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"Book" is a generic term, not used here to indicate that this is to be published. It is a collection of stories, essays, etc., that I have written over many years. My work has included too many different target audiences, from toddlers to grownups, to appeal as a book for folks in general. This is a gift to my immediate family for Christmas, 2004. 
I especially wish to thank my loving husband, Bob, for the hundreds of hours he has used, typing my words into his computer. We want to acknowledge the kindness of folks at the McKee Library at Southern Adventist University. They allowed us to copy from their file of Seventh-day Adventist magazines various of my stories and articles for which the original manuscripts have been lost. 
Please remember that this material was written over much of my lifetime. The earliest story was written and published when I was a teenager. Just take it and enjoy it as a gift from me. 
With love to each family member, June Allen Beckett – 11/25/04
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[bookmark: ForThineInheritance][bookmark: _Toc160802612]“For Thine INHERITANCE”
The Youth’s Instructor - November 13, 1945
“Mem-sahib, what time will you wish tiffin to be ready today?” inquired the tall dignified Punjabi of his mistress. 
“I trust you will stay for lunch,” Mrs. Nazir smiled at us and then turned to the “bearah” with a few orders. 
We three–Dad, Ruth, and I–were seated with a dainty little French hostess on the grass in front of her camp. We had been discussing wild thyme, but after the interruption conversation turned to the many wonders of nature in this summer paradise. For this was Kashmir, land of beauty and majesty. Here it is that one may escape the torrid heat of the Indian plains. Pahlgam, a tent resort in Kashmir, was our choice before all other vacation spots. And it was here to a city of fabric dwellings that we had come to rest and admire some of our Creator’s greatest works. 
“If you, my friends, truly wish to see a number of nature’s real masterpieces,” continued Mrs. Nazir, “why not follow the trail of the pilgrims to Amarnath? By starting soon you will be able to make the trip and return before the annual pilgrimage begins, and you will enjoy your trip better.” 
We listened eagerly to the story of the only blue ice found in Asia, located in a small cave miles back in the interior. This chamber in the earth had been discovered by a traveling plainsman and made into a religious shrine, a place of pilgrimage. Out of respect to the fervent hopes with which the pilgrims traveled the long, weary miles, the government had built a good pony trail up to the cave. 
And thus it was that on a clear, cold morning, two weeks later, we set out on the three-day hike to the cave of Amarnath. There were not many others traveling in the same direction; consequently, we could enjoy the solitude and beauty to its fullness. 
It was just after dinner, that first day, that we had the most exciting experience of the trip. Some distance above the present road a new one was being cut into the mountainside, since the lower trail was too near the river. Huge rocks were being dynamited, and the noise of the reports kept re-echoing among the cliffs around us. 
“Go as fast as you can until you cross the water!” shouted a man with a red flag as we entered this section. 
Not fully comprehending, we still were duly impressed and walked as quickly as we could for a mile or so. However, the road led uphill, and very soon we slowed down again. Suddenly the path turned and went almost straight upward in a slightly zig-zag course. Dad looked around, then his face turned pale. Away up there above he had seen a small white puff of dust. 
His cry of “Run!” was lost in the thunder of dynamite, but we understood and ran! Rocks scattered around behind us and bounded on down into the river. When Ruth and I reached the other side of the ravine, we were both shaking with fright. Looking back, we saw Dad crouched beneath the only bush in sight. With a prayer in our lips sister and I stood helpless as we watched each boulder bounce up and over the helpless form. 
Then we saw that just this side of Dad was a tiny stream flowing across the path! He smiled as he came over it, and merely said, “Each step an inch longer and we should have ‘crossed the water’ soon enough!” How like my preacher Daddy! 
And that was that. We simply picked up our sweaters and packs again and traveled on. 
Tired, aching feet and seldom-used muscles cried out in relief as we rounded the last bend and walked into a little valley, with our destination in full view. A flight of man-carved steps led us halfway up a perpendicular cliff. 
A priest met us and very politely showed us around. Somehow, to me, the entire place seemed pervaded with an atmosphere like that in a museum. There was no reverence as we feel it in our Christian worship. A piece of greenish-blue ice, surrounded by a fence and covered with faded flowers, comprised this ‘god’; and a shallow cave was its dwelling place. At one side was a small charcoal brazier around which were seated saffron-robed priests. The ground had been packed hard by hundreds of pilgrim feet. This bare “room” was a sore disappointment to me. My imagination had been dealt a severe blow, and I turned back toward the entrance, where I waited for the others. 
To believe that human beings with reasoning power could put a piece of ice before its Maker and worship it did not seem right to me. I had lived in the midst of Hinduism all my life, but this was the first time it had touched my real thinking. So far it had been something to tolerate, but from now on it was something to understand and overcome. 
“Best foot forward for the return trip,” called Dad, and accordingly we set our faces homeward.
Just before night dark clouds began to creep around the mountaintops. Ruth had gone ahead to pitch camp while we took some snapshots. 
“Junie, it is getting rather late,” said Dad as he hurriedly put away the camera and tripod. “Are you afraid to wade the river? We won’t have time to go around by the road.” 
“Of course I’m not scared, Daddy, if you’ll go first and show me where to step,” I replied, unwilling to show the very real timidity I felt as I looked out over the swirling water. 
In the valley where we stood, five small snow-water rivers came together. The torrent was icy and swift, but nowhere in the great expanse it covered was it more than two feet deep. As we stepped into the freezing water, it tore at our feet as though it resented our intrusion. 
Suddenly “Sahib, Sahib!” came a shout from behind us. Two big husky mountain coolies were running down the bank. “Sahib, a coolie can do that , but never a white man. Come back, come back and go by the road!” 
Dad looked at the sky, and with a firmer grip on camera and shoes, he smilingly stepped forward. 
“Very well. Sahib, if you will! But the Miss Sahib? She cannot do it!” 
But I was in! I, also, renewed the hold on my belongings and proceeded to follow in my father’s footsteps. My defiance was aroused, and I was going to show them! 
We stumbled forward, our feet so nearly frozen that we scarcely felt them at times. With a silent prayer in our hearts we pushed onward, knowing that if we stumbled and fell, we would be drenched to the skin by the icy current. Once in a while we would rest for a moment on some tiny island, but it was so cold we could not sit still for very long. 
“Ouch!” was wrung from me several limes when stones were flung against my legs by the rushing water. Once one cut me, but I was so numb that the cut did not hurt very much until my feet were warmed by the fire that night. 
I do believe that was the longest half mile I ever walked. The other side finally reached, we put on our shoes and recuperated a bit. 
“They are still over there,” I said, and Dad and I waved triumphantly at the men on the other side. They waved back in return and shook their heads at the obstinate ways of the white man. 
The next day came rain and mud, more rain, and more mud. We trudged ankle-deep in it the last eighteen miles to base camp. From the road we could hear Mother’s cheerful voice. The campfire shone through the trees and beckoned to us to hurry. Finally, dirty, tired, wet and hungry, we entered its welcoming circle of light and warmth. 
Later, stretched out on my back, with a mat between me and the still-damp earth, I looked up through the firs at the stars in a now cloudless sky. Night noises sounded in the dark woods about us, and the creek just below hurried noisily on its way. My body was comfortable, but in my heart was a restlessness aroused by what I had seen and heard at Amarnath. Family worship had begun and Dad was reading. The words had never before sounded so beautiful: 
“Ask of Me, and I shall give thee thine inheritance, and the uttermost parts of the earth for thy possession.” 
The psalmist had answered my thoughts. They, the people of India, are mine “inheritance,” my “possession.” As soon as I am ready and the way opens, I want to go back to them, for they sadly need the light of the gospel of salvation. I must make sure that my Lord does not delay His coming because I have sold my birthright. 

[bookmark: _Toc160802613]BRIGHT CANDY
Guide - May 10, 1967
Janie pulled the covers in tightly under her chin, and her glance traveled around the pretty room. Her big sister, Marge, was reading intently from some wonderful new book, the light of a bed lamp shining on her face. Small sister Susie’s soft brown eyelashes were lying gently on her round cheeks. Jimmy, the toddler lay sleeping in the room across the hall, his crib next to mother and dad’s bed. 
It was 1938, and the missionary family was “home” on furlough–home in the United States–in the country of dime stores and highways, Wheaties and electric trains. All four of the children were tucked away each night in beds with inner-spring mattresses. The cozy little white house on the hillside seemed like heaven to eleven-year-old Janie. 
It isn’t a big house, thought Janie, but there are so many of the things here that mother and daddy have told us about. She remembered the big shiny bathtub, and sighed contentedly at the memory of the warm bath she had finished. It was really quite different from the big earthen gurrah (water jug) and the aluminum dipper they had used for a shower in India. And their beds there had been made of wood with rope lacings woven back and forth. Regardless of how much the mattresses were plumped up, they always seemed to end up lumpy, humpy things! 
In the days that followed, the two older sisters were introduced to the novelty of church school. It, too, was different from the small room they had used for school in their mission home back in Chuharkana. In it there had been only two little desks and one big one, with a tiny table in the corner for Susie to use, right where mamma could keep an eye on the little wiggler. Here in America in a real school they had classes for hours and hours, besides the times set aside for recesses and lunch. Mother had taught them well, so they had no trouble understanding their schoolwork now–and school was a lot more fun with other children in their grades. 
Once a week the big grocery stores would have “specials,” and Janie was always first to ask to go shopping with her parents. In India the market was spread all over the place, each merchant having a little section of his own in the open air. Rice, lentils, chilies, and dozens of other things were displayed in open-topped gunny sacks. Customers would have felt cheated if they could not have let the grains of lentils or wheat run through their fingers while they bargained. But here Janie would wander along and gently touch the packages, so neatly and tidily done up in cellophane and paper and so many boxes. 
All of these and so many more there were to marvel at! From the first there was one certain kind of spot that drew Janie, pulled her with a magic she could not quite explain. It was usually right at the checkout counter in the market. For a long time she never even touched the bright little packages of candy–she just looked. Mother sometimes bought a few, and they were wisely rationed and passed out among the children in the little white house. Every circle of candy or piece of gum was a wonderfully sweet thing in Janie’s mouth, and as the weeks went by she wished abd wished for more. 
“Janie, please get a dollar from my purse and run down to the corner for some sugar,” mother called one day. “I can’t finish the baking if I don’t have some.” 
Janie put away her jigsaw puzzle and happily went to mamma’s bedroom. She opened the sturdy black purse and pulled out the little coin purse with the grocery money inside. As she took out a one-dollar bill, she noticed that there was lots of change. It seemed to her that the dimes, nickles, and quarters winked and blinked at her. She fingered them for a minute or two, then quickly shut the small purse with a snap. Closing the big one, she ran out the door and down to the market. 
When the grocer gave Janie the change from the dollar bill, her eyes went to the many-colored contents of the candy counter, but her fingers closed over the coins, and she hurried up the hill. 
Sabbath came and the next week started. One afternoon Janie was staying alone with her little brother, who had not wakened from his nap. Daddy had gone after fresh vegetables at the ranch up the valley on the other side of town. At th last minute mamma had decided to go, too, and Janie had volunteered to stay with Jimmy. 
The house was quiet with the others gone. Janie tried to work on her arithmetic for the next day, but a breeze blowing through the open window made her restless. She walked slowly through the house, enjoying this feeling of being the boss–for a little while. She stood in the doorway of her parent’s room and watched her brother’s small chest rise and fall with his even breathing. Then her eyes shifted to the dresser. Mamma had left her purse! 
Oh, well, she thought. Daddy has his wallet and can pay for the vegetables. 
Walking over to the dresser Janie mechanically opened mamma’s purse. She picked up the coin purse inside. Opening it, she let the change run into her hand. Tipping her hand from side to side, she watched the coins slide back and forth. Her thoughts ran from the money to all those wonderful packages of candy and gum. Three nickels stayed in her hand as she closed the change purse, tucked it into the big one, and fastened the clasp. Little Jimmy squirmed in his sleep and Janie jumped a bit. A look out the window told her the folks weren’t home yet and she hurried to her room, where she hid the three nickels under her clothes in the dresser drawer. 
Several days passed, but Janie kept thinking of the nickels and the candy. Finally she had the chance to slip down to the store and buy three of the packages of candy–long smooth rolls filled with sweetness. 
Above the house was a bush-covered hillside that rose high over the homes below. Janie climbed around the end of the block, up past enough of the bushes so that she could curl down on the grass and not be seen. One by one the circles of candy disappeared, seeming to satisfy the craving she had built up over many weeks. When all three rolls were gone, Janie carefully tucked the wrappers back into their paper sack. She rolled the whole business up and put it in her dress pocket, to be dumped in someone else’s trash can between there and home. 
Back at the house Janie finished her homework, ate supper (though she wasn’t very hungry!), and finally went to bed. Sleep didn’t come quickly, for her thoughts were troubled, but finally she drifted off. 
During the following weeks it was easier to find times when no one was around. She knew just how to do it now, and the nickels and dimes seemed easier to take. Janie was quite a smart young lady, for she never helped herself to very many, and not so often that mamma would notice what was happening. The little spot in the grass on the hill took on a familiarity, for it was there that she always went alone to feast on her candy. There was no longer any trouble about going to sleep at night, and during most of the days Janie’s conscience didn’t bother her at all. Of course, she was very careful not to seem too interested in candy when shopping with her mother, and sometimes mamma did wonder a little bit why Janie didn’t ask for candy any more. 
Quite a while had gone by. It was 1939 now, and the time was drawing near for daddy to start packing for the trip back to the mission station in India. Night after night mother and dad sat up checking lists of things to buy, for the years would be long in the mission field, and there were many things that could not be gotten there. Janie knew that mamma had bought many boxes of crayons, lots of coloring books, and “on sale” bigger dresses for her girls and pants and shirts for her boy. There were extra pairs of blunt-nosed scissors for Susie and Jimmy as they got big enough to use them, and patterns for the two older ones to begin sewing within the next few years. 
Each night, after the session with the lists and planning, daddy would turn on the radio to listen to the nine o’clock news. Janie would listen through her drowsiness, and she often wondered about the grown-up problems of the world. Europe was really having a lot of trouble. That old Hitler was running over so many countries, and it sounded as if the people there were very unhappy. Sleepily Janie listened, and she was thankful for her untroubled home and her comfortable bed. One night she was awake enough to be glad that they would go back to India by way of the Philippines and Singapore.–on the other side of the world from Hitler and his armies. 
At breakfast daddy talked with mother about “the serious world conditions.” One morning Janie caught a sentence that stayed with her all day. 
“Do you suppose, dear,” daddy asked mamma, “That all of these troubles could end in the battle of Armageddon?” With daddy a preacher-missionary, Janie had listened to enough sermons to know that Armageddon was one of the last great events to happen before Jesus would come again. 
“Armageddon, Armageddon, Armageddon,” was the refrain that ran in the back of her mind all that day, and she was troubled but didn’t have the time to figure out why. 
That night Janie had to make her way to bed past boxes in the living room, and the crate next to her bed made it a little hard to enjoy the now-familiar bed. When daddy turned the knob of the radio she was still awake, and she listened to every word: “Hitler–armies–terrible trouble for Jews–Poland– anxious England . . . ” The newscaster ended with a little joke for his listeners, but Janie wasn’t interested. She curled into a tight ball under the covers, shivering. Suddenly she knew what was wrong. If Jesus came soon, she couldn’t go to heaven with Him. She was a sneak, a thief. She had not honored her mother. Her face felt hot, then cold again. 
Daddy turned off the radio. As the door to her parent’s bedroom opened, a light shone through the hall, then dimmed as the door shut again. But she could still see a little of the light, gleaming under the door. Then even that light went out, and the house on the hillside was still. 
Still, that is, except for Janie’s conscience. Was she to be the one who would keep them from being “a complete family circle in heaven,” as mamma liked to say? Over and over she could see herself slipping her hand into mother’s coin purse and coming out with shiny money. Her world was very black that night, and the moonlight didn’t help at all. Two or three times she started to throw the covers back, and each time she pulled them tightly around herself again 
Finally, with a big effort, Janie stuck her feet out on the floor, and ran quietly to the room across the hall. Mamma was a very light sleeper, and was already sitting up by the time Janie came through the door. Mamma’s long hair brushed against Janie’s face as their arms went around each other. Together they went into the kitchen, and there the whole story came out. 
Janie’s head hung low as she told of the money, the candy, and her own unhappiness. 
“Will you forgive me, mamma, please? I can’t even sleep!” 
Mother’s brown eyes had tears in them, and in a moment the moonlight showed them both kneeling in prayer. As Janie stood up she knew that Armageddon had lost its terror for her–for she was forgiven. 
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Guide 10/25/67
The sun stood mid-morning high over Khokerke village as Janie hurried across the street. Behind her lay the mission compound. Her chores and studies for the day were done. Mother had agreed to this visit, for Janie had already been a busy girl today. Her parents believed in the fact that children should learn to do all the household work, even though here in India servants were paid so little. 
“It will be hot for sure by the time I head home,” Janie muttered, though she knew she was glad to have a few hours to herself. A string of camels kicked soft puffs of dust as she hurried by them, and two small boys played marbles with balls of clay they had made themselves. 
As Janie turned a corner down into the village, she hurried a bit faster. 
“Hope Esther hasn’t made the curry already–she promised I could help”! She thought. 
At a big wooden door she paused, then pushed it open a little way. Peering in, she checked to see if Moti was tied up. Moti was a big hill-dog, and Moti didn’t like anyone who didn’t live in her house. Seeing the fastened chain, Janie walked on in, then paused to remove her shoes at the end of the entryway. She set the neatly beside the other pair already there. 
Esther, a slight young woman with a sad face, looked up. “Salaam, Janie!” her face brightened. She let the brown-eyed baby slide from her hip to the hard-packed floor, and Janie picked him up and cuddled him close. He giggled as she tickled his chin, and then he stuck his thumb in his mouth. 
“Esther, did you wait to show me how to cook?” Janie begged. 
“Of course, Janie. It’s good for you to learn these things. Someday you’ll go back to America and then you can do this in your own house.” 
For an hour Janie squatted by Esther, cutting potatoes, peeling onions, grinding curry spices just as her friend told her to do. They chatted of many things, and the time went by quickly. Suddenly Janie sat back on her heels. “Esther, we don’t have many members in our church here, do we?” she asked. 
“No, Miss-Sahib. Muhammadans are very hard to win to the Christian faith. Here in my neighborhood most believe in the faith of Mohammed. I try always to live as a true Christian, but it’s not always easy. You know my husband is not a Christian.” 
Janie did know that. She knew, too, that Esther’s husband sometimes came home drunk and beat her and the baby cruelly. She had heard her own parents talking and praying about it when they thought all the children were asleep. She had shed tears of her own for Esther’s sake, and prayed about it, too. 
“Yes, Esther, I know,” was all she said now. Her eyes circled the high walls of the courtyard as she thought of the people around who didn’t know about Christ. 
“Janie Miss-Sahib,” Ester’s voice was a bit hesitant as she spoke this time. “I have a friend I’d like you to know. Would you be willing to come with me?” 
“Of course, but will the curry burn?” Janie felt she had worked too hard to let that outh-watering curry be spoiled. 
Esther pushed the sticks of wood in the fire this way and that till her expert touch had tiny, steady heat under the earthen pot. She covered it lightly to keep in the steam, and stood, brushing the black strands of hair that had escaped from her single braid. The baby chuckled delightedly as his mama picked him up off the ground. 
Esther led the way to the corner of the courtyard and began to climb the stairs to the roof. Janie followed, knowing that neighbors could visit each other this way, for the houses were built each right onto the next, and everyone had a lovely flat roof to sleep on when the nights were hot. 
At the top Esther and Janie paused for a moment, looking out over the roofs of the village. The sun was overhead now and its rays were really hot. Janie saw, over to the right, a buffalo enjoying the cool mud of the village pond. For a second she envied him, then remembered the dirt that was with the mud! 
Esther had started down her next-door neighbor’s stairway now, and Janie followed. Looking down, she saw a young woman sitting on a woven-rope charpai (cot). She was hardly more than a girl, Janie noticed as she reached the bottom step. 
Esther put an arm around Janie, “I want my two friends to meet each other,” she said simply. “Janie Miss-Sahib–This is Shanti.” 
