love,
accompanied journey--

Everlasting Life.
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Safely Home

[ am home in Heaven, dear ones;
Oh, so happy and so bright!
There is perfect joy and beauty

J'/ In this cverlasting light.

r All the pain and grief ts over,
Every restless tossing passed :

I am now at peace forever,

Safely home in Heaven at last.

Did you wonder I so calmly
Trod the valley of the shade?

Oh! but Jesus love illumined
Every dark and fearful glade.

And He came Himself to meet me
In that way so hard to tread;

And with Jesus’ arm to lean on,
Could I have one doubt or dread?

Then you must not grieve so sorely,
For I love you dearly still:

Try to look beyond earth’s shadows,
Pray to trust our Father's Will.

There is work still waiting for you,
So you must not idly stand;

Do it now, while life remaineth—
You shall rest in Jesus’ land.

W hen that work is all completed,
He will gently call you Home;
Oh, the rapture of that meeting,

Oh, the joy to see you come!




"1 KEEP FORGETTING THINGS®

I keep forgetting things:
Which letters I've answered,
Whether I turned the stove off. !
But I keep remembering things, too:
Faces, places, :

Sights, scents, sounds.

It's annoying not to know where I

left my glasses,

But it's lovely to have always,

right behind my eyes,

A picture of my daughter at three,
hair glinting in the sun,

Looking up at me,

Asking: "Do butterflies have puppies
or is it the other way around?"

I can recall perfectly the sound

of a fog horn :

Off the coast of Maine,

Though, as the family will tell you

I sometimes don't. hear the phone.

I remember graduations and weddings and
Picnics and parades,

The way a fresh-cut lawn smells,

The taste of apricot jam.

Help me to be happy about

what I remember

Instead of fretting about

what I forget.

I'd rather relive love than

find my glasses.

(But, of course, Lord, I wouldn't mind
if you want to give me a hint.)




‘or its unveiling came. The sculptor
1ad succeeded so well in reproducing the
ikeness of the schoolmaster that all
ooked upon the statue with hushed rev-
srence and admiration. The teacher
was . shown looking down wupon the
tneeling form of a little child whose
iplifted gaze focused upon the face of
;he teacher.

Though the statue wgs a wonderful
work of art, the schoolmaster’s most in-
imate friends felt that the sculptor had
‘ailed to represent the dominant desire
f the pedagogue — not to have those
1e taught to look with wonderment up-
n him, but to look upward to the chal-
enging heights of goals as yet unat-
;ained, and to God.

The monument was erected. The day\

So a change was made. At the sec-
ond unveiling all were pleased to see
wmeeling child, looking, not at the fac
>f the teacher, but to the beckoning be
yond.

Any Sunday-school teacher an
preacher is an eminent success who s
sxalts Christ that all will see the One
whose worthiness is extolled and whose
praise ceaselessly sung in glory — “that
n all things he might have the pre-
eminence!” —W. B. K.

The Mysterious Visitor

'"Twas just before Christmas. A pas-
tor sat in his study meditating upon-
the words, “The knowledge of Christ
Jesus my Lord.” Looking out the win-
dow, he saw people scurrying hither,
thither and yon, like ants disturbed on
an anthill. He asked himself, “What
knowledge of Christ do these hurrying
people have? What knowledge of Him
do the people to whom I preach have?
What are their innermost attitudes to-
ward Him?” As he pondered these|
searching questions, he seemed to see in
vision a caller who asked, “Shall I tell
you what Christ means to your people?”’
The caller spoke calmly and solemnly.
“Can you?” asked the pastor; “and how
did you know what I was thinking
about?”’

The caller began, “Some of your peo-
ple think of Christ as they would think
of a generous rich uncle. Ceaselessly
they ask Him for things. Others think

of Him as a great teacher. They are
stimulated intellectually to hear learned
discourses about Him. Some think of
Him as an errand boy whom they flip-
pantly order to help them.”