Shanti was slender and pretty, her hair drawn back from her face into the usual tight braid. The blackness of it shone from coconut oil, and the end of the braid was fastened with bright red wool yarn. Her chadder, the light cotton head-shawl of the Punjabi woman, had slipped from over her head and she gave it a practiced flip up again as she invited them to sit with her. Janie envied these women their loose trousers and long shirts that made it so easy for them to sit cross-legged on the charpais. Sh was used to sitting that way herself., but wished she could always dress as they did. It seemed so much more sensible than her dresses! 
“How are your mother and father? And how many sisters and brothers do you have?” Shanti followed the proper opening remarks through and Janie answered as she knew was polite. After all, she had learned the Punjabi and Urdu right along with English. She even thought and dreamed in any of the three. 
Suddenly Esther remembered the curry. The baby was asleep and she lowered him gently into Janie’s arms. I’ll come back immediately,” she said and hurried up and across the roof. 
“Isn’t he sweet?” Janie said to Shanti as she cuddled the little brown baby. She rocked a little and crooned a Punjabi lullaby she had heard Esther sing. Shanti watched and her face grew sad. 
“I have been married two years now and Allah has still not blessed me with any sons,” she said wistfully. “It is lonely here with my husband gone all day, and my mother is far away.” 
“Why don’t you come and visit us!” Janie was all enthusiasm. “We live very near, and we all speak Urdu. You would love my little brother and sister!” Shanti’s head hung low as she answered, “My husband would not allow it. I am in purdah, you know.” 
“Oh!” was Janie’s reply. With new eyes she looked at this little yard and into the house beyond. At first she had been tickled with the idea of someone so near her own age sort of “playing house.” But her new sight suddenly said this was a prison! Right now she felt hemmed in. What must it be for Shanti, who had to live here week in and week out? Janie took another look at the embroidery she had thought so pretty in Shanti’s hands–no, she’d rather do her own chores at home. She’d rather do that than to have the servants clean everything and have time for such busy-work–and live in a jail. 
Shanti changed the subject quickly, and when Esther came back they were laughing merrily at the wakening baby. 
Many times after that Janie walked across the dusty road to visit Esther and Shanti. If Esther was not home, she went directly across to the next massive front door and was always welcome. Shanti told her more and more of what it was like to live in purdah, the life of a Mohammedan woman. It seemed to Janie like a life-sentence for some uncommitted crime. Each time she left at the end of the visit she seemed to hear silent bars slide shut behind her. 
“I’ve brought you a little book to help you keep from being lonesome,” Janie held out a tiny Gospel of John she had gotten from her father’s supply. I had been a few days since she had last visited the homes in Khokerke. 
“Ai!” Suddenly Shanti’s welcoming eyes were afraid, and she put her hands behind her back! 
“What’s the matter?” Janie stood still and let the book slip into a pocket. 
“Is it a Christian book?” “Why, yes, it is. Would your husband be angry?” Janie began to understand. 
“He would be furious! And I couldn’t take it anyway, for I can’t read!” Now Shanti’s eyes were full of tears. “H doesn’t know that I have Christian friends, and I must never let him know. . . But you can tell me about it?” 
Of course Janie could, and she did. Not only then, but many times. She asked her father to help her make the story of Christ simple, just right for someone who could not read or go wherever she wanted.. They planned a message for a very lonely person, just as it’s intended in the Bible. A few times Shanti did go walking with Janie, but it was only when stifled under a heavy, floor-length “bhurka” covering that she could go. They had a much better time in the little courtyard, where Janie told the Bible stories of the Savior of men. 
Then suddenly there was a war. Grown-ups called it World War II, and The Enemy was coming towards the Punjab–seemed to be sweeping right through Burma and on to Assam. There were no more quiet visits in the courtyard of Shanti’s home. Janie and her sister Marge were packed before they knew what was happening, and there was a ship supposed to be waiting in Bombay harbor to take them to the United States. 
One last time Janie told Esther goodbye and hugged the baby. Once more she slipped over the mud stairs to the roof and down the other side into Shanti’s prison. 
“Shanti, you won’t forget what I’ve told you about Jesus, will you?” And she hugged the other girl tight. 
“No, I won’t forget. He loved me, too, didn’t He?” The wistfulness in her eyes hurt Janie. 
“He still does, Shanti, He still does...” The tears that blinded Janie kept her from seeing the camels and little boys very well on the way home. 
Janie still looks back through the years and prays that somehow Shanti understood about Jesus and His gift of freedom from prison . . . from sin . . . from purdah. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802615]Wanted: Grandmas
Review - 11/4/68
“Mommy, can’t I have a grandma any more?” The wistful eyes facing me tugged at my heart. Two years ago Cindy and I spent five months with grandma. During those months our daddy batched, while this little girl and I cared for his mother in Los Angeles, two hundred miles from home. Cindy often hushed her chatter and her feet learned to walk more softly for love of her grandma. Then grandma’s battle with cancer ended. And Cindy’s question hung unanswered in the air. 
“Yes, dear, you have mommy’s mother still for a grandma. But daddy’s mother is resting in the grave till Jesus comes to take us to heaven.” 
Cindy turned to look at grandma’s empty rocker. Tears welled up in the blue eyes. “Does she have to stay in the grave? Can’t she visit us?” 
“Sweetheart, Jesus knew how tired grandma was. He’ll be looking for her when He comes, for she loved Him very much.” 
“Then can she go to heaven with us?” A smile shone through her tears as my child flung both arms around my neck. I hugged her and nodded. More words wouldn’t come. 
Now Cindy’s other grandma became very important to her. Watching the happiness between my mother and our child brought joy to me. Two heads bent together over a picture of a frolicking lamb. The two chuckles joined as one. 
“I still have one grandma, don’t I?” I patted the freckled cheek and assured her she was right. 
On an October afternoon my mother talked with Cindy, showing her that each finger could be a symbol of one part of a child’s Christian life. Intently Cindy watched while grandma laid out a sheet of white paper, then drew around the dimpled fingers to form the outline of one small hand. Holding up her head afterwards, Cindy looked from it to her grandma. “I’ll remember that,” she said. 
Two weeks later my mother slipped away after a sudden heart attack. Stunned, I still had to remember my child. And I must tell the truth. 
“Little girl, Grandma Allen is going to wait in the grave for Jesus, too!” 
This time there was comprehension in Cindy’s eyes. They overflowed with tears and rebellion showed through. 
“But I need one grandma! I’m not happy!” Again we held each other close, but I saw Cindy’s glance linger on the gray hair of passing women after that. 
Then into Cindy’s life came Grandma Annie, who married late I life but willingly opened her heart to the step-children and their children. That heart had a special corner into which crept a small child called Cindy. Only a few times they have made cookies together and spoken the special tongue of grandmother and grandchild. But Cindy is sure that the miles between promise future re-unions and she is partially content. “Mommy, I do have one grandma, don’t I?” 
Now we are in a new town and attend a different church. Once a day Cindy and I ride my “exercycle” up and down and around the little city. Quite casually a friend said: 
“Stop sometime and visit Gramia–she doesn’t get to church very often.” 
“Gramia?” 
“Yes–her own grandson started calling her that when he was little. Now she’s everyone’s Gramia. Her first name is Mia!” 
So the “exercycle” parked one day in front of a small white house. Gramia’s smile drew us back often. She included Cindy, but didn’t push her attention on the child. Then one rainy Tuesday I had to go to Dorcas Federation to give a report. It was no place for a five-year-old with chicken pox! Gramia kept Cindy while my car splashed off down the street. 
At the end of the day I came back and a tired, itching child met me. “Did you have a good time, Cindy?” I asked the inane question, expecting a polite affirmative. “Now tell Gramia ‘thank you’ like a good little girl!” 
But Gramia held up one hand to silence me. Her eyes looked straight into Cindy’s wary ones. 
“You don’t have to say you had a good time, Cindy,” Gramia said. Then Cindy shook her head in a negative answer, but there came a look of relief to her face. However, in the following days I learned a lot of things! 
“Mommy, Gramia doesn’t make scrambled eggs! She let me watch it grow and grow–the egg thing she made!” 
“An omelet, dear? 
“Yes. An om-e-let. Mmm, it was good!” 
Another time: 
“Mommy, you know what?” 
“What, dear?” 
“The walnuts from Gramia’s tree go ‘plunk’ on her roof! Lots of them do it!” 
And again: 
“Mommy, I like the berries on Gramia’s pyrocantha bushes best. They taste better than ours here at home–they’re good!” 
I’m watching and listening. The heart of my child has suffered twice. I can’t look inside, but one day soon I hope to see that shine on her face once more: 
“Mommy, I have two grandmas again!” 
Thank God for the extra grandmas. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802616]ONE LITTLE WORD, ONE LITTLE LINE
(Circa 1967-1971)
Her correspondence work done for the day, Janie, as usual, needed something to do. It was quiet on the veranda, and she stretched out on the numda (felt rug). She was considering how best to spend the time till Marge finished her studies and Jimmy and Susie woke from their naps. 
Her eye fell on the new dart board up on the wall. She looked at it for a long time, the warm spring air making her lazy and comfortable. Slowly she stood up, and walked to the dart board. With her finger she traced the outlines of the circles, and counted the scores under her breath. Just think how it would be if she–or anyone–could put a dart into each section! Quite a score, huh? 
She picked three darts out of the box on the little table, and backed up to the mark daddy had made on the veranda floor. Suddenly the dart board seemed very far away, and Janie remembered that she hadn’t made a very good showing when playing with the rest of the family. 
Standing there, she thought of how sweet daddy had been to get the new game for them. He knew how hard it was way out on a pioneer station in the Punjab to find anything for teenagers (well, she was almost one!) to do. Dad was like that. Recently he had discovered that there was a family on the next road who had boys and girls their ages, and he had taken the family over to get acquainted. She remembered Geoffrey, Diana and Cherry with pleasure. Their pretty English mother and well-educated Indian father had been so pleasant! 
Squinting, Janie aimed carefully at the dart board and threw...oops, out on the edge. No good. Glancing around to make sure she was alone, she carefully took two steps forward. Again she aimed–aha! This was more like it, for she had scored ten points! The proper mark called for in the rules was well behind as she threw the last dart–bull’s eye! 
“Gosh!” came softly from Janie as she went closer to the dart board. Again she looked around to se if anyone was there, for the expression was a new one she had heard the other day. Though she said it under her breath, she knew what dad had said after he heard Geoff use it. However, she liked the sound of it and had used it to herself several times since. Very satisfying, it seemed to her. 
Janie pulled the three darts from the board and tried again. From the closer spot she sent two into the black line around the bull’s-eye and the third right into the center of the board. This time her excitement was high as she ran to reclaim the darts, and she yelled that word right out loud! 
Just as she reached for the other dart, the sound of chair-scraping in daddy’s study brought her up short. Footsteps warned her that dad had heard. 
“Janie,” he was being quiet, for he remembered the sleeping children, “come here.” 
She turned and walked slowly to the study doorway. Dad’s blue eyes searched hers. 
“Janie, I thought you knew that such words are not used in our family?” 
“I know, daddy, and I won’t do it any more.” Her mind was still on the dart game, but she knew what answer was expected of her. She wasn’t really listening as dad went on: 
“You are pretty big to have to learn this way, but if I hear you use that expression again, I’ll have to wash your mouth out with soap and water. Don’t forget!” 
“Of course not, dad,” and she ran back to the dart game. 
Dart after dart flew from Janie’s hand to the board. This was lots more fun than waiting in turn with so many members in the family. And that old line back there–it just spoiled all the fun anyway. She stood wherever she wanted to and made really fabulous scores. 
Finally the moment came–one by one the three darts she was using landed in the center circle. Three bull’s eyes in a row! “Gosh!!” yipped Janie in an excited voice! How wonderfully that word fitted the occasion right now. 
But the chair-scrapes again . . . After the promised round with soap and water, Janie sat quietly in the study with her dad. She knew he was just and she knew he was right in fulfilling his promised punishment. During the long, quiet talk they had next, a red-eyed Janie explained about her dart game played all alone. And it was Janie herself who told dad that she guessed words like that and cheating (even cheating yourself) could very well go together. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802617]SNOW
Little Friend - January 19, 1968
Daddy picked up the white kitten and held it to his cheek. Then he looked down at Sally and smiled. 
“Is Snow mine, Daddy? Can I take him home now? Is he big enough?” Sally fairly wriggled in excitement. 
“Do you really want him?” Daddy teased as he began to walk toward the car. 
Sally stretched out her arms as she skipped in front of Daddy. Carefully he put the kitten into her outstretched arms. Sally hugged the kitten tight to her. The kitten began to squirm and tried to get away. But Sally held him tighter as she climbed into the car. 
Mother and Daddy had talked with Sally before this of how gently a new pet must be held. Now Sally seemed to have forgotten everything except how tight she wanted to love her kitten. 
Daddy started the car and headed for home. As the rounded the last corner, Sally let out a yell. “Ow! Ow! The kitten scratched me! I wanted a kitten, and I did pray for one, but this one scratches!” 
Daddy pulled to the side of the road. Mother reached for the kitten that was trying to climb out the closed window on the side of the car away from where Sally huddled in the corner. There were tiny drops of blood on her arm and on her pink dress. 
Mother held the kitten and stroked his soft fur. The kitten began to purr. Sally looked over the back of the seat and saw the kitten look up at Mother, with one blue eye and one green eye. She heard his soft purring sound as Mother stroked him. 
Daddy started the car again and drove the short way to their home. When they stopped, Sally noticed that the kitten was lying on Mother’s lap, fast asleep, and purring. 
Sally had lots to learn–though she already knew something about scratches. For a week or so Mother would see narrow red lines on Sally’s shoulders when she was bathed. More scratches showed up on her arms and legs and face. 
One bedtime Mother had a little talk with Sally. 
“Tonight I’d like you to ask Jesus to help you be more kind and gentle to Snow. Since Jesus was kind enough to answer your prayers to get a kitten, I am sure He will help you to take care of Snow in the right way.” 
Sally’s blue eyes were serious as she thought about this. She and Mother knelt by the bed as Sally asked Jesus for this special kind of help. Soon things were different. Daddy saw Snow come running to Sally when she called him. The little girl and the growing white kitten were together most of the time. Mother often looked out the kitchen window to see Snow following her across the lawn. 
One night Sally prayed: 
“Dear Jesus, thank You for helping me and Snow to be good friends, Amen.” 
So that is how a funny, white, green-and-blue eyed cat learned to love a little girl called Sally.


[bookmark: _Toc160802618]THE HANDS OF MY CHILDREN
Review - March 21, 1968
It was a long time ago, it now seems that I let tiny fingers curl around my thumb as I lay dreamily in a hospital bed. A young mother I was, with the usual hopes and dreams for the owner of the tiny fingers. 
John, we named him, and little Johnny’s hands were wonderful. Each day through his growing years they showed new development. Sometimes the development was in what seemed to us the wrong direction. Often quick prayers ascended for help as we turned those hands into another way. At other times we felt parent’s joy in watching the fingers learn to screw on jar lids, or pile rocks on a creek beach. The happy giggles of a small boy were echoed by a happy mother and daddy. 
In the second grade we asked a teacher to guide Johnny’s hands in the intricacies of our new piano. Suddenly we saw his world open wide! Practicing to him was not drudgery–his hands became quickly skillful. How proud and pleased we were. 
Then the dark hours came. One day during Christmas vacation a proud son climbed into a truck with his teacher father to help bring back a load of material for the school. But when dad and young son came home that night both were troubled. Johnny’s right hand wouldn’t obey him. It kept getting out of control, twitching, pulling away from him. No more school for him for a while. No piano. Only quiet days on a ranch watching small polliwogs dart around the ditches. In the evenings I would often hold that twitching hand, and silently pray. They told us it was chorea, an aftermath of a mild case of rheumatic fever our boy had evidently had. They told us it would probably go away with time and quiet. But how can even a praying parent be happy, when he can do nothing to help his beloved child whose hands do not behave? 
A flute was recommended and the jumping, uncorrelated fingers gradually settled down as they were supposed to. Melodies once more came from the piano, as well as from the flute. The hands and wrists were often grubby from outdoor play, and a jackknife whittled queer little boats. Finger tips made tiny motors with rubber bands and they pulled the boats over the surface of water in a tub. A mother and father prayed joyfully again. God was so good! 
Several years passed, when again tiny fingers, even smaller this time, curled around my thumb. Barbara came early and seemed so small. I knew more now of what it means to train little hands. Daddy, too, knew how spanks sometimes help and how important it is to love. We looked forward to happy times with a boy and girl. Pink fingers held bottles, rattles, and brother’s hands. Our joy was so great! 
Through the window I could see Johnny one day. He held Barbara by the hand and talked earnestly to her. Big blue eyes watched as he stooped to sketch a plan in the dirt. Leaves were piled here and there for hills, small toys completed the scene. Then hands got out of control. Swat! Double fists! Tears! Soon they rushed into the house for arbitration, and again I prayed that I might guide rightly these four hands. Minutes later, Barbara reached for Johnny’s hand and through drying tears they made their way out to play again. 
The beginning of school taught fingers to write, and the children learned to play with others. And about this time I remember the family circle prayer. Just as the hands of the clock announced that it was time to leave for school, we would clasp hands in a circle by the front door and daddy would ask one person to pray the morning prayer. As the Amen was said together, a slight pressure moved from hand to hand around the circle. Somehow at that moment morning squabbles, hard-to-find-shoes, and lost pencils seemed unimportant! 
But memory’s pictures flow by rapidly! Our boy is tall now and his slim fingers are busy with minute parts of radios, discarded or passed on to him by kind friends. Complete absorptions and growing dexterity are apparent. John is now working in the college physics department. Equipment of all kinds surrounds him–at times he is awed by the cost of things “he’d better not foul up.” Busy Hands 
Barbara, too, is tall far too suddenly and doesn’t seem to know where the tips of her fingers reach! Explosions come from her as she constantly tangles with chairs, table, and whatever–that are “always in the way!” 
However, another picture piles on top of that one. Here strong hands knead loaves of bread and lift great kettles in the academy kitchen; they manipulate brooms and mops in a summer of cleaning the dormitory; and they work day after day with the equipment in the academy laundry. 
Both John and Barbara work their hands hard. The are learning to keep them skillful and always busy, for this enables them to stay at their beloved school. 
And by this they make it possible for me, their mother, to stay at home and guide two more hands, newer and younger than theirs. Their love for a little sister will allow no babysitters for Cynthia. Our love for them swells as we see how much she means to them, and how desperately they work to pay their bills, for mother must not leave home for work. 
I have two small hand here by me now. They are curled around a white cat, and they must be taught not to squeeze or pinch. In the future those hands too will knead bread, thread a needle, and pick up a crying neighbor child from the sidewalk. O little one, may the Lord help daddy and me to guide your hands in the direction of His kingdom! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802619]YOUTH CONGRESS FOR BARBARA
Streams of people moved across the Soquel Camp Meeting grounds. Elder Miller Brockett, MV secretary for the Pacific Union Conference, stood watching the young people coming and going from the youth tent. A tall, red-haired girl approached him a trifle timidly. 
“Elder Brockett,” the girl asked, “can just anyone go to the 1968 Youth Congress in Long Beach next year? Or is it just for delegates? I’m Barbara Beckett from Tracy, and I’d surely like to go!” 
“Barbara,” Elder Brockett spoke firmly, “the plan is to gather together as many Seventh-day Adventist young people from the Pacific Union Conference as we can possibly get into the Long Beach Sports Arena!” 
“Thank you, Elder Brockett–I’ll be there!” The girl smiled at the youth leader, and her red hair flipped a bit as she turned to lose herself in the crowd. So Youth Congress was for anyone, huh? A delegate! That was it! Maybe through some miracle she could be a delegate! Surely a junior in a Seventh-day Adventist academy should have some chance to be a delegate. 
School days in the fall and winter hurried by. Working all summer at maximum time during the school year, and carrying a full load left Barbara little time to mix with the large enrollment of her boarding academy. Many times she would lie awake at night and ask the Lord to help her find some way to attend Youth Congress. 
A letter from Peggy, her friend in Arizona, “I get to go to Youth Congress! I’ve got it all figured out that I’ll have just enough money saved to pay for my hotel room and everything! Just think–we’ll get to see each other there. I’ve missed you so much since you moved to California You are going, aren’t you?” Was she going? 
Floyd, son of a church school teacher, stopped her one day to tell her that he had been named as a delegate from his home church. “Are you going, Barbara?” he asked. 
On a spring weekend of 1968 Barbara came home for weekend leave–for she is one of our girls. 
“Mom and dad, can you take me to Youth Congress? Will you?” she pleaded. Her face fell when she heard the good reasons why we could neither take her, nor pay for her to go with one of the organized conference groups. She was sensible, and the reasons were reasonable, but the weekend leave turned out to be a quiet one. By now Barbara realized that a new girl in the church would probably not be chosen as a delegate, especially since she “lived” at the academy. By now she knew, too, that the delegates from the school had already been chosen. She was not one of them. She made a final try that day. 
“Mom, couldn’t just you and I go?” she asked. My silence and sympathy were not much good for an answer! Barbara turned and went to pack for the return trip to school. She said that she was going to pray about it. 
Monday of that week was a hard day for me. I was haunted by my daughter’s face. Some parents give their children convertibles to play around with, others invest in speedboats to whirl their young folks joyfully around blue lakes. Why not “give” a Youth’s Congress? But how? 
During the winter I had written quite a few stories for Guide, Primary Treasure and Our Little Friend. All had been accepted and the little checks had helped with special happinesses for Christmas and later. I had felt the editors would want a rest from my efforts and had thought to wait till summer before submitting more stories. Monday night in bed in the dark I rededicated my typewriter for Barbara’s Youth Congress. For days the den re-echoed with the rattle of typewriter keys. 
One Sabbath we drove to visit friends who have a large home and care for children from the state welfare agency. With this Youth Congress so much on my mind, it naturally became a topic of conversation. 
“My, I’d love to take Teria.” the mother of the home sighed, “but we are tied down here.” Then she sat upright and chuckled. “Let’s trade daughters! You take my teenager and I’ll keep your four-year-old!” 
My letter about this to Barbara crossed one from her. “I’ve figured it out,” she wrote. “The amount I earned last month will be more than enough for this month’s payment to the academy. Could we save the extra for Youth Congress? I’ll try to work extra this month too!” 
Bit by bit our plans began to make sense. Unknown to us the Lord was planning, too, I’m sure. Maybe He just couldn’t see two of us taking up a whole car. On an impulse (?) One day I spoke to a Baptist girl who has attended our schools in the past and sometimes comes to church with us. 
“Polly, how about going to Youth Congress in Long Beach in April with us?” 
“What is ‘Youth Congress’?” she wanted to know. I explained in detail. 
“Sorry, I have school that week,” she said when I told her the dates. “But I really would love to go!” When our pastor checked with the high school attendance office he was assured that a church congress was one of the things that they liked to see teenager attend! 
Barbara, Teria and Polly, too! What would we do about a place to stay? Now we could afford the gas and the food, but hotel beds come pretty expensive for a situation like this. Another impulse suggested that I write a relative who lives in Lynwood–just fifteen miles from Long Beach. Could a bunch of girls unroll their sleeping bags on the living room carpet for several nights? They could–of course they could! The phone rang with hearty assurance of a welcome. 
We made up boxes of food that could be fixed quickly for breakfasts and suppers. The first checks came for my stories, and one went immediately to order dinner tickets at Youth Congress. Other checks arrived. We added them to Barbara’s dollars. We were really, truly going. 
“Polly,” I asked on the telephone, “can you be ready at six o’clock Wednesday” 
“I surely can,” her voice radiated excitement, “I can hardly wait!” 
Soon the phone rang again. 
“Do you have an absolutely full load?” a friend asked. “We’d like to see Beverly, the young girl that helps sometimes in the children’s Sabbath School department, get to go.” My mind figured the small space in our Volkswagen square-back. 
“She’ll get squashed!” I warned. 
“I think she can take it,” my friend urged. “If she doesn’t mind being crowded, would you take her?” 
So Beverly joined the plan. And the plan worked. The months of hoping and praying were worth it as I saw the tears, real tears, in Barbara’s eyes as we stood before the Long Beach Sports Arena. The hundreds of tired miles behind us lost their importance as we joined the Adventist youth in finding seats. Sixteen thousand seats spread around that arena–waiting for others like my girl, others who wanted to be there, whose families and churches had sacrificed to send them there. 
Wednesday night. 
Thursday. Friday. Sabbath. 
Girls in the bright dresses of spring, boys with neatly combed hair and class jackets. Ministers with the bright blue ties that indicated they were special counselors. Parents and group sponsors. A sea of heads in the dining room that served up to three thousand people at a single meal. 
At the end of the eleven 0'clock service on Sabbath, Elder Theodore Lucas made a call. A legion responded, a stream of Adventist youth who followed him out of the Arena, through the lobby and to a concert hall. After I had seen my Barbara walk away from me with those who were dedicating themselves to the Lord’s service, I turned to glance at the lady beside me. I saw tears on the face of my neighbor. And she smiled! I smiled, too, and reaching up I found tears on my own cheeks. 
Suddenly we were seated in the last meeting to hear Paul Harvey say: 
“Good evening, America–this is what I call a demonstration!” 
Traveling through the night the hundreds of miles home, Barbara talked on and on and on. Her job, she said was “to keep the driver awake”, but she didn’t use small talk. 
“Mom,” she said, “you should have heard the girl testify that was crying... I guess there was more than one that cried, though! All of us who stood in the church service and then went to the concert hall had the most wonderful experience there. Elder Lucas and Elder Richards led out. You know–Elder Richards is the one who is Elder H. M. S. Richard’s son?” 
She was asking me–she is a fourth generation member of this wonderful church only because I’m a third generation member! 
“Really,” Barbara went on, “I thought the other meetings were great, but that one was the greatest. Oh, I’m so glad we came!” 
“I wish I knew what each one of you think was the very best thing of the whole congress,” I said as the freeway miles slipped by. 
A drowsy voice from the back seat reached me. “I wouldn’t have missed the sermon at worship this morning for anything.” Beverly was awake now. “That Elder Knechtle that used to work with Billy Graham’s crusade was really some person...” 
By this time everyone was talking. 
“Did we tell you about the sailor that walked in to see what was going on?” Polly asked. 
“No! Did you talk with him?” I wanted to know. 
“Bev and I did. He was very nice and serious, and asked lots of questions about why we were all there. We tried our best to answer him right.” 
I couldn’t help chuckling to myself as Teria gave her impressions and opinions of the trip. The youngest member of the group, she was tickled with the bands of sailors who were to be seen on the sidewalks of Long Beach, she thrilled at the college bands who joined to fill the Arena with their music. And she was the first to duck when I produced my little camera! Peering into the rear-view mirror, I could just make out her tousled head, but the darkness inside the car couldn’t make me forget the changing expressions on her young face as she sat by me in many of the meetings. 
One by one heads nodded, then dipped over onto pillows to sleep the miles away. 
I was alone with the night and my thoughts for awhile. 
Finally the steering wheel of the Volkswagen turned easily in my hands as we pulled into Tracy from US highway 50. Early daylight was fresh and clean on our homes. 
Elder Miller Brockett, do you remember the red-haired girl who spoke so briefly with you at camp meeting last summer? Well, Barbara went to her Youth Congress, and because of her faith four others went with her. She’s several steps nearer the kingdom, sir, and my heart sings, for it is glad! 

[bookmark: _Toc160802620]CONSECRATION
A crowd of people swarmed around in the huge lobby of the Long Beach Sports Arena. Through this crowd surged a strong line of young people, those who had dedicated their lives to the service of God during the last few minutes of the eleven o’clock program. They were led by Elder Lucas. I was there. I was a part of that body of youth heading for the concert hall of the municipal auditorium. As we climbed the stairs to the hall above and then entered the concert room, I realized that I had really committed myself this time. We all entered. and sat on padded chairs in total silence. Many were meditating, while others were still coming in. Finally the doors were closed and Elder Lucas gave a stirring appeal. Then he asked that the future teachers stand, after them the future nurses, then doctors, then colporteurs. Then prayer was offered and we left for the noon meal at the banquet room. 
Later, after the two o’clock meeting, we again met in the concert hall. This time there was a testimony service. Almost all the young people that came testified, and what a service! When you want to let your light shine about how much you love Jesus, you can really use a testimony service. Kids got up and told how they had been living before Jesus came into their hearts. It just thrilled my heart within me to see the change in the lives of some of those kids. It keeps coming to my mind that God is the One who does all this. After everyone was through speaking, we had prayer bands. The Holy Spirit was really there. When we rose from our knees we joined hands and sang a song, then Elder Ray James gave the benediction. By the time we were ready to leave the concert hall the four o’clock meeting was nearly over. I’ve never had a better reason to skip a meeting! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802621]Headaches for the New Missionary
Guide - April 24, 1968
Knock, knock. 
“Sahib!” A timid voice spoke outside the principal’s office. 
“Come in,” answered Mr. Allen. He automatically shifted the papers to a pile at his left and raised his eyes to the small figure that slipped through the door. Mohan hung his head, and his toes dug into the rug on the office floor. He seemed to find something especially interesting in the rug pattern. 
“What is it, Mohan?” 
“Well, uh, not much of anything, sir,” the small voice answered. 
“But you’re here–why not tell me?” 
“Yes, sahib. We didn’t get any chapatties with our curry today, sahib.” The voice faded as Mohan grew more frightened. (Chapatties are flat Indian bread.) 
“Mohan, look at me when you talk so that I can be sure you understand. Didn’t the cooks make chapatties today?” The missionary couldn’t keep the astonishment out of his voice. 
“Yes, sahib, they made chapatties. But we didn’t get any!” 
“Well, Mohan, we want all of you to grow big and strong, and I assure you that I’ll check with the cooks and see that you get your share.” Mr. Allen rose and put his arm around the frightened boy as he ushered his smallest student to the door. “Are you still hungry, son?” he asked. 
“No, sir, nor very. I just do like chapatties very much!” 
Mr. Allen watched the little figure disappear into the dormitory. There was a slight frown on his face as he watched the boy go. The next morning the principal stood quietly to one side as the boys lined up for breakfast. The little frown of puzzlement was still there as the boys lined up, but it began to ease into a look of understanding as he saw what was happening. Mangal and Barkat, two of the biggest boys, rushed to the head of the line. Their buddies followed quickly till the smaller fellows were all pushed to the tail end. Almost at the last stood little Mohan. 
The principal saw the line begin to move forward. Each boy filled his plate with curry and rice and stacked chapatties on top of the other food. Stepping forward, Mr. Allen stopped the procedure. 
“You big boys set down your plates,” He said. “Everybody, attention! All of you walk over to that little kikar tree. You there, Mohan. You head the line and the rest of you form a line behind Mohan. I want you to understand that from now on the line will start with the smallest boy first and the tallest boy last.” Walking by the boys, Mr. Allen saw to it that his orders were carried out. One by one the boys got their food and sat in a row on the floor of the dormitory veranda. Mohan’s face was beaming, and for the time being the food crisis was solved.. And indeed it was solved–for the time being. 
A few weeks later there came another knock on the door. Not a tap this time–this was a real knock. The missionary could hear several voices speaking Urdu, and again he pushed aside the pile of work. 
“Come in,” he called 
Four boys filed in. Barkat, Prem, Mangal, and Raimat. In his mind Mr. Allen reviewed what he knew about these boys and prepared to listen to their grievances. For their faces said “grievance,” no doubt about that! 
“Which of you boys wishes to speak?” Mr. Allen asked. 
“I do” Big Mangal stepped slightly forward. “You listened to little Mohan and now we have come.” 
“Really? Aren’t you boys getting chapatties now?” 
Mangal’s eyes dropped for a second. “Well, yes we are, sahib. We have to admit that we were selfish when we were at the first of the line. But this is different!” 
“Different? How?” 
“The cooks, sir, they are terrible!” 
“That’s right, sahib!” 
“They just can’t cook like we do in our villages.” Each of the other boys was eager to add his testimony. 
“We really hate their food, sahib. They are very bad cooks. Our own mothers have taught us to make better food.” Mangal’s voice became quite scornful about the hired cooks. 
Mr. Allen pondered. He was quite new at this, really. Only a short time back he had been a teacher in the United States. His school there had a good cafeteria matron, and he never had to worry about the food. When the General Conference invited him to serve in the mission field of India, no one mentioned any problems with curry and rice and chapatties! He raised his head and looked at each boy in turn. 
“So you boys are sure you know how to cook?” he asked. 
“Oh, yes,” Prem assured him, and the other three nodded in agreement. 
“Sooo-oo.” Mr. Allen thought for a moment more. “Do you think all the boys feel the way you do?” 
“Not all, sahib, but many of them.” said Barkat, and the others nodded again. “The curry is terrible, sir. The rice is sticky, and the chapatties are burned lots of times.” 
“Let’s go down to the dormitory and talk this over with the rest.” The missionary rose, and together with the four students he went and counseled with all the boys together. After a lot of talking, he asked them how they liked this plan: “Suppose we divide all the fellows into groups of six,” he said. “We would make sure that some in each group could cook. Each group of six boys would take a week, fixing the meals and cleaning up. Then the next group of six would take over.” 
The boys were jubilant, and they really did very well! If one group was not quite so efficient as another–well, everyone knew that a new group would take over in a few days. All the students agreed that the new plan was excellent. 
Under this new plan, as the kitchen work would start each day, Mr. Allen would go to the kitchen to measure out supplies. One important thing was the supply of mirchas (“red chilies”) for the curry. No self-respecting Indian would eat curry without them. Mr. Allen did not approve of the amount of chilies the boys wanted to use, so the boys felt that what he gave them was not nearly enough. But this was easy to remedy, for on town day a few coins would buy plenty of mirchas to slip into pockets to add to the daily measure. This was one thing Mr. Allen did not know about–not until years later did Mohan tell him about it! 
The cook problem really did seem solved now. The groups of boys were doing their jobs well. They kept one another from shirking, and their healthy appetites polished off the food that they cooked for themselves. 
During the quiet part of one certain Sabbath afternoon Mr. Allen was again in his study. He had hoped for a few moments of quiet, but the sound of running feet outside alerted him. He stood up and stepped to the door. As he pushed it open the foremost of three boys almost collided with him. The other two slid to a halt and words tumbled from three mouths. 
“Sahib!” 
“Allen sahib, help!” 
“They’ve got him, sahib! They’re going to kill him!” 
The principal held out his hands in a calming gesture, but the three panting boys still tried talking all at once. 
“He’s tied up, sahib!” 
“Hurry, or they’ll kill him!” 
“Oh, sahib, what have we done?” 
Mr. Allen could see that these three were the big boys, Raimat, Prem, and Barkat. The “he” they spoke of must be their buddy, Mangal Das. 
“Where is he?” Mr. Allen queried. 
Three arms stretched out to the distant fields toward the next village. The missionary peered in that direction, but all he could see was a group of tiny figures under some mango trees. 
“All right, boys, I’d better have the whole story while we are on the way.” Mr. Allen started walking along the village path. The three boys hung back a little and he turned to eye them scornfully. At this they followed, and Prem told the story as they hurried along. 
“You see, sahib, even though we have good-tasting food here now since we boys are doing the cooking, we do miss some of the things we have in our villages. For some time we have been watching the peacocks. Today we thought that since it is our turn to cook, maybe we could catch one and cook it secretly in the kitchen. It seemed like such a good idea at the time!” 
Yes, the missionary knew about the peacocks. He had often watched the big, lovely males spread their gorgeous tails to strut and bow before the ladies. He had been told that they were considered very special and sacred by the Hindus in the area. Now the principal realized that a quiet Sabbath afternoon could bring mischievous ideas into boys’ heads. And with these four lively boys, ideas meant action! 
Mr. Allen and the three boys were nearing the group of villagers now, but had not been noticed. As they came up to the men, they saw something on the ground. Barkat grabbed the principal’s arm 
“See, sahib, there is Mangal on the ground–all tied up! And there right by him is the peacock!” Wild-eyed, Mangal squirmed hopefully as he saw his friends returning with the missionary. 
“Excuse me, sir,” The missionary said to the headman of the village, who seemed to be supervising the situation. “Has this boy been giving you some trouble?’ 
“All of these boys, sahib!” The headman waved his hands toward the boy on the ground and included the three who were all trying to stand in the same spot behind Mr. Allen. “You know that the peacocks are considered sacred! How can we stand by and see anyone kill our holy birds? These boys must be punished, and our village council will have to decide what is to be done with them.” 
Mr. Allen looked sadly at the dead peacock on the ground. The beautiful tail feathers had been dragged in the dirt when the boys were chasing the big bird, and in death the peacock was no longer lovely. Mr. Allen could guess how the boys had followed it till it was very weary and then had run it down. 
He spoke to the headman. “Yes, my friend, I am as sad as you are that this has happened. I love living creatures, for they were made by God. I often enjoy watching the peacocks. However, would you let me be responsible for punishing the boys? They are really my responsibility, for I am their principal. I assure you they won’t be chasing peacocks when I get through with them!” 
“We-ell, sahib . . .” The long years of British rule in India showed in the deference the headman showed to the white missionary. Besides that, Mr. Allen was always very dignified, and perhaps that had something to do with what happened next. For the villagers agreed to Mr. Allen’s request. The headman motioned to one of the men to untie Mangal Das. “Yes, sahib,” he said to Mr. Allen, “You take them and do what you feel is just.” 
The man that loosened the ropes was not at all gentle about it, so it was a sore and contrite Mangal who trailed Mr. Allen and the other boys back to the principal’s office. Mangal was rubbing his wrists and other tender spots and brushing the last of the dirt out of his hair as Mr. Allen opened the office door and ordered the boys inside. He closed the door firmly. 
What happened in that room I shall not tell you. But following that secret mission, Raimat, Prem, Barkat, and of course, Mangal Das, lost all interest in peacock curry. 
Mr. Allen remembered that boys with nothing to do on Sabbath afternoons can get into trouble, and as long as he was principal of that school, he made sure the boys had plenty of interesting things to do on Sabbath. 
As for what happened to the slain peacock, after thirty-odd years, Mr. Allen doesn’t remember. But he hasn’t forgotten the problems a missionary can get into before he is acquainted with the customs of a new country. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802622]SALLY ANNE’S TROUBLE
Little Friend - June 7, 1968
Sally Anne had a lot of trouble with her hands. Sometimes they were good, and sometimes they were not. 
“Sally, dear, what are you doing?” Mother would often call from the kitchen. 
“Nothing–now!” would come a muffled call from the hall closet, or from the end of the garage, or from the inside of a bathroom cupboard. 
Then Mother usually took a look at what Sally Anne had been doing. Once there was flour all over Sally’s fingers and all over the kitchen floor. Another time nails were scattered from one end ot the garage to the other. One summer day Mother happened to look out the bedroom window. She saw Sally picking marigolds and dropping them on the lawn. Sally had started at one end of the long flower bed and was nearly at the other end, and almost every flower was on the grass. 
When summer was over and the fall weather came, Sally was still busy getting into things. “Sally Anne,” Mother said, “you are big enough now to know that some things are good to play with and some things are not. You must learn which is which. Sometimes your fingers may get hurt if you get into the wrong things. You might even get sick from playing with something that isn’t good for you.” 
But Sally kept busy getting into trouble. Mother knew that a curious child is one who wants to learn, so she tried to help her little girl. One day when she was getting ready to make cookies, she showed Sally how to mix the dough. She let her pour the chopped nuts into the mixture. 
Mother talked to Daddy when he came home and told him her plan for helping Sally. So one afternoon Daddy showed Sally how to scrub the bugs from the front of the Volkswagen. He taught her how to clean the hubcaps with a brush. When the car was clean, Daddy lifted her onto his shoulders and she rode into the house to help him put away the car-washing things. 
Many other times Mother and Daddy planned things to help their curious little girl learn without getting into trouble. 
One day Sally heard her Mother say, “Oh, dear! Oh, dear! It chewed one of my best dish towels.” 