“Oh, mysterious caller, is this an ac-
curate picture of my people?”’ asked the
minister.

“Yes,” said the caller sadly but firm-
ly. Then he concluded, “But to some
He is an ever-present, never-failing
friend and confidant! To some, He is
the fairest among ten thousands and
the altogether lovely One!” As the call-
er said this, he receded and vanished,
disappearing as mysteriously as he had
appeared.

“Was I asleep?” asked the startled
pastor, “or has an angel visited me, or
has Christ Himself been here?”

/ —W.B.K.

11O N NESHeD - »

The Christian’s Honzon!).}(, w
What do I see as I look back?
Millions of mercies along life’s track;
God’s love shining where all was black

That’s what I see,
Looking back.

What do I see as I look within?
A heart by my Saviour redeemed from
sin;
A hope, through His grace, heaven’s Joys(
to win;
That’s what I see,
Looking in.

What do I see, looking forth today?
Blessings granted before I pray;
A sheltering arm, a guiding ray;
This do I see,
Today.

What do I see as I look on?
Burdens lifted and trials gone;
A light at even, surpassing dawn;
That’s what I see,
Looking on.

What do I see as I look above?
God’s own banner, whose name is Love
Love unspeakable, wonderful love;
That’s what I see,
Above!
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IF I HAD MY LIFE TO LIVE OVER

Someone asked me the other day, if I had my life to live over
would I change anything?

"No," 1 answered, but then I begam to think. . .

If I had my life to live over, I would have talked less and
listened more.

I would have invited friends over to dinner even if the carpet
was stained and the sofa faded.

I would have eaten popcorn in the "good" living room and
worried much less about the dirt when someone ‘wanted to light
a fire in the fireplace. s .

I would have taken the time to listen to my grandfather
ramble about his youth.

I would have never insisted the car windows be rolled up or
a summer day because my hair had been teased and sprayed.
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before it melted in st .
on the lawn with my children and not werr

I would have sat
about grass stains.

I would have criec and .augned :2ss wnile watching televisic
- and more while watching life. :

I would have sharec more of the responsibility carried by m
! . VP, : '

I would have gone to bed when I was sick instead of preten-
ding the earth would go into a holding pattern if I weren't th
for the day. :

I would never have tought anything just because it was prac-
tical, wouldn't show scil or was guzranteed to last a lifetime.
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sarry”...but mostly, given another shot at life, I would seize
every minute...look 3t it and really see it... live it...and
never give it back.




LIFE LESSONS

‘ THE SPLENDID SPUR

Not on the neck of prince or hound,
Nor a woman’s finger twined,
May gold from the deriding gropnd
Keep sacred that we sacred bind:
Only the heel
Of splendid steel.
Shall stand secure on sliding f.ate, :
When golden navies weep thclrz freight. :

The scarlet hat, the 1aureled' stave
Are measures, not the springs, of worth;
In a wife’s lap, as in a grave,
Man’s airy notions mix with earth.
Seek other spur
Bravely to stir -
The dust in this loud world, and tread

Alp-high among the whispering dead.

Trust in thyselfy—then spur amaiis
So shall Charybdis wear a grace,
Grim Ztna laugh, the Libyan plain
Take roses to her shriveled face.
This orb—this round
Of sight and sound— :
Count it the lists that God hath built

hty hearts to ride a-tilt.
T ; Arthur Quiller-Couch

INVICTUS

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.
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LIFE LESSONS

In the fell clutch of circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud:
Under the bludgeonings of chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the menace of the years
Finds and shall find me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul.

IF—-

If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too;

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

~ Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,

Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:

If you can dream—and not make dreams your master; T
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim, o

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same;

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you’ve given your life to, broken,
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:
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The Lord Is My Creator

LORD, you created every part of me;
you put me together in my
mother’s womb.
I praise you because you are to
be feared;
all you do is strange and
wonderful.
I know it with all my heart.
When my bones were being formed,
carefully put together in my
mother’s womb,
when I was growing there in
secret,
you knew that I was there—
you saw me before I was born.
The days allotted to me
had all been recorded in your
book,

before any of them ever began.
O God, how difficult I find your
thoughts;
how many of them there are!
If T counted them, they would be
more than the grains of sand.
When I awake, I am still with
you.