“What did?” Sally wanted to know. She scooted the tall stool over so she could climb on it and look into the drawer by the kitchen sink that Mother had pulled open. 
“A mouse, that’s what.” Mother took all the towels from the drawer and put them on the drainboard. “I hope Daddy still has the mousetraps around.” she called Daddy, who was in the cellar, to bring a trap. 
“What’s a trap?” Sally wanted to know. 
“Well, a mousetrap is to catch mice in. You see, mice chew things. They get into our food with their dirty feet. They bring sickness to people. We don’t want to have any mice around our place.” 
Daddy walked into the kitchen with a mousetrap in his hand. 
“Could we catch the mouse and put it in a cage and keep it for a pet?” Sally asked. 
“I am afraid not, dear. We want to keep mice out of the house. You have your puppy for a pet.” 
Sally watched Daddy fix the trap. He put a piece of cheese on it to attract the mouse. Then he put the trap in the drawer and closed it. 
“You had better not open that drawer, Sally,” Daddy warned her. “The trap has a strong spring. It could hurt you.” 
All day Sally hung around the kitchen. She kept thinking about the trap. She was sorry about having to catch the mouse, but she was glad the family would not get sick because of its running around in the drawers and cupboards. 
At last Sally went up to the drawer and pulled it open. The trap was still where Daddy had put it. Sally reached in to move it a wee bit. There was a click and Sally screamed. 
Mother came into the kitchen, Sally stood in front of the open drawer. She held one hand tight in the other. There were tears in her eyes. She kept her mouth firmly closed to keep from crying. 
“Did we catch a mouse?” Mother asked. 
“No.” Sally’s voice quavered, “but we caught me! I guess that trap was one of the things to leave alone. My finger hurts.” Sally Anne began to cry. 
Sally is bigger now. She still forgets, sometimes, which things are to do and which are not to do. But the word “mousetrap” always helps her to remember in a hurry. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802623]The Short Match-Stick
Guide - August 1968
Firm steps sounded outside the classroom. Janie’s brown head rose from the geography book, Margie’s left hand held a pencil in mid-air and little Susie dropped her red crayon on the floor. Mother smiled as dad stepped through the doorway. 
“When do we go?” Janie’s rushed to meet her father. “How long do we get to go camping?” 
“Yes, dear, what are the plans?” Mother’s voice rose above the others in the mission-home schoolroom. 
“We-el, Lena, I’m afraid you aren’t going to be happy this time!” Dad put an arm around Janie as he spoke to th rest. “When I had Gulab fill the car with petrol I found out that the price has gone up so much we can’t afford to drive the car for awhile. I’ll just have to ride my bicycle.” 
In the sudden silence the dhobi-bird’s voice could be heard through the open window. Janie slipped from her father’s side and sat down at her desk again. She hadn’t dreamed that they might not go on “dowra.” For as long as she could remember they had gone every few months. The car had been loaded with tents, pots and pans, and camp-cots and the family. Dad managed to make the tours to visit the Indian ministers and their congregations hold all the excitement any missionary daughter or son could wish for. Suddenly Janie realized dad was still talking. 
“...I hate to think of going all alone, though, Lena,” A twinkle came into his eye. “We have two big girls with bikes now.” Dad reached deep into a pants pocket and his hand came out with two safety matches. Holding one hand behind his back, he stood still for a moment. 
“Hey!” Margie called across to Janie, “we get to draw!” 
“O-oh!” Janie squirmed with worry, but she didn’t say anything. She realized that sleeping under the sky in strange places would be frightening to her–very different from the cozy family tent. In it she remembered hearing mother step softly about, and she could always picture Susie cuddled up under her blankets. Even at home she always tried to make certain Margie went with her out of the house into the dark. She wasn’t sure what might be out there, and could find plenty of reasons to have a companion. If only she could be positive her angel would always take care of her in the dark! 
“Let Margie draw first!” Janie’s hands were squeezed into a tight ball in her lap. 
“Glad to,” Margie reached out toward dad as he held up his right fist with the two match-ends sticking up. Margie hesitated, squinted carefully at the two matches, started to touch one but drew back. 
“The short one goes!” urged dad. Janie giggled nervously. Her elder sister glared at her, made a sudden decision and grabbed a match. 
“It’s the long one!” Janie saw Margie hide her disappointment and turn away. The younger girl longed to shout, “Let Margie go! I’m scared!” But that was too much to admit. 
For the next hour Janie helped her mother pack her bedding roll. Its blankets, little pillow and a nightie were rolled in a piece of canvas and tied with a tight rope. She filled a small canvas bag with a change of clothing. Before bedtime that evening dad’s tall black bicycle and Janie’s repainted girl’s bike stood ready on the veranda, their outfits lashed to the luggage carriers. 
Dawn the next morning found the missionary and his middle daughter peddling along the paved highway. Early morning in the Punjab spread freshness over the fields of wheat and sugarcane. Far to one side Janie caught sight of the line of eucalyptus trees that bordered the big irrigation canal. 
“We turn left pretty soon!” dad called back over his shoulder. “Watch out for that bullock-cart!” 
Janie was looking up at some vultures hunting for breakfast, and dad’s warning saved her from colliding with the slow, creaking vehicle. Right past it they turned left onto a tiny dirt levee which led between irrigated fields. Janie swayed a little to catch her balance after the turn. She knew she’d better keep on the narrow path, for a slip to either side meant a mud-bath in one of the fields. 
By noon they had arrived at the first village where they were to visit the church folks. Pastor Barkat helped Janie pull her bike through the courtyard door. Chili-hot curry and fire-hot chappatties (flat Indian bread) revived the girl’s sagging “peddle-power.” 
“Well, Janie, are you ready to ride some more?” Dad turned to her after the meeting he held with the local church members and their pastor. 
Janie stood stiffly, stretched and headed for her bicycle. Maybe dad suspected she’d rather stay right here, but she wasn’t going to tell him! Four bicycle wheels measured weary miles into the late afternoon. 
“Here we are! Brakes, Janie, brakes!” 
Janie felt, rather than saw, dad’s grin as she slid from her bicycle and let her feet hit the dirt road leading into another village. She ached too much to feel the usual enjoyment of the crowds of boys and girls and scrawny village dogs that swarmed to meet them and lead the way to the pastor’s home. Once again kind hands took her bike and she tried to wipe some of the dust from her face. 
“Salaam, Sahib! Salaam Miss Sahib!” Pastor Raimat’s big voice welcomed them. 
“Salaam, Raimat.” Dad pushed his cycle along after Janie’s. “Will the church members come out for meeting tonight?” 
“Oh yes! And we have a special place for you to stay. There will be plenty of room for your daughter, too. Prem Masih just built a new house on the edge of the village. He has also two new charpoys (rope-woven cots) you may use.” 
“Goody!” Janie thought, “we sleep in a house!” The pastor’s wife brought out two enamel bowls of steaming kitchri (rice with lentils) and served them to the hungry missionary and Janie. 
“Feel better, girlie?” dad cleaned up the last of his supper and handed the bowl to Mrs. Raimat. “We’d better get our beds made before meeting.” 
Pastor Raimat led the way, dad followed and Janie pushed her bike along. The going became quite tricky, for the Punjabi villages have household drainage ditches right in the streets, and the level of the street slants toward the ditch. 
“There, Sahib, isn’t that a nice new house?” The pastor stopped abruptly. The plastered clay on the walls looked clean and they could see the freshly swept floor through the doorway. Dad and Janie unloaded their bicycles and she quickly spread her bedding on one of the cots, sank thankfully down and closed her eyes. 
“Meherbani, Raimat. (Thanks Raimat.) You go round up the villagers for a meeting. We’ll join you in half an hour.” Janie heard her father moving around and knew he was making up his bed. Through her drowsiness she felt him pull a quilt over her shoulders, but for some time after that she knew nothing more. 
“Look at her–she slept clear through meeting!” Janie kept her eyes tight shut, but she woke enough to hear dad and Pastor Raimat come into the room. Through her closed lids she caught the glimmer of a lantern. Receding footsteps told her the Indian pastor had left. 
“Daddy!” Janie sat up suddenly. “It’s night!” She faced the doorway and saw the blackness through the open rectangle. “Daddy, there was no door to shut! Was I here alone with no door?” 
“Of course, dear. No one would hurt you and this part of Pakistan doesn’t have any animals big or brave enough to bother you.” Dad turned out the lantern and crawled into his neatly made bed. “This time of year even the mosquitoes and snake aren’t biting. And in these new charpoys the bedbugs haven’t even gotten a start!” 
“Daddy!” Janie carefully kept her voice from shaking, but inside she didn’t feel good. “Daddy, can my bed be closer to you, please!” She could hear dad’s charpoy creak as he got out of bed again, and the sound of scraping told her he had brought his cot over by hers. 
“Is that better, Janie?” 
“Y-yes, daddy.” Janie snuggled deeper under the covers and watched the stars through the open door. 
“It is odd,” daddy said softly, “that the folks haven’t put a door on this house already, for they surely do bolt themselves in at night! I asked them about it, but they only said they knew we wouldn’t be frightened. They figured God would take care of us!” 
“I-I guess that’s right, but can we ask Him to?” 
“Of course, dear.” Dad prayed a short prayer for God’s care through the night. Janie’s fear quieted and she fell asleep again. 
Deep, dreamless sleep it was for the girl, the kind of sleep that comes after hard exercise. At least it was deep sleep till Janie knew a kind of horror-filled shock. She sat bolt upright, shivering in the waves of sound that poured through the door of the village house. Petrified, she tried to pierce the darkness outside. In a moment she could move, for the sound died away. But as it started again, she flung herself against the charpoy and jerked the covers over and tight around her head. 
“Daddy! Daddy!” she wailed through the quilt, but there was no response. A moment’s silence followed the second fearful torrent of sound, but it came again. A sob broke from the shivering girl, and then she lay in absolute silence, scared to move, afraid to breathe. 
Now the silence continued. Would the noise come again? Janie’s tense body waited for another sound-shock like those before. Would that creature come in the open door? Where could dad be in the middle of the night? Her feverish mind tore from plan to plan. What to do? And then she knew. She had to get to dad, for there was no protection, and daddy was so strong! 
Clinging to the security of the quilt, Janie rose, stripped it from the bed as she stood. With a quick motion she wrapped it tightly around her. In the dark she couldn’t tell that she had it corner-wise and in her terror she didn’t care. With long steps she cleared the doorsill, stumbling a bit in the dark. Outside she hesitated, but the heavy breathing of an animal started her helter-skelter down the village street. Her eyes adjusted to the dark enough so she could see the street divide ahead, and to the right a dim light showed. Instinctively Janie headed for the light. Suddenly her own voice rang out and startled her. 
“Daddy! Daddy!” she yelled. One short distance and she came full into the view of about fifty villagers seated on the ground in a worship service. Their blanket-wrapped persons made no impression on her. She only saw her dad standing before them, his Bible open in his hand and one arm frozen in an upright wave of demonstration. A lantern on the small table beside him showed Janie the shock in her dads’ face, but she couldn’t stop herself now. Pushing through the group, she got to him just as she tripped on the dragging corner of her quilt. 
Once more dad’s arm came around Janie. Laying down his Bible, he requested the worshipers to stand for prayer. 
“Dear Lord, we thank Thee for this new morning.” Dad’s special love and strength came through to Janie, and her breathless gasps became more controlled while she listened to her father’s words. “be with Thy people here who till their fields and work for their families. Guide Pastor Raimat as he leads them to Thy kingdom. May we all learn not to fear, whether trouble may come from lack of money, injury or some unknown thing...” Here dad leaned to whisper seven words very softly into Janie’s ear, “such as the laugh of a hyena!” 
He quickly continued aloud, “Take us now each one for Thine own, go with each human child here. Amen.” 
Janie’s shaking hand turned dad’s wrist over and in the light of coming dawn she saw the time was 4:30. She became aware of his eyes upon her. Sheepishly she looked up, but neither spoke till the last farmer slipped away to his day’s work. 
“Janie, Janie!” Dad said then, shaking his head, “how many times have you heard those cowardly, carrion-eating creatures laugh across the fields on our other dowras!” 
“We-ell, we never had one yell in an open door at us!” Was all Janie could think of to answer. 
A few minutes later the two walked back to the house at the edge of the village. Both were silent, and Janie, at least, was doing some thinking. At the door she stepped to listen carefully, then she stepped around the corner of the house. 
“Hey, daddy!” she called. “When I dashed out the door I remember thinking that whatever beast was after me was breathing right on my tail! Look!” 
Dad looked. Then Janie and he burst out laughing at the placid and slightly puzzled look on the face of a huge water buffalo tethered there. 
“Come on, young lady, let’s get your feet scrubbed so you won’t carry away any ringworm or worse from here. Imagine–running like that from a buffalo and an old hyena! Don’t you even think it’s about time you let the Lord and your guardian angel take care of the dark for you?” 
Janie hung her head a bit, then knew she had to look dad in the eyes. “Okay, dad, I’ll pray about it every day, and if you see my trouble creeping back, just say ‘hyena’!” 
Father and daughter went into the little house without a door to pack for the rest of the trip. For five more nights they stayed in five more villages. Janie’s prayers got a lot of exercise, for all five nights they slept right out in the open. 
Thinking back, Janie decided that drawing the short stick wasn’t so bad, after all. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802624]OLD MONKEY-FACE
Primary Treasure - 9/12/68
Janie looked past the withered flower offerings and peered through the door of the ancient temple at the numerous idols. Then her gaze returned to the front of the temple where dozens of sacred monkeys chattered. “Aren’t the monkeys cute! I want to go pet one,” Janie exclaimed. 
“Yes, I do too,” said Margie, her sister. 
Daddy pulled their hands back. “No, girls, many of the monkeys are mean-tempered and will scratch and bite. Leave them alone. I don’t want you even feeding them.” And Daddy led them home to the brick house in the mission compound. 
One day a few weeks later, Janie and Margie were home alone for a couple of hours. Janie noticed Margie standing still, listening. Her eyes showed fear. “What’s the matter, Margie? Is something wrong?” Janie asked. 
Margie’s eyes widened. “Did you hear that thumping sound? Somebody’s in Mother and Daddy’s bedroom!” She moved to cling to her sister. 
Janie did hear something. She took her sister’s hand and turned to face the bedroom door. Her legs were shaking. 
Thump! Thump! 
Margie put her mouth to Janie’s ear to whisper. “Do you suppose it’s a thief? Should we go and get help?” 
“D-d-don’t leave me here alone!” Janie’s whisper came through chattering teeth. “We really mustn’t be afraid, for Jesus will take care of us.” Then a loud crash from the bedroom ended with the sound of breaking glass. 
“Really, aren’t thieves quieter than that?” Margie asked. 
“You’re right!” Janie stepped to the bedroom door, opened it a crack, and peered in. “Oh, no!” 
“Let me look! Let me look!” Margie slipped in front of Janie and peeped through the lower part of the crack. Movements on Mother’s dresser drew their attention. 
Mamma’s hairpin box lay open on its side, and the pins were strewn over the dresser. A cologne bottle lay broken on the floor. The hand mirror was balanced on the edge, and the comb and brush were this way and that. The clean white dresser scarf was twisted and crumpled. In the center of it all sat a reddish, short-haired monkey. 
The girls drew back and faced each other. 
“How’d he get in there–that horrid old ‘Monkey-face–just like the ones we saw at the temple.” Janie wrung her hands. “What are we going to do? He’s breaking up everything of value that Mother has.” 
“Mother and Daddy may be back in a minute,” Margie said. “Remember, Daddy said to stay away from the monkeys, for they scratch and bite.!” 
The monkey was still on the dresser as the girls opened the door a tiny bit again. He made a face at the monkey in the big mirror. When the reflection was still, he chattered at it, then lost interest. 
Janie gave a soft gasp of horror. On the dresser was Mother’s beautiful box of bath powder. Daddy had brought it from America and kept it hidden till he was ready to give it to Mother–on her birthday. Old Monkey-face picked up the box and bit the pretty blue edging! 
The monkey worked the top off the powder box, set it on the dresser, and leaned over to pinch the contents with his fingers. Old Monkey-face looked at his white fingers, smelled them, then nibbled them. 
Margie’s hand gripped her sister’s shoulder. “Should we go in and make him gt off the dresser and then hide Mother’s powder box?” 
Janie thought a moment, and remembered Daddy’s warning at the temple. “No! He might attack. Let him have the powder.” 
Then the monkey saw his reflection in the mirror again and became wildly excited. Reaching down, he grabbed handfuls of the soft, white stuff and flung it into the air. Again and again the monkey tossed powder, showing off to do it. He turned somersaults and did handstands. 
“Ker-choo!” Janie’s sneeze caught her, Margie, and the monkey by surprise. Old Monkey-face panicked. Reaching up, he scrambled hand over hand up the rope that led to the transom window high up near the lofty ceiling of the bedroom. 
“Oh, Janie, that’s the way he came in!” Margie’s loud whisper frightened the monkey still more, and he climbed faster yet. “But he has hold of the wrong part of the rope loop!” 
“Hey, old Monkey-face!” Janie was jumping up and down. “That part of the rope shuts the window!” Just as the monkey got nearly to the window, his weight on the rope banged the transom shut and he clung there, chattering and swinging to and fro. 
“Girls! Girls!” Daddy’s big voice rang through the house as the front door opened. 
For a moment Margie and Janie couldn’t say anything. They slammed the bedroom door shut and ran to meet their parents. Then they were both talking at once and Janie was in her mother’s arms. The story of old Monkey-face tumbled out. Daddy headed for the bedroom and went quietly in. 
“Okay, old fellow, gently there. Scared, huh?” Janie and Margie stood in the doorway close to Mother as they watched Daddy cross the room step by step. Slowly he raised his arm to the rope loop that hung down from the transom. When the monkey felt the rope begin to move, he chattered angrily, but his fright kept him clinging to the same place. Slowly the transom above him swung open. The fresh air caused him to look up. Old Monkey-face climbed the last bit of the way, and disappeared through the window. 
“Your powder!” Daddy looked at the white film all over the room and then turned to Mother, his eyes showing sadness. 
Mother gave the girls a little squeeze. “Never mind, dear. The important thing is that he didn’t hurt the girls. The next time we go to America we can buy another box of powder.” 
Janie sighed. “We might have been able to save the powder and the mirror–but we remembered Daddy’s words at the temple to leave the monkeys alone. So that’s what we did.” 
Mother smiled. “I would rather have obedience from my children than bath powder anytime!” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802625]CINDY’S SABBATH
Review - October 24, 1968
It’s been a long Sabbath day, little girl. I knew you were very tired when I tucked you in bed last night. 
Last evening our guests came from a town far away. We sat and talked for hours with them. It is true that when they first came they hugged you and let you show them your pretty room, but it wasn’t long until you were put summarily to bed. First daddy and then I had to send you repeatedly back down the hall. “You must go to sleep,” you were told, “for tomorrow is Sabbath and you want to be fresh and happy for Sabbath School..” And we and our grown-up guests talked on and on about days when we had worked together in a mission school, days you can’t remember and want so much to hear about! The last time, daddy took you down the hall himself and with a spank and a kiss convinced you that sleep you must. 
This morning you woke up early and were puzzled to find four adults heavy eyed with sleep at that hour. Soon you had our two small dogs romping back and forth through the house. You were “helping” mother with four-year-old hands. Sabbath breakfast is always special, and those two men were finally shaved and on the way to the breakfast table, putting finishing touches to their shiny dark Sabbath ties. Your blue eyes sparkled and you wiggled through the morning devotional reading that is so hard for you to understand. Once a little hand surreptitiously sneaked a bit of dry cereal from the bowl before you. Finally your head bowed with the others and you exploded with the blessing you love to say, “Dear Jesus, thank You for the night and please bless this food and help me to be a good girl! Amen!” 
In Sabbath School you knew your memory verse, whispered to Daddy, and sat enthralled by the wonderful presentation of the New Jerusalem which is to come back to an earth made new. You thought, I’m really going to tell my mommy about this! In church you sat between the two grown-up guests while daddy helped take up the offering, and mother watched you from the choir. Will you enjoy being in the choir when you grow up, my little songbird? 
“Mommy, did you know about the New Jerusalem? Do you know that Jesus is going to fix up this world bright and shiny new for us? Do lots of people know about this?” The joy radiating inside the little car on the way home makes me ashamed of the little I am doing to spread the gospel! Who is the person who had the gift to reach your little heart in this way–to give you such a wonderful picture? I always thought the long story of the millennium and its relate events was beyond the ken of preschooler! I should re-examine my ideas of what you can understand and grasp. 
At home you count knives and forks with great concentration and an adult helps make the numbers come out right. A tall kitchen stool is kept busy being your stepping stone to the wonders of Sabbath dinner in preparation. How you love mushrooms! “What are the onions for, Mommy? Potato salad? M-mmm!” The lady guest and mother grin sometimes at each other, but at times your hands do have to be reminded that they aren’t quite grown up enough for some things yet. 
Just before lunch is really ready your tummy is so empty that tears are close to the surface. That is when you get to listen to the tape stories. It seems funny to sit in front of the tape recorder and hear mother’s voice telling the story of Jenny and Jimmy’s nature walk in the woods–while down the hall that same familiar voice is chatting about the special music in church. You hunch down and become one with the children in the story. 
Lunch is over, and in the afternoon the visitors leave. You hate to see them go, for it was fun to listen to those tales of bygone days. As their car pulls out, mother holds up your warm jacket and your arms snuggle into it. It’s time for singing band. That’s right–the old men and women at the convalescent home would miss the singing if we didn’t go. They might even miss watching the wee girl who sits on one of the rest-home couches and tries to be very quiet, “just like church.” Sometimes you think singing band is just for grownups, and then mommy reminds you how lonely all the old people are, and how special it is for them to see a freckle-faced red-haired child who will smile at them. The grown-up singers are shaking hands with the people in the walkers, on the couches, and in the wheel chairs. You aren’t quite brave enough to shake hands. But you do smile! 
The time after singing band is very special. Which book do you want daddy to read to you? The one about David and that great big Goliath? Or the one about Willie, the chipmunk who dodged the hawk and loved Elsie his mate? You cuddle your puppy and listen while the story unfolds for the dozenth time. 
My child, there goes the sun! Its last edge is showing in the west, red and fiery and wonderful through the living room window. Mother takes you on her lap and together you sing, “Day is dying in the west; Heav’n is touching earth with rest.” Daddy, at the organ, plays softly and hums the bass accompaniment to your song. Together we three kneel and repeat the Lord’s Prayer. It is the same every Sabbath evening–you can’t remember when you first learned that song and prayer by repeating them this way. The Sabbath is finished, and you feel fine. The three of us head for the kitchen and that pick-up, choose-it, Saturday night supper. 
And now you are asleep. No guests tonight and you gave in quickly. Your bedtime routine of tooth brushing, story, prayer, kiss-and-love, was easily accomplished this time. 
I see a wisp of red hair stretching onto the pillow. The dusting of freckles across your nose appeals especially to me, your mother. Is my Cindy a step closer to the kingdom of God because of this Sabbath day? I love you, my darling, and I’m so glad that our Lord said, “Of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802626]FROM SALLY AND GRANDPA
Little Friend - December 20, 1968
Sally Anne and Mother stood in the dark outside the house looking through the window at the Christmas tree in the living room. Sally shivered a little, from the cold and from the happiness. The winking Christmas tree was just right for their house. Jene and Alan would soon be home from academy and college. Soon Christmas would be here! 
“Sally, we’d better go inside,” Mother suggested. 
“I want to go around to the other side of the house and look through the other window.” Sally ran around the corner of the house. In a minute she was back. She and Mother hurried into the house. 
“I can hardly wait for Christmas morning.” Sally skipped about the room. “But it is fun waiting. It’s fun getting parcels and Christmas cards in the mail.” 
The very next day a Christmas card came that had Sally Anne’s name on it. She tore it open in quick excitement. Three crisp dollar bills fell to the floor. 
“Are they mine, Mommy? Who are they from?” Sally handed the card to Mother. 
“Yes, they are yours, dear. Grandpa Fred sent them. He says you can buy your own Christmas present from him.” Mother picked up one of the dollar bills and Sally hurried to get the other two. 
“Would you like to go downtown and buy something? We can wrap it and put it under the tree for you from Grandpa. I have to go downtown after a while,” Mother said. 
Sally found it hard to wait until Mother was ready to go to town. But at last the time came. She took her coat from the closet. Mother helped her button it up. Then Sally stuffed the dollar bills into one of her big pockets. 
“Would you like me to put your money in my purse till we get to the store?” mother asked. “You might lose it from your pocket.” 
“Oh, please Mommy, let me keep it in my pocket. I’ll be careful.” 
All the way to the store Sally kept her hand in her pocket so that the money wouldn’t get lost. In the store she and Mother walked up one aisle and down the other in the toy department looking at the toys. There were talking dolls, big soft plush teddy bears, doll beds, and other things. 
Sally couldn’t make up her mind. Over and over she pointed to a toy and asked Mother, “How many dollars does this cost?” 
There was a box with a see-through cellophane cover that Sally looked into. Twice she came back to the big box. Mother told her the box was marked three dollars. After a while Sally Anne stood very still. She looked away from the box. 
“Mommy,” she said quietly, “Grandpa Fred didn’t send any dollars to Jene and Alan, did he?” 
“NO, dear, but they are pretty big now.” 
Sally Anne felt her money in her pocket again. She curled her fingers around it. It made a crunchy sound. 
“Jesus wants us to share, doesn’t He?” There were more crunchy sounds from Sally’s pocket. “I want to share with Jene and Alan.” 
“How will you share?” Mother wanted to know. 
“I have three dollars–one for me, one for Jene, and one for Alan.” 
Sally marched over to a counter where there were some tiny baby dolls. She bought one for Jene’s dresser at the academy. Alan liked to model things, so she bought him some special clay. She liked the clay so well that she bought some for herself too. 
“Do you think Jene and Alan will like what I picked out?” she asked Mother. 
“Of course. You chose them yourself.” Mother smiled down at Sally Anne. 
At home Sally wrapped the packages. Three little gift-wrapped boxes stood on her playroom table. One by one Sally carried them to the Christmas tree. She patted each one as she placed it with the other gifts. They were labeled “From Sally and Grandpa Fred.” 
On Christmas Eve Sally bubbled over with excitement. Daddy let her give out the presents. She knew each package–she’d been asking for days, “Who’s this one for, Mommy?” Her face beamed as she handed her special ones to Alan and Jene 
Anxiously she watched them open the packages. Then her big brother and sister rewarded her with hugs and kisses. 
Only Mother and Jesus knew about the beautiful three-dollar tea set in the box in the store that Sally Anne had looked at so many times and for so long. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802627]THOSE FUNNY LINES
Little Friend - December 27. 1968
Francie finished the last bites of her lunch. She liked coming over to Grandma Archer’s to spend New Year’s Eve. Climbing down from the chair, she got behind it and pushed it over to where Grandma was washing dishes. 
“Can I help you dry?” Francie asked, reaching for a dish towel. 
“You may dry the things on the side of the rack, dear,” Grandma answered. “They are made of plastic and don’t break easily.” 
Francie dried each dish, one by one. Soon the things on her side of the rack were all dry, and she leaned on the drainboard. Francie’s eyes watched Grandma’s hands moving in the sudsy dishwater. 
“Grandma,” she asked suddenly, “why don’t my hands have funny lines on them like yours do?” 
“You mean the wrinkles?” Grandma smiled as she held up a dripping hand for Francie to look at. 
“Wrinkles? Oh, that’s what you call them! Why don’t my hands have wrinkles?” persisted Francie. 
“We-ell, my hand have wrinkles because I’m old, I guess.” Grandma Archer was busy with the dishes again. “Your hands don’t have wrinkles because you are a little girl, just turned four year-old. When a girl grows up, then becomes a lady, and then grows older, she gets wrinkles.” 
“You have some on your face, too, don’t you?” Francie looked at the laugh-wrinkles by the corners of Grandma’s blue eyes. 
“That’s right,” Grandma said as she emptied the dishwater into the sink and wiped out the dishpan. “I’m all through with the dishes now. Would you like to hold the shampoo bottle, and hand it to me when I need it? I’m going to wash my hair.” 
Francie took the plastic shampoo bottle. Carefully she took the screw top off. She patted the soft towel lying by the sink, and watched as the water ran over Grandma’s long long hair. Grandma held out her hand for the shampoo and Francie gave it to her. Then Grandma scrubbed hard, rinsed her hair, and rubbed it with the towel till it was fluffy and almost dry. 
“I’ll get your comb!” Francie ran to the bedroom. She came back with the comb and brush from the dresser. “I even remembered your brush, Grandma!” 
“Thanks, dear. It takes a lot of brushing and combing to get all the snarls out of such long hair.” Grandma combed and combed till the very last of the snarls were gone. Then she handed the comb to Francie. “Would you like to comb it?” 
“Oh, yes!” Francie brought the comb down through Grandma’s hair several times. Then she stopped suddenly. Grandma turned her head to see a puzzled look on Francie’s face. “Grandma, you have little lines in your hair, too–white ones. Are they wrinkles too?” 
“No–no dear! They are white hairs,” Grandma told her. 
“I don’t have white hairs,” Francie said. 
“I guess I have them because I’m getting old–like the wrinkles on my hands,” Grandma smiled again. Francie watched her twist her hair into a soft bun on the top of her head. “Francie, here are new crayons and a color book for you. While I do some mending, you can color.” 
Francie was quiet for a long time. She colored three pictures. The new crayons were nice sand pointed on the ends, and the pictures were pretty; but she was really thinking about something else. 
“Grandma,” Francie finally asked, “does everyone in the whole wide world have to get old?” 
Grandma Archer’s eyes were a little sad. Francie waited for a minute while Grandma thought. 
“Francie, when God made the world, He didn’t mean for anyone to get old. But then Adam and Eve sinned in the Garden of Eden. From then on people had to see each other get wrinkles on their hands and white hair on their heads. And old people couldn’t run and play and do lots of things they had done when they were children.” 
“I don’t like that, Grandma!” Interrupted Francie. “Why doesn’t God do something about it?” 
“He already has, Francie!” Grandma said. “God sent His very own Son to this world to die for us. That way we could be forgiven for the bad things that we do.” 
“But how will that keep us from getting old?” 
“As soon as everyone in the world knows how Jesus died for us, He can come back and take us to live with Him and His Father in heaven. Right then Jesus will take away all the wrinkles from my hands and the white hairs from my head.” 
“And I won’t ever have to get old in heaven?” Francie came to stand right by Grandma’s rocking chair. 
“No, dear, you will just grow up and learn more and more about Jesus and His love,” Grandma answered. 
“Then, Grandma, I think we had better get busy and tell people that Jesus is coming again.” Francie said. “I know that David next door to me doesn’t know. When I go home, I’m going to go right over and tell him!” 
Francie’s fingers were touching the wrinkles on Grandma Archer’s hands as she talked. She loved Grandma, but how nice it would be to see her young again at Jesus’ second coming! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802628]The Tailor’s Gift
(Circa 1968-1970)
Janie held one hand absently out in front of her and looked at the fingers–she really must stop biting her fingernails. She reviewed the endless day from her late-afternoon perch in the peepul tree. It seemed there was not one thing worthy of second thought in that whole day. 
A light Punjab breeze ruffled the leaves bout Janie, and their soft clapping together was not much help. Usually the sound was soothing and reminded her of Indian voices in the distance–just too indistinct to catch individual words. Today the peepul leaves were just like the rest of the little happenings: the morning chores she had to do each day, the assignment to “play” with her little sister. She didn’t even want to climb up the well-house and peer through the trumpet-vine at the endless stream of humanity that went past on the highway to Lahore. 
Shaking her head in disgust as she realized there weren’t even any more nails to chew, Janie twisted around and began to climb down. Suddenly her foot paused in midair, for she heard her parents talking on the veranda. She drew her foot up under herself again, and listened. 
“... And I just wanted to know how much you think I should plan to spend this year on cloth for him to sew, dear,” mother was saying. 
“We-ell, we have to take into consideration the fact that Allah Ditta is quick, so his work really doesn’t cost as much as the other dirzies,” dad figured out loud. 
Mother was quick to take advantage of this. “That’s right, and it’s a good thing, for all the children have grown so much! The girls can hand down a few things to each other, but Jimmy needs just everything new!” 
Janie stopped listening and hugged herself with one arm–the other one being busy with hanging on to the perch in the peepul tree. Boredom had gone, for Allah Ditta was coming, and Allah Ditta was her friend! Now mamma would go shopping for cloth, many yards of it. As the pile grew, Janie knew how she would run her hands over the various textures, loving the feel of each different kind. Missionaries couldn’t afford lots of exotic silks and velvets, but she could touch and stroke those when they went to the bazaar and shopped for the more ordinary kinds. Suddenly she wished she had kept on listening–when would Allah Ditta come? 
There was a scraped knee and a plop as impetuous Janie slid to the ground and raced around the corner of the veranda. 
“When’s he coming? Are we going to Lahore to buy the cloth? Can we all go?” 
Dad’s eyes twinkled as mamma, startled, sat bolt upright. “Softly daughter,” he said, “we only just got the letter from Mrs. Harris saying that she will have him sew for her this week and next. Mother plans to write for him to come after that.” 
Janie subsided a bit, and sat on the edge of the brick veranda. Hearing the talk, her two sisters and little brother gathered too around the parents, and the family spent the next hour talking, planning and asking. For this was the one time in the year when the clothes were in order. Big sister Marge was almost fourteen and “needed” many things. Janie wanted a dress with a sailor collar, and Susie mostly wished in echoes of her sisters. Little Jimmy ran round and round in the general excitement. 
Finally bedtime for Susie and Jimmy intervened, and thoughts of new clothes were laid aside as everyone joined in the singing for worship. While mother tucked the little ones in bed, Marge and Janie wandered around the garden arm in arm. 
“Isn’t it wonderful that Allah Ditta is coming?” Janie asked Marge. 
Marge beamed, “Yes, for mamma was right about all of us having grown so much. You know, I have to wear lady’s dresses now!” 
“I wasn’t thinking so much of what I’d get to wear as of what fun it is watching Allah Ditta and talking to him,” countered Janie. 
“Oh, that–yes, I suppose that’s okay if you like it.” Marge’s tone of voice showed that she had outgrown such interests long ago. 
After that Janie kept her feelings to herself, but in the days that followed she kept having excitement inside when she thought of the coming of her old friend. 
Then suddenly he was there! The old mat was spread tidily on the veranda floor, the little sewing machine sat in its exact place, and the morning sun was glinting off the shiny top of Allah Ditta’s bald head. The ring of wispy grey hair bobbed rhythmically as he sat cross-legged on the mat and spun the handle of the machine with his right hand. Janie sat on the floor nearby and quietly took in the familiar sight. Draped around the little man’s neck was the same old frayed tape measure that she could remember from past years. The thimble-with-no- end seemed still grown to the middle finger of his right hand, and the same old spots were there where the silver was worn away. 
Today’s pile of dress-pieces was in front of the sewing machine and Janie knelt forward to touch first one, then another. Suddenly she knew–someday she would sew! She would take the big shears and cut into cloth, making first one piece of clothing and then another. 
Alla Ditta neatly drew together the scraps from the dress he was making. Right then the inspiration came to Janie. Scrambling to her feet she ran into the house. From her bed she brought her big doll. She laid it on the mat by Allah Ditta, and again sat down. 
“Please make a dress for her, Allah Ditta!” She begged. 
One old brown hand pushed the brass-rimmed glasses back up on Allah Ditta’s nose. Since they slipped right down again, as always, he peered over them at her. 
“Memsahib pays me to sew for her children, not for dolls,” he objected. 
Janie winced. She hadn’t meant to ask him to be dishonest. 
“I’m sorry,” she said humbly. 
“Wait!” Alla Ditta sounded sorry to have hurt her. “This is what we do...” His hands moved swiftly as ever as he moved his tape measure over the doll–up and down, sideways. His scissors shone as they shifted in the morning sun. In seconds he had the pieces of a doll dress. Pushing his little box of needles, thread and sewing oddments towards Janie, Alla Ditta picked up the next piece of work. 
“Atcha (fine), now you make it,” he stated flatly, as he considered five yards of green and white plaid cotton. 
Janie knew he meant what he said. She poked in the box, found a needle and thread and clumsily pushed the thread through the eye. Little crows-feet at the corners of the old man’s eyes crinkled themselves, but otherwise he very seriously guided the girl through her first real sewing. A word here, a touch there, a patient pull on the cloth, and the dress began to take shape. 
“Janie!” Mother stepped through the living room door. “Did you get the dining room dusted? And is your Bible workbook assignment done?” 
Janie’s concentration was shattered for a moment. “Dusting? Oh yes, and I did a good job, too. The Bible workbook is done to page 74.” 
“All right, then. But what are you doing, dear?” 
Janie’s eyes shone as she held up the doll dress. “Allah Ditta only took seconds to cut it out, mamma, so it is all right for him to help me, isn’t it?” 
“Fine,” mamma nodded her appreciation to Allah Ditta, and the sewing lessons went on each day. Young fingers learned to untangle thread, and even buttonholes were interspersed with instruction in the art of basting and hemming. He told how he had learned to sew from many mission ladies and through practice. He had many stories of his yearly visits from one mission station to the next. 
The first dress for the doll was finally done, all work satisfying old Allah Ditta. The tiny puff sleeves were just right, and the buttonholes finished. Janie made a wry face as she remembered how many of the stitches she had to rip out! After the dress, a nightie was cut out and made, and other little garments took shape. Janie would never have admitted it, but it was great to have an excuse to play with Dotty again. A year ago Marge’s big-sisterly remarks had relegated the childhood companion to the role of a bed decoration, and Janie had looked at her wistfully many a time–in private, of course. 
The days went by and each evening Janie would slip into her mother’s work-room and look at the pile of dress pieces on the shelf. Her heart sank the night she knew there was only enough work left for one more day. 
That morning the two worked silently, for there was not much left to say. Several times Janie tangled her sewing pretty badly, and Allah Ditta would take it gently fom her. The same patience he had shown all other days was in evidence now. 
When the last dress was done, Allah Ditta stood up and brushed the threads from his clothes. He wiped his glasses with the tail of his dingy white shirt and put them back on. Janie had an errand to do inside the house, and while she was gone he stood talking with mamma. 
When Janie came back the little machine was covered with its round wooden top, the mat was folded up. Alla Ditta was holding a small bundle in his hands–the scraps from many days of sewing. Into Janie’s hands he gave the pieces. There was no need to say anything. Somehow she felt that he was passing on to her with them a gift that could be felt, but not touched. 
As Allah Ditta tucked the mat under one arm and picked up the machine, ready to get into the waiting tonga-cart, Janie looked at her hands. They could do things now–they could sew! 
And then Janie saw something else new. The fingernails had grown out–she’d better ask mamma to lend her a nail-file! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802629]RED JACKET, BLUE JACKET
Little Friend - January 10, 1969
Sally’s blue eyes shone. She watched Mother take the clothes out of the big paper bag on the floor and lay them on the bed. Finally Sally reached into the bag and pulled out something. She slid her arms into the red corduroy jacket and snuggled into the softness of the fleecy, dark-blue lining. 
“I think every one of these things will fit you, Sally.” Mother’s voice sounded pleased. 
“Wasn’t that nice of Marcella and her mother to give them to me?” Sally asked. 
“It surely was. All the mothers around here like to help their children pass on their outgrown clothes. It helps a lot not to have to buy all new ones for each child.” Mother began to fold the blue-and-red T-shirts before putting them away in Sally’s dresser drawer. 
“I like this jacket best of all the things, Mother. I wonder what Marcella will wear now?” Sally fingered the pretty brass buttons. 
Mother finished folding the T-shirts. “Marcella’s mother said she would have to buy a new one. There isn’t a single girl around here that is enough bigger than Marcella to hand down a coat to her.” 
Just then Mother reached down to take out the last pieces of clothing that were in the bag–a skirt, a sweater, and a blouse. They were just the right size for Sally too. 
“Aren’t they pretty?” Sally exclaimed. “I can wear them on Sabbath. Oh, may I run over to Marcella’s and tell her thank you for the clothes?” 