Examine me, O 'God, and know
my mind;
test me, and discover my
thoughts.
Find out if there is any evil in me
and guide me in the everlasting
way.

Psalm 139.13-18, 23, 24
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A LITTLE MIXSD UP aj,(/\/v7
e

Just a line to say I'm living
That I am not among the desad,
Though I'm getting more forgetful,
And more mixed up in the head.,

For sometimes I can't remember

When I stand at the foot of skairs,
If T nust go up for something

Or I've just came down from there.

And before the frig so often

My poor mind is filled with doubt.
Have I just put food awey, or

Have I come to take some out!

And there's times when it is dark out,
With my nightcap on my head,
I don't know if I'm retiring
Or just getting out of bed.

So, if it's my turn to write you,
There's no need in getting sore.
I may think that I have written
And don't want to be a bore.

So, remember-I do love you
&nd wish that you were here,
But now, it's nearly time for mail,
So, I must say, Good-bye, my dear,
e se et sfeshe e sl aste oo e e el e i sfelese e o R R sk e e e e sk el o

There I stood beside the mailbox,
With a face so very red.
Instead of mailing vou my letbex,
I had opened it insteadiflil!
**?P-*#&*#*****#*ﬁ********##&mﬂm FORM 3-169
PRINTED IN U.S.A.



CALENDAR AND COMMENTS
GLASSES—don’t forget to bring your old discarded eyeglasses for the

Lions Club. :

Monday, August 6 - LABOR DAY. Have a safe Labor Day (Monday). But
come to Church on Sunday.

CHARGE CONFERENCE. Thanks to all who attended and supported our
annual charge conference. All went well and we look forward joyfully to the
future of our Owingsville Church. God Bless You!

September 11. LUNCHEON FOR RETIRED TEACHERS. This luncheon
will be prepared by the ladies of our Church. If you have not been
contacted, volunteer to help.

LET US BUILD BRIDGES!

An old man going down a lone highway,
Came, at evening, cold and gray;

To a chasm vast, and deep, and wide
Thru which was flowing a sullen tide.

The old man crossed in the twilight dim,
The sullen stream had no fears for him;
But he turned, when safe on the other side,
And buil: a bridge to span the tide.

"Old man", said a fellow pilgrim, near,

"You are wasting strength with building here;
Your journey will end with the ending of day,
You never again must pass this way;

You have crossed the chasm, deep and wide-
Why build you the bridge at eventide?"

The builder lifted his old gray head:

"Good friend, in the path I have come,"” he said,

"There followeth after. me today

A youth, whose feet must pass this way.

This chasm, that has been naught to me,

To that fair-haired youth may a pitfall be.

He, too, must cross in the twilight dim,;

Good friend, I am building this bridge for him."
Will Allen Dromgoole.

"OPPORTUNITIES ARE USUALLY DISGUISED AS HARD WORK--SO
MOST PEOPLE DON’T RECOGNIZE THEM."



2 JESUDS SFEARDS
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I have given you special gifts: %
In your mind I have given you the ab".ity to understand

the needs of suffering.

In your hands I have given you the strength to meet
these needs by touching, soothing and comforting the sick.

In your eyes I have given you My sight that you may
recognize when one of my people needs to talk, needs a hug,
or just needs a shoulder to lean on.

In your speech I give yo'u My words to c-:mfort the ill, give
courage to the fearful and encour:gement to the one who
otherwise would give up.

In your heart I have given you the full measure of My
love that you may freely show how much I love My
people and care for them in time of their distress.

[n your whole being I give you the energy, desire and
unfailing courage to open up yoursel<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>