“Of course, dear, but not just now. It is too late. Get your pajamas, and then we will study the Sabbath School lesson.” 
The next morning when Sally got ready to go out and play, she reached for the red corduroy jacket on the hanger. Then she saw the blue one; it was a jacket that someone had given her before they moved here. It was at least a size too big for her yet. It had a fleecy lining like the red jacket she was pulling on. For a little while Sally stood there, just looking at the blue jacket. Then she shook her head and buttoned up the red corduroy jacket and ran out of the house. 
After a whole Sally came running into the house. Her cheeks were rosy from playing outside in the crisp morning air. Her blue eyes were shining. “Mother,” she said, holding her jacket close around her, “this jacket is so nice and warm! It feels as comfy as that wool sweater that was too little for me. I’m glad we gave it to Lori. Now Aunt Mary won’t have to buy her a jacket.” 
Mother smiled. “I’m glad you like the red jacket. Now what about that blue one? Don’t you think it would fit Marcella?” 
Sally frowned. “I didn’t even get to wear that one yet. Helen gave it to me before we moved here.” 
“Well, jackets are quite expensive. I hate to have Marcella’s mother buy a new one when you don’t need this one right now.” Mother looked into Sally’s blue eyes. “Jesus has given you so many things, dear. And remember, He said that if we had two coats we should share with someone that needs one.” 
Sally jerked away from Mother and ran to her bedroom. She sat down in her little rocking chair and began to rock back and forth. As she rocked, she thought of what Mother had said. 
Finally Sally stopped rocking. She stroked the red jacket Marcella had given her. Then she heard Mother call from the kitchen. 
“Sally, I have to go to the store to get some groceries.” 
Sally hurried to the kitchen, taking the blue jacket from the hanger as she passed by it in the hall. 
“Mother, may we stop by Marcella’s house and give her this?” she asked. “I really want her to have it. I wouldn’t want Jesus to think I liked being selfish.” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802630]“DEAR”
Primary Treasure- 6/26/69
Sally hit the tent peg hard with the hammer. Then she stood back and watched Daddy pull the tent rope tight and then hammer another peg. 
“Daddy, where are the chipmunks and the squirrels that you promised we’d see?” Sally looked her and there in the fir trees. 
“Animals and birds always hide when humans make a lot of noise. “Daddy tied the last tent rope. “We’ll put up the cots and unroll the sleeping bags, and then we’ll take a walk. I’m sure we’ll find some animals or birds away from the camping area.” 
“That’s a good idea.” Mother spoke up from her place in front of the camp stove on the picnic table. “You come back hungry enough to eat a big supper.” 
Sally pulled the sleeping bags straight on the three cots. Then she found the pillows and put them in place. 
“Okay, Daddy. Let’s go!” Sally took Daddy’s hand and started to pull him. 
After a few minutes they were away from the camping area. Daddy said, “Sh-h-h!” He pointed up into a tree. And there Sally saw a red squirrel. He flicked his tail and chattered and jumped from one tree to another. Then Sally saw a robin and a chipmunk. The robin flew behind a tree, and the chipmunk scurried under a bush. 
“I think we’d better get back to camp,” Daddy suggested. “We don’t want to keep mother’s supper waiting.” 
Back in camp Sally told Mother about the things they had seen. “You and Daddy are right. The animals like to live away from people,” she said as she sat down at the picnic table. 
“Studying and talking about them at home is all right, but being out in nature and seeing the animals is so much better,” Mother said. “But there are some animals here that you may not see.” 
“What animals won’t we see?” Sally wanted to know. 
After Daddy had asked the blessing, Mother said, “Some animals sleep all day and hunt their food at night. These animals are very shy of people. Porcupines and ring-tailed racoons roam around at night.. Well, let’s see how many animals we can see while we are here camping.” 
After supper and the dishes were washed and put away, the family sat around the campfire for a while. At last it was time to go to bed. 
Sally snuggled down in her sleeping bag and listened to the sound of the wind in the trees, but soon she fell asleep. 
In the middle of the night something awoke her. She heard tiny scratching sounds. Sally hugged herself and shivered. The sounds were so tiny that surely there was nothing to be afraid of. 
Then Sally heard her mother move. She watched mother turn on her flashlight and let the light sweep around the tent. The finger of light poked under the cots. There was nothing there at all. 
“Mother, you said that night creatures are shy,” Sally whispered. 
“Are you awake?” Mother asked. She switched the light off. “The little animal that made the scraping sounds must be the shyest of all the night creatures,” Mother said quietly. 
In the morning Sally remembered the noises in the night. “What kind of animal made the little scratchy sounds?” she asked Daddy. 
But Daddy hadn’t heard a thing, he said. 
The next night Mother and Sally heard little movements again. This time as Mother shone the flashlight toward the tent door she and Sally saw a skinny tail flick out of the tent. But Mother wasn’t sure exactly what animal owned that skinny tail. 
One afternoon Mother took out her typewriter to do some typing. Daddy winked at Sally. 
“Come on, Sally, this is the Fourth of July weekend. Mother can work on her stories if she wants to, but I am not going to work.” 
She and Daddy left Mother tapping away on the keys. 
Sally counted ten kinds of birds that day. She found a berry patch, and she and Daddy almost forgot about suppertime because they were so interested in the berries. They picked a lot and put them in Daddy’s handkerchief. 
Back at camp, Sally exclaimed, “Mother! We found–.” 
“Berries!” Mother laughed. “You needn’t tell me. I can see the stains around your mouths. Let’s save these for breakfast.” She put them in a cottage-cheese carton and left it on the table by the typewriter. Before they went to bed, Daddy covered the table with a waterproof cloth. 
They knelt to pray before getting into their cots, and as Sally was getting up she saw a tiny creature behind Mother’s foot. 
“Hold still, Mother. Look, Daddy! By Mother’s feet.” 
“A deer Mouse!” Daddy said softly. “That must be the tiny creature that visited us in the night.” 
“It won’t hurt us, will it?” Sally asked as the little creature scuttled out of the tent. 
“Of course not,” Mother assured Sally. “But do you know, that little mouse has been making a nest in the dirty clothes. Look!” Mother was putting Sally’s dirty things in the bag when she pulled out a bunched-up towel. Shreds of cloth fell on the floor, and Sally could see that there were holes in the towel. Mother stuffed the bag of soiled clothes in a suitcase. 
Sally was awakened in the morning by the sound of Mother and Daddy laughing. She put on her robe and hurried out of the tent. The cover had been taken off the table. Sally saw berries all over it. 
“That deer mouse!” Mother laughed. “He thought my typewriter was a cupboard. Watch!” She typed and Sally watched berries pop out of the typewriter as the keys went down and up. ”It looks like black popcorn,” Sally said, and she couldn’t help but laugh. 
“The deer mouse thought that he had found a special winter storage place,” Daddy said. “I hope it stays around the rest of the time we are here and will let us get better acquainted.” 
The deer mouse did come often to the camp. His two beady eyes were often seen while Sally and Mother and Daddy sat around the campfire at night. 
The last day of camp came all too soon. Sally helped pull up the tent pegs. “I hate to leave Dear,” she said with a sigh. 
“The deer mouse, you mean?” Mother put the sleeping bags in the car. “He is such a cute little fellow, isn’t he? But think of the new earth, Sally. There none of the animals will be afraid of us.” 
Sally looked up into the branches of a fir tree. She saw a red squirrel flicking his tail up and down, then he skittered away out of sight. A blue jay began to scold, and a robin flew silently by with something in its beak. 
“I think this is the next best place to the new earth,” Sally said as she handed Daddy the last tent peg. “I hope we can come back here next Fourth of July.” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802631]BICYCLES AND GOLDEN STREETS
MV Program Kit - 12/8/69
“It’s my birthday–remember, mother!” Sally Anne stood in the doorway of her parent’s bedroom with one shoe in each hand. “Aren’t you going to get up and help me?” 
“Help you do what?” Mother’s brown hair barely showed in the half-dark of the early morning as Sally watched her and daddy peer across the covers. “What are you doing up already?” 
“It’s my birthday and I get to learn to ride my bike–remember? And I can’t get it out of the yard by myself.” 
“That’s right! Well I guess I can help you–oh, happy birthday, darling!” Sally Anne could see that mother felt wide awake now, and they left daddy to go back to sleep. 
In the living mother told Sally to put on her shoes and went to get her own big coat to cover her pajamas. Together, then, they went into the garage where Sally Anne’s little bike stood waiting right beside mother’s and daddy’s bigger ones. I’ve had it three months now, Sally thought, and today has come! I’m so glad mother and daddy could finally buy me one–everybody I know can ride except me. 
Sally wheeled the bike on out, and onto the sidewalk. 
“Stay in our own street!” Mother called. Yes, I know, Sally thought–it’s quieter and safer here on Woodside Street. . .Not so many cars. She put a foot on a pedal–and flopped! Sally Anne found it took more trying than she’d thought to learn to ride, but soon she could keep both feet on the pedals and gradually she learned to stay balanced. Mother came out and rode along with her once or twice. 
About a week later mother and Sally set out for a ride away from their own street. At the first corner mother stopped her bicycle. Sally Anne stopped, too, and looked at mother in surprise. 
“Let’s go, mother!” she urged. 
“What does this sign say, dear?” Mother pointed to the big street sign right in front of them. 
“It says for cars to ‘stop!’ I learned to read that thing long ago!” 
“Well, it means what it says–even for people on bicycles.” Mother leaned forward and looked both ways, so Sally did, too. “The people of our town who make the rules for the streets want less accidents. That ‘stop’ says to see if anyone is coming.” 
Both mother and Sally saw now that the cross street was empty. They climbed back on their bikes and Sally Anne loved the feel of the wind in her face as they rode on. She could ride enough now to look into the yards they passed. Through one wire fence she saw a little girl playing with a pet duck. In another yard lived a great big police dog and he barked at the two bikes. Suddenly Sally felt so good she just zigzagged out across the street! 
“Sally!” Mother’s voice held fear. “There’s a car coming–get over here!” Sally Anne obeyed and her heart bumped along for at least half a block. 
“The rules for people who use the streets are good rules, Sally,” mother told her when they had stopped at the next stop sign. “And one of them says to ride your bike on the right side of the street unless you need to cross it to the other side.” 
“We have rules at home, too–huh, mother?” Sally Anne watched the busy stream of cars on Madison street, and felt glad one of them hadn’t hit her. 
Sally thought about the rules and her town for the rest of their ride. I like my town, she thought, and I wouldn’t want anyone to get hurt because I don’t mind the rules. . .I guess the rules even keep people from throwing garbage out into the street. . .And nobody is allowed to shoot at me with a gun. . . 
In a few days Sally knew how to ride well enough and understand the rules well enough so that mother let her ride to school alone. And Sally began to think about the rules at school, too. 
“Mother, rules are good, aren’t they?” she asked one evening at bedtime. “But it seems like there are so many! Streets have rules, towns and schools have rules, and even people have them at home.” 
“Well, Sally Anne, do you think the rules make our town a better place to live in? Would you like to have a town where the cars could drive on any side of the street and run into each other?” Mother chuckled as she straightened the blanket on Sally’s bed. 
“I guess anyone that wants to live here will just have to mind the rules.” Sally curled up sideways in bed. Mother kissed her and patted her cheek gently. 
“There’s another place that has rules, and we can practice minding them here, dear. It’s a place where I hope we can all find a home some day, but we won’t be able to if we decide its rules are too hard to obey.” 
Sally thought hard for a minute and quietly watched her mother pull up the little rocking chair and sit down beside the bed. She loved these last few minutes of the day, for often she and mother talked of important things. 
“I guess you mean heaven, mother. If we don’t want to mind the rules God will know it and just won’t let us in, I think.” Sally Anne saw mother smile at her. “And mother,” she went on, “I’m glad God won’t let people into heaven who won’t mind it’s rules. It’s just got to be a lovely place to live in, for the rules will help people think of each other and keep the Holy City nice. Just think how terrible garbage would look all over the golden streets!” 

[bookmark: _Toc160802632]A DOLLAR AND A PRAYER
2/5/70 - Primary Treasure
The old black car stopped outside Grandma Peter’s little white house and Mary Lynn slipped quickly through the car door. Then she remembered her suitcase and reached back into the car for it. 
“I’m sorry mother–kiss me quick! I almost forgot!” Mary Lynn giggled with her usual Friday excitement as she slipped her free arm around her mother and gave her a loud kiss. Then the little girl slammed the car door and hurried up the brick walk to grandma’s front door. 
“Goodbye, dear! We’ll pick you up Sunday evening!” Mary Lynn remembered these wrods every Friday, so she only waved in reply. Then she saw the front door open and in a few minutes she and grandma sat together on the couch in the living room. “What are we going this weekend, grandma?” she asked. 
“Well, dear, the church isn’t going to have any Friday night meeting this week, so I thought we’d stay right here. I have two or three stories I saved to read to you–and I’d like to suggest we do something different later.” 
“What, grandma? Something we’ve never done before?” Mary Lynn sat up straight and saw her excitement shine back at her from grandma’s smile. 
“No, we haven’t done it before. It may not seem terribly exciting to you but it will be important to you for the rest of your life, Mary Lynn. But let’s wait till bedtime, and then I’ll tell you my idea.” Grandma got up and Mary Lynn followed her into the kitchen to help get supper ready. 
All the time they set the table and Mary Lynn peeled carrots and cut celery sticks she wondered what they would do. She loved coming to grandma’s house for the weekend, for here she got to go to church. No one at her home took her to Sabbath School. No one from her house ever went to church at all. Most weekends her mother and daddy had to work, though–and then she could come here. How she loved the songs of Sabbath School! Grandma took special colored pencils and a little black notebook for Mary Lynn to write down the texts from the sermon in church. 
That Friday evening Mary Lynn ate her supper contentedly, but all the time she wondered: What are we going to do that’s different? 
Finally bedtime came. Sitting on the edge of grandma’s big bed in the one bedroom she finished undressing. Grandma came in from locking the doors and Mary Lynn watched her in the big flannel nightie she always wore. Tiny roses chased each other down the length of the nightgown and it always smelled faintly of roses, too. Mary Lynn wished that someday she could have a long nightie instead of just old pajamas . . . but, oh! 
“Grandma, now it’s bedtime–can’t you tell me now what we’re going to do?” 
“Yes, dear, but let’s kneel down first and have prayer like I always do.” 
Mary Lynn knelt on her side of the bright quilt and listened with folded hands to grandma’s prayer. I wish I could pray like that, she thought–I “don’t even know how to pray at all . . . grandma talks to God like He’s her friend. When they got into bed after that she asked: “Grandma, how can I learn to pray like you do?” 
Grandma reached out an arm and drew the little girl close against her rosy-smelling nightie. “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about tonight–prayer. You’ve never prayed by yourself, have you?” 
“No! I’m afraid it would scare me!” Mary Lynn watched grandma’s kind face in the light of the bed-lamp. “Did Jesus say we should pray? Does He want us to do it?” 
“Why, yes, of course! His own friends came to Him and asked Him how they could talk to God.” 
“Did Jesus tell them?” Mary Lynn squirmed around a bit till she felt more comfortable. 
“Yes. Jesus even told them the words of a very special prayer to His own Father. I’m sure you’ve hear the people in church say it together sometimes. It starts: ‘Our Father which art in heaven . . .’” 
“Ohm, that one! Yes, grandma, I wished I could say it with everybody. But it’s so long!” 
Grandma sat up and took her Bible from the table beside the bed. She put on her reading glasses and found a place in the Book. Then she leaned over close to Mary Lynn and pointed to a place on the open page. 
“See, Mary Lynn, here it is. It goes from here to here . . . Matthew 6:9-13. I’m sure you’ve learned longer pieces than that in school. And I have a plan to help you learn it!” 
May Lynn watched grandma carefully close the Bible, lay it and her glasses side by side on the table again. Grandma went to the dresser and opened the top shallow drawer where Mary Lynn knew she kept her pretty hankies and face powder. 
“Come here, dear,” grandma said, “I want to show you something.” 
Mary Lynn slipped her feet to the warm rug and ran around the bed to the dresser. She saw that grandma was holding up the clean pile of hankies. Peering around grandma’s hand, the little girl caught the shine of something silver. Grandma handed the coin to her granddaughter. 
“It’s yours, Mary Lynn, if you will learn the Lord’s Prayer and say it to me without help three Sabbaths in a row!” And grandma went back to bed. “It’s a very special silver dollar grandpa gave me. If you’ll read the date on it, you’ll know it’s very, very old–but if it will help you learn the Lord’s Prayer, I would like you to have it.” 
Mary Lynn stood by the open dresser drawer turning the silver coin over and over in her hand. Then she smiled at grandma, tucked the dollar back under the hankies and quickly closed the drawer. I’ve never had a whole silver dollar of my own before, she thought. 
“I think I can earn it. I’ll try, anyhow. Will you help me?” 
So together they said the Lord’s Prayer. Grandma led Mary Lynn through it over and over till she felt like the words were almost her own. Finally she snuggled down to sleep with the words “. . . our daily bread . . . Thy kingdom come . . . hallowed be Thy name . . .” going through her mind. 
Before breakfast grandma and Mary Lynn repeated the prayer again, and several times during the weekend. Then the long week began at home, but Mary Lynn said the prayer alone at night before going to sleep in her own bed. It made grandma and Jesus seem closer than before. Some of the words aren’t quite right, she thought, but I’ll say them the best I can till I go to grandma’s again. And she did. 
That Sabbath Mary Lynn missed four words when she said the Lord’s Prayer. The next weekend she said it perfectly! Then she did it for two more Sabbaths. That last time grandma listened Mary Lynn knew herself that the silver dollar was hers! After the “Amen” she went right to the drawer and took the dollar from under grandma’s hankies. 
“I’m glad it’s yours, Mary Lynn–grandpa would be glad to have it used this way. Whenever you look at it you will remember the Sabbaths when we worked on your learning the Lord’s Prayer.” 
“I think I’ll keep it always, grandma,” Mary Lynn said softly when the light had been turned out and her eyes felt heavy with sleep. “It’s such a lovely silver dollar . . .” 
Several weekends later Mary Lynn climbed out of the old black car in Friday afternoon for her usual stay with Grandma. But her feet walked slower than usual. She tried to be as happy and helpful as always. But how can I tell grandma what I’ve done, she wondered? . . .How can I tell her it’s gone?. . . 
“Honey, what’s the matter?” Grandma turned to look at Mary Lynn from where she sat combing her white hair that night. Mary Lynn knew grandma would braid it next, but tonight she couldn’t seem to feel interested in how long the braids would be. She just huddled on the side of the bed with one shoe off and one still on her right foot. 
“I used it.” She knew her words sounded so soft that maybe grandma couldn’t hear them. But she didn’t say them again. Mary Lynn just sat still. 
“Did you say you ‘used it’? What did you use, dear?” 
“The dollar. Grandpa’s silver dollar that he gave to you.” Mary Lynn made her voice a little louder now that the truth was coming out. I spent it–and I wish I hadn’t. I wanted to keep it always.” She could feel tears sliding down her cheeks. 
“Oh! The dollar!” 
Mary Lynn heard grandma, and somehow grandma didn’t seem upset. She looked at the smile-wrinkles at the side of grandma’s eyes and the turned-up corners of her mouth and she felt so relieved! She saw grandma come around the bed to her side, and felt her big, warm hug. 
“Don’t worry, Mary Lynn! The dollar did it’s work!” Grandma said. 
“I-I-guess so.” Mary thought about that for a minute. It did work–the dollar made me willing to learn the lovely prayer, she decided. 
“Grandma!” she said aloud, “I guess I’ll always be a little bit sorry I spent the dollar, but the prayer will always be there. The more I use it the easier it’ll be to talk to God!” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802633]JUST LIKE HORSES
2-5-70 Primary Treasure
I don’t want to go home! 
Jeanie said the words to herself over and over as she climbed the corral fence and stroked Brownie’s face. 
“I’m sorry I don’t have lots of treats for you this time, Brownie,” she fished in her pocket for half an apple and held it flat on her hand. Brownie’s soft lips tickled a bit as she ate up the treat and then snuffled for more. But Jeanie just kept petting her favorite horse. She didn’t notice Skipper on the other side waggling his head up and down, hoping to get some apple too. She didn’t even see Mascot pawing the dirt in his corral to show her he was there. Both horses nickered, but Jeanie didn’t hear them right now. 
When I get home all the horses will have to go to their winter pasture and I won’t be there to love them, she thought. Why, why can’t we have summer camp all winter, too? Why does daddy have to go back and teach school where there aren’t any horses? I like it so much better up there in the mountain. 
Jeanie’s right hand quit stroking Brownie long enough to wipe away the tears that started to come, but she was thinking too hard to realize that she’d left a dirty streak across both cheeks. Her short legs climbed down and she wandered unhappily away from the corrals. Just two more days and she’d have to say goodbye to the horses for nine and a half months. 
Jeanie didn’t cry again about going home, though. I won’t, I won’t, I won’t, she told herself . . It won’t help any. She helped her mother pack and the time went quickly. Suddenly she found herself home, with only the row of model horses on her high bedroom shelf to remind her of camp. 
“Hi!” Angie, the little girl from down the block stood at the front door when Jeanie answered the bell. “Can you play?” 
“I guess so.” Jeanie led Angie down the hall to her room. “What do you want to play?” 
“Can we play house?” Angie asked. 
“I guess so, “ Jeanie said again. But who wants to play house, she thought. It’s nothing like climbing the hillside trail on Brownie! 
In spite of herself Jeanie found it fun to be home and playing with her friends again, David came over one afternoon, Angie often played with her, and Jeanine and Jeanie began to laugh again over how nearly the same their names were. But almost every time it seemed as though a little quarrel started over something small and each friend would go home. 
“No, you can’t play it that way!” Jeanie found her voice sounded sharp and mean even to herself. “That isn’t the way, Angie!” 
“But it would be okay, Jeanie,” Angie’s voice sounded hurt as she laid the baby doll back in the bed. 
“If you think you have to play it that way then you can’t play with my doll! Go home and get your own!” Jeanie watched two big tears shine in Angie’s brown eyes, but she couldn’t seem to act nicer. She followed Angie to the living room and heard her speak to mother. 
“I guess I’m going home–I don’t think I’ll come back today.” And Jeanie saw her go down the sidewalk and knew she was trying not to cry. 
“What’s the trouble, Jeanie?” Mother looked up from the dress she was hemming. 
“I don’t know, but I’m not having any fun. I’m not happy.” Jeanie leaned against the arm of mother’s rocker. “Angie’s not very nice any more.” 
“Oh? Is she mean? I couldn’t hear much of what happened in your room just now.” 
Jeanie mumbled an answer, but she saw mother looking at her and she wondered how much mother had heard. Maybe it’s me that’s mean, she thought. 
After school started early in September, the days went by quickly. First grade had so many, many busy things to do, Jeanie learned the sounds of letters, and finally she brought home a book, her first book to read aloud to mother. They sat together on the couch and Jeanie showed how she knew all the words, and she read all the little stories to mother. 
“Sounds good, dear–you know those words very well. Is everything else all right at school?” 
“The other kids are funny, mother. They don’t want to play with me.” Jeanie hung her head and twisted the toe of one shoe into the carpet. 
“Do you like to play the games they do?” mother asked. 
“Not very much! They never want to play horse, either! 
“Play horse?” Jeanie heard her mother gasp with the words. 
“We-ell, I had to leave all the camp horses and I m-miss them so m-much . . .” Right then Jeanie burst into tears ans put her head in mother’s lap. She didn’t notice the little schoolbook as it slid to the floor. 
Jeanie sobbed out the whole story. She felt better as she dried her eyes afterward. 
“You’ll be with the horses again next summer, so let’s plan some nice things for you to do now with your friends.” Mother and Jeanie made a list of all the games and play things they had that would work for play when her friends came over. 
The list helped some. David and Jeanie had lots of fun with a puzzle one windy September afternoon. She and Angie played with the doll-house and all the little people on the Monday after school. Jeanine and Jeanie rode their bikes back and forth in the street, practicing stopping and starting and turning. 
Late one Tuesday Angie stood at the door again, wanting to play. Jeanie thought, why did she have to come. I wanted to look at the snapshots again of camp that came in the mail today. But she laid the envelope of pictures on the hall table and the two little girls started to play house. Jeanie wondered if she could possibly get Angie to play something, anything to do with horses? I think I’ll try, she told herself. 
“Angie, see all my model horses on the shelf? Let’s ask my mother to help get them down so we can play with them–okay?” Jeanie smiled a big smile at Angie, and she saw the smaller girl look thoughtfully up at the shelf. 
“I want to hold that little baby horse with the brown tail,” Angie said, “Can I hold it if I’m real careful?” 
“Yes, you can. It’s strong plastic and won’t break.” Jeanie ran down the hall to the living room. “Mother, will you get my horses down so we can play with them. Angie really wants to!” Mother brought a stool and lifted down horse after horse, and Jeanie handed the pretty colt to Angie to hold. Soon the two girls had horses lined up in corrals made of building blocks. Even some of the little dolls rode horses! 
“Angie,” Jeanie said to her friend, “you can pretend the colt is yours for now. Her name is Brownie, just like my favorite at camp.” 
“Brownie?” Angie sat on the floor with the colt in her lap. “I like that a lot. She’s so cute!” 
“You know, Angie, if you want a horse to be your friend, you must treat it very kindly. You love it a lot, Angie, and never speak cross to it!” Jeanie went on, explaining to Angie all the things that she had been taught at camp about horses. After a few minutes mother called to Jeanie. What’s wrong, she wondered–we’re not fighting or anything . . . but I’d better go. 
“Yes, mother?” 
“I’ve been listening to your talk with Angie this time. I wonder if you have thought of something interesting?” mother asked. 
Jeanie thought for a few minutes but she felt puzzled. “I don’t know what you mean,” she said. 
“Well, dear, We’ve wondered about how you could get along better with your friends. The list we made helped, but have you ever thought about treating them like you do horses?” Mother rocked gently back and forth as she waited for Jeanie to answer. 
“Like a horse–like horses? My friends?” Jeanie turned and walked slowly back to her room to play with Angie. It might work, she thought, it might be a good idea . . . my friends would be better friends if I always treated them kindly and never spoke cross words to them . . . 
And the idea worked–it really did! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802634]THE SACK
From GUIDE, Feb. 18, 1970
Janie Abbot stood with her back to the passing crowds on the Indian street. She didn’t hear the sound of the peddlers hawking their wares. She didn’t notice the beggar who brushed her skirt. Janie simply stood and stared at the glass case in Mohan Lal’s shop window. That one, she thought, that little one in the bottom row! That’s the one I’ll get–I know I can save up enough money for that watch. She leaned closer to read the Swiss name on the dial. I wish I could try it on–I’m sure it would look nice on my wrist. She rubbed her wrist absently as she looked and then, not realizing she was speaking aloud, she read the price off the watch box. 
“Yes, Miss-Sahib?” Mohan Lal, whose name was painted above the little shop in both Hindi and English, stepped out at the sound of Janie’s voice. She started–and came back to reality. 
“Nothing . . . I’m just looking!” Janie smiled politely at the shop-keeper and moved on to follow her parents down the busy street. But the picture of the pretty little watch in the store window stayed with her. She mentally figured how many monthly allowances she’d have to save up–after taking out her tithe and Sabbath school offerings–before she’d have money to buy that watch. 
“Come on
Quickly Janie joined her two sisters in the back seat of the Ford. Still figuring her accounts in her head, she sat quietly. She stayed oblivious of the tongas (horse-drawn carts) and the old rattly lorries (trucks) that went past in both directions. The allowance she and her older sister, Margie, got once a month seemed so little as she thought about it now. True, she told herself, they could spend it any way they wanted to, and she knew a missionary with four children couldn’t give big allowances . . . but how I wish he could! I’ve never had a watch of my own, and it’ll take me six months to save for the one in Mohan Lal’s shop–just think, if my allowance could be twice as big, it’d take only three months.! 
“Are you listening, Janie?” She heard Daddy speak sharply. Janie looked up into the rear-view mirror and saw her father’s eyes on her, then she saw father look back at the busy traffic. The car dodged a sacred cow that was wandering aimlessly along, and then he spoke again. “I was just saying that since I can be at home for several weeks now, I think it’s time we did something about you children and your untidy habits around the house. Mother tells me you’ve been very bad about picking up your clothes and toys. Is that true?” He looked quickly again at the girls in the back seat, and Janie saw him glance at Jimmy, her little brother, on mother’s lap in the front seat. 
“I did pick up my nightie this morning–I hung it up, too!” Small Susie squirmed in her place between Janie and Margie, then burst out again, “but I didn’t do it yesterday or some other times!” Janie wanted to giggle at the look on Susie’s face, but she knew this wasn’t a good time for giggling. 
“Well, from now on you’d better mind your p’s and q’s–even Jimmy is old enough to take care of his toys when he gets through playing with them.” Janie saw the set of Daddy’s jaw and knew he meant what he said. “After today I expect you to make it easier for your mother–or I’ll figure out a way so you’ll want to!” 
At home that night Margie whispered reminders to Janie and the two little ones. All clothes went where they belonged, and even Susie’s dolls slept neatly tucked in. Janie remembered to set her shoes side by side under the edge of her bed, ready for morning. It wasn’t till she climbed in beside Margie, closed her eyes and hugged the quietness of night close, that she remembered the watch in Mohan Lal’s shop. It’s the one I want, yes–it really is! It would look so nice on me, and I’d know what the time was all the time. 
Three days later Daddy kept the whole family in the living room after morning worship. His face took on a stern look that suddenly reminded Janie of her unmade bed and the nightie “hung” on the floor in the bedroom. She looked at Margie and saw her shrink down into the wicker chair where she sat. 
“Sit still just a minute more, Jimmy and Susie,” Daddy began. “I made a little tour around the house this morning, and I’m quite unhappy about what I discovered. I can see what mother meant. Now–Susie and Jimmy, you go and clean up your room. Put away all the toys or no breakfast for you!” The two little ones hurried out of the room. Janie looked over at her father. She had a feeling of some kind of doom! 
“Now, you older girls are too big to be told this every morning.” Daddy punctuated his words with firm taps on the magazine table beside his chair. “Since I have to be gone so often visiting the village churches for weeks at a time, you are going to have to take part of the responsibility of this home. Your mother is teaching in the mission school, and we don’t believe that either she or the servants should have to do personal things or your regular chores for you. Am I right?” 
“Daddy, we really don’t mean to be untidy,” Janie said. “We just forget things.” 
“That’s right,” Margie agreed. “We’ll do better, honest we will!” 
Mother smiled and looked happier, but Daddy wasn’t through! 
“I’m sorry, that’s not good enough, girls. We’ve had promises for so long I’ve got to do something more drastic. Jimmy and Susie are still at the age where we figure they need a lot of reminding, but you’ve had your chance at that. From now on there’ll be ‘the sack,’ one of the cloth laundry bags, in the bottom of my closet. Into the sack I’ll put every one of your things I find out of place, and on Sunday evening we’ll take the sack out. You may redeem any item that belongs to you for one pice (US 1/4 cent) of your allowance. If you run out of allowance money, mother and I will find some jobs for you to earn the rest. Do you understand?” 
Janie stood up and looked at Margie. She saw the same consternation on Margie’s face that she felt in her own heart, but she was sure Margie didn’t know how terrible this was! The watch, my watch, the watch in Mohan Lal’s jewelry shop! I can never get it this way! I’ll forget and forget and all my money’ll be gone! But Janie said aloud: 
“Yes, Daddy, I understand.” And she slid from her chair to go and pick up the nightgown. As she left the room she heard Margie ask, “How long will this be for, Daddy?” Janie heard him answer that it would be for as long as necessary. And, knowing herself, Janie thought it might be for very long! 
Tears slid down Janie’s cheeks more than once when she knew no one could see her. She tried, she really did. But after only one day her slippers disappeared, and then the book, Min Din, that she’d been reading. She had read the book many times, but now she’d miss the thrill of reading again the last chapter where Min Din and Beautiful Gold decide to share their Christian lives together . . . Oh why can’t I remember to put my things away? 
The day that Margie’s hairbrush vanished and Janie’s nightie couldn’t be found at bedtime seemed a terrible day. That Sunday evening the girls paid their pice, and Janie wondered if Margie felt the same as she did. They talked softly in bed that night and pledged each other to try to do better. 
“Let’s try to help Jimmy and Susie more, too,” Margie whispered. “Mother really does need our help. She works pretty hard in that little school to teach the Indian boys and girls. I’ve been going with her some and helping with the English reading lessons. It makes me feel a bit like a missionary myself to work with her!” 
Janie reached under the covers for Margie’s hand and gave it a little squeeze. “I hate to lose my pice all the time when I want them so badly. I had to give Daddy three annas–that’s twelve pice for things he got of mine–and I don’t want to do that again.” She lay very quiet in the dark for minute. Then she whispered again, “And you’re right about mother–if we help her be a missionary, then we are being missionaries, too!” 
The situation did get better. Daddy didn’t talk about it much, but Janie saw him looking happier at meals. She saw him and mother exchange glances once in a while that made her feel good. Sunday nights saw less money change hands, and more pice and annas went into the secret fund in Janie’s dresser drawer. Her secret still seemed too precious and too uncertain for her to tell even Margie about the watch, but little by little the great day came nearer. 
When Dad left on his next tour of the village churches, he turned the sack over to Mother. “I hope you don’t have to put anything into it,” he told her, “but I’m still gleaning some items each week.” 
“I’ll be glad to take your place with it, dear,” mother said, “for it’s surely made things easier for me.” 
Janie heard all of this from the other room. I’ll fool Daddy, she told herself. Just see if I let mother get anything! 
But that Sunday night Janie had to fork over two pice, one for each of her slippers. “They’ve been in jail three times now–they’re getting to be expensive slippers,” she commented. 
When Daddy came home there were fewer things in the sack than he’d expected, and he said so. 
“That’s really good–keep it up! Mother says you are helping Jimmy and Susie, girls. I’m so glad my idea seems to be working.” 
And it did work, it really did. I hate it, Janie thought, but it’s funny that I like some of it, too. It’s nice knowing where my things are. It is nice! 
The girls’ room looked so pretty one evening several months later. Janie sat in a chair and looked around and felt at home. The pink bedspread on the big bed she shared with Margie lay smooth. Janie’s and Margie’s two baby dolls rested against the pillows. I know I’m too big to play with them, Janie thought, but they look comfy there. She turned as Margie came into the room. 
“Margie, we’ve moved very often here in India. I hope we don’t have to leave here soon. I like this room! I love it here!” 
“I do, too–isn’t it better in here since we‘re keeping things tidy? I’m going to miss all this when I go to boarding school next year, and I’ll miss sharing the room and the bed with you.” Margie curled up on the end of the bed and looked at Janie. “By the way, I’ve been wondering about something. You haven’t spent any money for ages–you must have several rupees by now, huh?” 
“Ye-es. I’d just decided on something to save for when Daddy started that thing about the sack. I kept losing money–I even had to work at some of the special jobs Mother and Daddy gave me because I ran out of money! Ugh, I hate pulling weeds and scrubbing all that woodwork!” 
“I know. I had some of those jobs, too. But the sack has been empty for a long time now. The last pice I gave to redeem my diary was one pice too many–that Sunday night was about six months ago, wasn’t it?” Margie sat up on the bed and waited for Janie to answer. 
Janie left her chair and went to the dresser. She reached under the clothes and pulled out a small tin box. It jingled as she walked back to the chair. She sat down and leaning forward she poured the money onto the rug at her feet, then slid down to count it. Finally she sat back, triumphant! 
“I’ve got it, I’ve got enough–I really, really do!” Janie hunched on her heels and rocked up and down in her excitement. “When Daddy and mother go to town this week I’ll go and get my watch!” 
“Is that what you want–what you’ve ben saving for?” Margie’s eyes reflected the joy in Janie’s face. 
“Yes! And you know what?” Janie sobered and spoke more quietly. “You know, I’m going to remember about the sack whenever I see that watch on my wrist. Say, Margie, do you suppose Mohan Lal might have sold that watch?–after I’ve waited so long to get it? It was still there when we were in town last month!” 
“Even if he sold it, he’s a good businessman and can order another one. Will you let me go with you to buy it, Janie?” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802635]Man Trap!
Guide, 7/15/70
Red woke again to the sound of B-29's flying overhead. He was a soldier on the island of Guam during World War II. He tried to keep his eyes closed and sleep some more, but the warmth of the afternoon woke him completely. He looked around the GI’s on the other cots and saw them stirring too. The men who served as orderlies during the night in the Army hospital (204th General Hospital) were waking up. Rising on one elbow, Red kicked his nearest neighbor with his big toe. Joe’s dark-blue eyes flew open, and he grinned. 
“What’s the big idea waking me up?” 
“Any good reason to stay asleep?” Red stood, stretched, then bent to feel for something in his Army locker. He made a face as the moldy smell rose to him from the things inside, but he forgot the smell as soon as his hands held towel and soap. “Come on, Joe, let’s go shower. Red made no attempt to speak softly, and growls of disgust rose from the other fellows in the tent. 
Red and Joe loved the cool water of the showers, but the coolness didn’t last long. 
“Don’t know why we bother.” Joe walked along beside Red, his damp towel draped over one shoulder. “This crazy heat and sticky weather don’t give a guy much chance to feel good around here.” 
“You’re sure right. Lots of times I’d love to trade in this 85-degree temperature and 85-degree humidity for one cool day at the beach in California.” The two GI’s turned in at their own tent again and Red sprawled on his cot with relief. 
“Hey, you now.” came a call. “Come on over. We’ve got a good game going!” 
Joe dropped his towel and soap on his bed and headed for the cluster of soldiers. Red sat up and watched from where he was without much interest. The card games his buddies played never did interest him much. He surely did wish that this would hurry up and get over. 
“Whew!” A fat fellow on the fourth bed wiped a hand across his perspiring face. “You guys play your games. All I can do is concentrate on the beautiful canvas above me, and even that isn’t much fun.” 
Joe turned from the group he was watching and looked at Red. “Why don’t you go and get some coconuts? Sure would love some coconut milk right now!” 
“You nuts or something?” The fat soldier sat up with an effort. “You want Red to get shot by some Japanese sniper like that man they hauled in last night? The fellow was shooting at the sentry, and they caught him; but you can count on it ten to one there are plenty more snipers out there in that jungle!” 
Red stood and stretched again. Joe watched him fasten his big jungle knife to his belt, and the short, dark, dark-haired GI slowly shook his head, 
“You really going? I was only joking! One of those snipers’ll get you sure!” Joe came over to stand by Red and then followed his friend to the front door of the tent. “I shouldn’t have talked about the coconuts.” 
“I think they’ve got all the snipers.” Red answered quietly. Anyhow, after working in the hospital all night, then sleeping in this groggy heat all day, a guy’s got to do something. How about coming along, Joe? All you have to do is find the right tree. We’ll come back with enough coconuts for the whole gang.” 
“No thanks! Guess I don’t have to get killed just because you want to be!” Joe turned back to watch the card players. 
Red’s long legs measured the distance to an opening in the piled-up vegetation at the edge of the hospital area. He stood along a path into the jungle and carefully examined the nearest coconut. Then he checked another and another. He needed a tree that had plenty of coconuts of just the right maturity. He moved on to the shady path and inspected the next trees he found. His GI shoes were so big he knew he would have to find a tree that had the neat little notches so carefully cut by the boys of Guam. Not being too experienced at coconut harvesting he also wanted a very slanting tree. Before Red realized what was happening, he had followed the jungle trail quite a long way from camp. Mahogany trees, young papaya trees and many other kinds of vegetation grew on every side, closing in the lone American soldier. Still looking, measuring each tree for his needs, he walked on slowly, not thinking about danger. 
Then he saw the tree he wanted. The path widened ahead, and in a small natural clearing stood Red’s tree. It was the one he needed. His eyes followed up its perfectly curved, leaning trunk, took in the even, carefully-made notches, and greedily counted the bunches of coconut under its long green fronds. A breeze ruffled the top, and Red walked slowly over to the base of the tree. He went part way around it, recounting the nuts, then turned back. 
I wish Grandmother could see all this,” he mumbled softly to himself, then paused and looked around with renewed interest. He tried to imagine Grandmother standing there, looking up at the coconuts! Dear Grandmother! He patted the pocket where her latest letter rattled slightly at his touch. Setting one foot against the bottom of the coconut palm, Red pulled the letter out and opened it. 
“The corn is tasseling out and it won’t be long before we can eat corn on the cob. I wish we could share it with you. Wherever you are I suppose you are trying out the fruit and vegetables that are quite different from any you ate here on the ranch! We’ll have plenty for you in the freezer and cellar when you get home. And may the dear Lord guide you and keep you safe. Grandad and I have a prayer always in our hearts for your safety.” 
Red folded the letter and tucked it back in his pocket. Looking around, it seemed to him almost as if he could hear grandmother’s soft voice saying, “May the dear Lord keep you safe.” He shrugged his shoulders, shoved the jungle knife to keep it out of the way, and began to climb the tree. He realized that the ready-cut toe holds were slightly close together for his lanky legs and big feet, but they surely made things easier than trying to get up all that distance any other way. The palm swayed a bit as the soldier climbed, till at last he could touch the first small bunch of coconuts. 
Still looking up, Red unsnapped the case of his knife. He pulled the sharp machete out, then swung it to cut the tough stem and let the nuts fall. Cleanly the sharp metal cut , and Red’s eyes followed the bunch to the ground. 
At this point time seemed to stand still for Red. He felt his eyes widen with horror as he saw the nuts barely miss a slender wire he hadn’t noticed before. The bunch of nuts landed with a splat, and the coconuts bounced hither and yon. Red clung to the palm, his mouth dry ad his stomach uneasy. He closed his eyes briefly, then looked down again. The wire was still there. What’s more, he could see now that it was connected to a small metal box attached to the underside of the slanting tree trunk. He could trace the outline of the box now with his eyes, silhouetted against the color of the bare ground under the tree. Looking past the wire, Red counted the coconuts. Four. With sudden finality, he put the knife back in its case and snapped the cover shut. 
Feeling a good deal weaker than he had a moment before, Red slowly climbed back down the notches in the tree trunk. Numbly he stepped around to look at the box. It was certainly plain enough now, but if he had gone all the way around before he climbed up he would have run right into the wire. 
Red bowed his head, thinking. Again he could almost hear grandmother’s voice, “May the Lord keep you safe.” He pulled his shoulder straight, looked around, and cautiously gathered the four coconuts for his buddies. Carefully he avoided touching the wire, and he knew now that it had been purposely stretched where it couldn’t be easily seen. 
Back at the hospital base, Red stopped in at headquarters. 
“What do you want, soldier?” The officer at the desk looked up from a huge pile of papers. 
Red shifted the coconuts in his arms. “I think, sir, that I just found a booby trap. It looks like the things the enemy sets to explode when they’re touched.” 
“Really? And did you get those coconuts out in the jungle? Why, man, we’re bringing in the enemy from out there all the time!” The officer stood now and continued speaking. “You’d better give me an exact description of this–this booby trap. I’ll send instructions for a demolition squad to investigate it.” The officer pulled a sheet of paper toward him and waited. 
“Yes, sir, it was right out the trail past the orderly tents.” Red gave an accurate account of his experience. As he turned to leave, the officer spoke again. This morning we brought in a whole nest of enemy soldiers who had surrendered. They must have been hiding just beyond your coconut tree! I’d suggest, soldier, that you get your coconuts closer to base next time!” 
The fellows in the tent were lolling around when Red walked in the door. Volunteers immediately rushed to relieve him of his load of coconuts 
“How come this is all you got?” 
“Are you going back after the rest?” 
Joe managed to get hold of the last coconut and raised his knife to cut off the top. Suddenly he stopped and looked Red in the eye. 
“You have any trouble out there?” 
“Well, I’ll tell you sometime, buddy. But no, no I really didn’t have any trouble at all!” Red was remembering the words again “May the dear Lord guide you and keep you safe!” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802636]MY SISTER BECKY
Guide - 1971
[Part I] 
Sharon Bartlett rolled over in bed and shoved her red-gold hair out of her eyes. Rising on one elbow, she peered over at the other twin bed. It is almost like having a sister, she thought. Paul’s a pretty decent brother, but I’ve always wanted a sister. She watched as Becky stirred and murmured a bit in her sleep. I wonder what she’s dreaming about? Is she homesick for her family? Of course, she’s three years older than I am, but I would just die if I had to live away from home! 
Sharon’s father, Mr. Bartlett, taught in the local Seventh-day Adventist Junior Academy. Earlier in the school year Becky had transferred to the school from one farther north in the state. Following the crops, her parents had to make several moves a year in order to earn a living for the family. Becky had shyly presented her program from the other school with the statement: “Most of my classes are all right–except for Algebra. The teacher there told me I’d flunk it anyway, so if I came later in the year not to try to get back into his class. He felt sure he’d have to give me an F.” She looked at the floor and waited for the principal’s decision. Just then a teacher came in to the office on an errand. 
“Becky, this is Mr. Bartlett, the algebra teacher. Why don’t we have you talk with him about your problem?” Thus the girl found herself again in algebra class, with lots of after-school help from a sympathetic teacher. When Mr. Bartlett and the principal found she needed work to pay for her school tuition, she replaced one of Mr. Bartlett’s 8th grade arithmetic graders who moved away. And the algebra problem fell into place as she went along. 
Sharon heard the story from Becky . The older girl’s family had to move on to follow the crops, and Becky stayed behind with the Bartletts–Sharon, Paul, mom and dad–to finish up her school year. Many, then, were the nights that Sharon and Becky whispered long and happily to each other after their studies were finished. 
. . . A sister, Sharon thought, it’s so much like having a sister all my own! There was one thing Sharon noticed, though. Since she still had to finish the 6th grade her hours of school didn’t coincide with Becky’s. But sometimes in the evenings she’d surprise a far-away look in Becky’s eyes. Those brown eyes even seemed to have tears in them once in a while. 
As the weeks went by, though, Becky fitted well into the Bartlett home. In some ways their family life must have been quite different to her own. Sharon couldn’t help but feel the homesickness flood their room once in a while. She and mom carefully chose a stack of bright-covered books and found a reading light to put with them on Becky’s bedside table. Maybe these would help, Sharon thought, maybe if she reads herself to sleep like we all do she won’t miss her family so much at night. 
But often Becky lay staring at the ceiling, and Sharon fell asleep before her. The books stayed unopened. 
“We never read much at home,” Becky told Sharon when the girls talked about it. “Mother and dad are so busy and no one ever buys any books, I guess. Don’t they cost a lot of money?” 
“Ye-es, I suppose so. It’s just the way we are. You can learn so much from books, but those mom and I got out are fun reading–I know, I’ve read them all!” Sharon felt sure that Becky would love reading if she’d let herself go. 
After that, once in awhile Becky picked up a book just for reading. She showed self-consciousness at first, but after a month or so her reading light stayed on after Sharon’s– sometimes! 
“Mom.” Sharon said one morning, “Becky hasn’t had very many nice things, has she?” She sliced cheese carefully and put it into sandwiches for school lunches. 
“No, dear, she hasn’t,” mother answered. “There are lots of mouths to feed in her family. They work hard to get the necessities. Your daddy doesn’t make a lot of money, teachers never do. But we have more than Becky’s family does, and are glad to share what we have with her. I’m so glad we found out that she’d have to leave and change schools again. Your dad says she’s doing B work in algebra right now!’ 
But Sharon’s chance to talk with her mother slipped away. “Get out of here, Paul!” she yelled, rescuing the cheese from him. Becky came from the bedroom, freshly combed and ready for school. Mr. Bartlett showed up, and after breakfast Becky took her turn at helping by clearing up the kitchen. 
A thought had been brewing in Sharon’s mind for days. I’ll tell mom about it later, she thought, and maybe she will put her weight behind my idea. Maybe I can get home early after school before the rest come in . . . We simply have to fix it so Becky really feels this is her home. 
“Mom!” Sharon came home from school with a rush, her bike ride having been a fast and breathless one. She had made it ahead of everyone else! “Mom! Where are you?” 
“Here, dear.” Sharon found her mother getting ready to put a sheet of cookies into the oven. “What’s so exciting? Get an A in something?” 
“No–no tests today! But I have the most wonderful idea. You know how I’ve always wanted a sister? Couldn’t Becky come back next school year and live with us all year to finish her tenth grade here? I’d love to share my room with her again.” Sharon opened the oven door and slid the tray of ginger-snaps into the hot oven for her mother. 
“Why, I suppose so, Sharon. Have you talked with her about it?” Her mother stood still and Sharon knew she was puzzling the idea out in her mind. “Do you think she’d want to?” 
“Well, I know she likes it here. I think she misses her folks very much, but we’ve decided to make her feel like she’s one of us. When she first came I think she cried once in the night.” 
“Let’s talk with Paul and your dad and then maybe we can say something to her.” Mother’s hands kept on shaping the cookies and putting them in neat rows on another cooky sheet. “Perhaps you and Paul can figure out things that will make Becky feel more at home.” 
“Oh, dear! I had hoped Paul would get here before Becky–so we could talk to him. But here she comes, mom.” Sharon pulled open the refrigerator door to find a cold drink for Becky. She had seen how warm the older girl looked as she walked up the driveway. 
“Thank you!” Becky settled into one of the dining room chairs and accepted the glass of juice from Sharon. “Does it always get this hot so early in spring? I hurried so I could help you with the ironing, Mrs. Bartlett.” 
“I appreciate that, Becky,” Mrs. Bartlett scooped hot cookies off a sheet and stacked them on a cake rack to cool. “I have a surprise for you, though–I finished the ironing before lunch! And I’ve been digging into the bottom drawer of my sewing dresser. I found two dress pieces that will make perfect spring dresses for you for school. Do you know how to sew, Becky?” 
“Not very well.” Becky finished her drink and Sharon could see she looked a bit uncomfortable. “I learned a little hand-sewing last year, but we moved from one school to the other so much I missed most of the eighth grade home-making.” 
“Well, I sew for Sharon and myself, so why not for you?” Mrs. Bartlett turned off the oven. “Our spring sewing is all done and if you’ll let me show you how to put up the hems and sew on buttons, we’ll have those dresses made in a jiffy!” 
While mom and Becky busied themselves with patterns and yardage, Sharon found time to have a quiet conference with father and Paul. Mr. Bartlett seemed so pleased with Becky’s progress in algebra and with her good work as one of his readers that Sharon found no serious problem there. 
“You do realize that having one more person here will curtail some of our spending, don’t you? It may mean less clothes for you, Sharon. It costs extra to feed a fifth person, yet Becky must never be made to feel by either of you or Paul that she is a burden to our family way of life.” Dad’s eyes looked thoughtful as he answered Sharon’s proposition. He shuffled absently through a bundle of algebra tests on his lap as he talked. 
“I know, Daddy, and if you need my allowance you can have it. I’ve always wanted a big sister–and this is my chance. Paul is fine, even if we do squabble, but he is not a sister!” 
“All right, dear. And I don’t think you’ll have to give up your allowance!” Mr. Bartlett accepted Sharon’s grateful peck on his cheek as she whirled and went in search of Paul. She found him in his room rooting through a drawer full of diodes and transistors. She guessed he must be trying to fix the disassembled radio on his desk, but she paid little attention to it. 
“Paul, can you stop that a minute and listen to me?” Sharon had found long ago that Paul couldn’t hear anything else when deep in his electronic projects. 
Her brother looked up, startled, and laid down the soldering iron he had been using. “Oh, hi kid!” he said, “What’s on your mind?” 
“Paul, do you like Becky being here?” Sharon plunged right into her subject as she sat down on the edge of Paul’s bed. 
“Sure, why not? She’s a good kid–and I don’t even have to help with the dishes any more! It’s real neat only having to take out the garbage!” 
“You don’t have to sound like that! Becky won’t have to change schools at this time next year if she can come and stay with us. Would you care?” 
“Do mom and dad mind? What do they think of the idea?” Paul swung around and faced Sharon, his radio forgotten for the moment. “I really think it would be great! You might even have someone else to heckle besides me sometimes!” 
“Oh, Paul, cut it out! This is serious. I love Becky and she really needs to have one whole year in school in one place. About a week ago I heard mom and dad talking and they said that Becky’s folks probably expect her to quit school after the tenth grade and go to work to help support the family. I guess her folks never went farther in school than the eighth grade. Don’t you think this is a way we could help her?” Sharon sat waiting for Paul’s answer. 
“Sure. She’s good to have around. Why don’t you look for some guy, too, that could move in here and help me get this radio together?” Paul’s eyes twinkled behind his glasses, and from past experience Sharon knew that all this meant he felt good about the idea of having Becky stay. I guess, thought Sharon, that a boy can’t come right out and say he likes a girl without being afraid of even his sister’s opinion! 
“Thanks, Paul. I knew I could count on you. Do you suppose Becky’s folks will let her come back?” Sharon paused with her hand on the doorknob. But Paul had turned back to his solder and wires and mumbled something unintelligible in reply. All the way to her room Sharon thought over how to ask Becky–would Becky really want to come back? As she came in the door and saw the other girl’s dark head at the desk she knew how to do it! 


[Part II] 
Over baked potatoes and cottage cheese salad, Sharon watched the family sitting around the dinner table. How do I begin, she asked herself? They must all listen, but Becky is the most important one! Suddenly she pushed back her plate and said, “May I call a Family Council meeting tonight?” 
Complete silence greeted her request, and she could see the blank look on Becky’s face. Sharon turned to her father, “Dad, please explain about our Family Council thing. Becky doesn’t know what it is.” 
“All right, if you don’t want to do it yourself.” Mr. Bartlett smiled at Becky. “You see, young lady, once in a while a member of the family simply has something they have to get off their chest. If they want to be sure of the undivided attention of the rest, they have the right to call a meeting of the Family Council.. It isn’t a regular thing. Sometimes we meet often and sometimes not for many months. If Sharon wants to ask for a meeting tonight, it seems all right to me–any objections?” He looked around the table. “No? Very well, then, let’s meet about 8:30, just before our prayer for the night.” 
At the appointed time Paul drifted in from his room at the far end of the house, Mrs. Bartlett turned off the light on her sewing machine, and soon all five were seated in the living room. 
“It’s all your, Sharon,” her father said. “Tell us what’s on your mind.” 
“Becky, uh---” Sharon began from her seat on the couch, “We, uh, we hope you’ve enjoyed staying here with us. . . oh, mom, you tell her!” Her face flushed, and shr squirmed with the difficulty of saying things that came from so deep within herself. 
Mom smiled and went on with the subject. . . “Becky, dear, we’d all like for you to know that we’ve been talking about you! Hope your ears haven’t been burning! Isn’t it hard for you to move from school to school each year?” Mrs. Bartlett’s concern showed on her face. 
“Yes, ma’am, it sure is. But it’s been that way ever since I started school. I’ve managed, but I know I’ve missed a lot by having to do it.” Becky’s puzzled look held a big question and Sharon wished mom would get on with it—but, she thought, I did flunk out on saying it, and I guess she knows best what to say. 
“Becky,” mom went on, “We’d all like for you to come back next September and stay with us for your tenth grade. Then maybe we can find a sponsor to help you go on to boarding academy. All of us would like to see you get a good Christian education. That way you can be a help to others in this world–and we believe you have it in you!’ 
Becky sat very still. For a few minutes she seemed to be taking it all in. She looked at each person in turn. Then she said, very softly, “Thank you. I’d like to come back.” 

With the rush of school opening in September came Becky, permission granted by her family. Through the days she and Sharon and Paul found themselves as busy as the year before. Sabbaths the family enjoyed their nature outings as they had always done, and new vistas opened to Becky. She learned to play group games with the family. Mrs. Bartlett helped her with the sewing she took in school. She learned new recipes. One Sabbath evening Sharon heard her chuckle softly as they made cheese and fried-egg sandwiches in the kitchen. 
“What’s the joke, Becky?” Sharon asked. 
“Oh, I just remembered that I tried to make these sandwiches at home this summer and now I know why they didn’t turn out right!” 
“Why–because you and I weren’t doing it together?” giggled Sharon. 
“Well, maybe that was part of it, but I think I had the wrong kind of cheese, no home-made bread . . . and I guess we used salad dressing instead of mayonnaise!” Becky took a big bite out of her own sandwich. “Mmm! I won’t forget again–this is just right!” 
Sharon smiled at her friend. She didn’t have to ask if Becky felt at home now. But I must think of something else to be sure she doesn’t get homesick this year, she decided. . .it has to be something special. 
“Something special.” 
The words finally came to look like that to Sharon’s mind’s-eye, and eventually they reminded her of two other words, “Family Council,” that always appeared capitalized when she’d think about them. 
But it was actually Paul that thought of the Something Special. At supper one night he asked for a Family Council. Startled, Sharon thought; he’s really been secret about this one! Most of the time he and I talk about it, the two of us. 
“All right, family, We’ll meet at 9:15 tonight,” dad said. “I have faculty meeting, but it should be over by then. If you hear the car come in earlier, let’s meet before that.” 
In their room the two girls eyed each other. Finally Becky asked, “Is this something about me again? Come on, Sharon, it feels funny being the target of something like the Bartlett Family Council!” 
“I don’t know anything about it at all! Maybe something I’ve done has bugged Paul. It wouldn’t be the first time one of us had called the Council for something like that.” She sat down at her desk, shrugged, and began to work on her arithmetic assignment. “But I wish I did know what’s on his mind,” she admitted. 
About 9:00 o’clock the wheels of dad’s car rolled into the garage. Again the family assembled in the living room. Mom’s knitting needles clicked in the silence until Mr. Bartlett opened things with: “Very well, Paul, you’re the one who asked for this meeting, and the rest of us seem completely in the dark. You have the floor, son.” 
“Well . . . ” Paul began, closing a catalog he had brought with him, but keeping one finger in a certain place. “I’ve been thinking of a conversation Sharon and I had last spring. Never mind what it was all about–too complicated. But I’ve noticed that all of us have a certain thing except Becky, and it doesn’t seem fair. One way or another we have all gotten good watches to help keep us on time for school and keep the family co-ordinated. Only Becky doesn’t have a watch. It’s been a year or so since we put out a project jar, and I for one would like to suggest we start one for her.” He sat back and opened the catalog on his lap to the place marked with his finger.. Then he looked around and waited for family reaction. 
Mom and dad smiled, Sharon felt very pleased, and the completely baffled look on Becky’s face tickled Sharon! 
“Fine,” Paul went on. “I’ll get a jar from the kitchen after I’ve shown you the selection on ladies’ watches in the wholesale catalog I got from the school business office.” 
Here Becky could evidently stand it no longer. Sharon felt a big giggle bubbling up inside herself from watching her “sister.” 
“What’s all this about?” Becky asked. “What do you mean, Paul?’ 
But it was Sharon who answered. “I wish I’d thought of this, Becky! When some member of the family wants or needs something very much–and . . . and . . . say it isn’t a birthday or Christmas or anything . . . well, then we decide at a Family Council Meeting to have a project jar. Just that. An empty jar. Mom puts change from grocery money in it, we all help from our allowances, and if any unexpected money comes in, like an insurance refund or such, part of it goes into the project jar.” 
Becky looked less puzzled, but she turned as Mrs. Bartlett began to speak. “I think this is an excellent idea. I’ve noticed Becky, that you seem to worry about being on time. That’s a good trait and a watch would help to give you peace of mind. I couldn’t keep house without mine. So I say, ‘Yes, let’s have a project jar for a watch for Becky!’ Let’s see that catalog, Paul.” 
In the weeks to come, pennies, nickels, dimes, and once in a while a dollar bill piled up in the quart jar Paul had put on the piano. The catalog under the jar fell open automatically to the page of ladies’ watches, and Becky finally decided on the one she wanted. Mr. Bartlett recommended that it be a serviceable watch she could work in “when she goes on to academy.” Sharon thought it should also be pretty. Mrs. Bartlett and Paul both agreed it should have at least seventeen jewels. Several times Becky and Sharon tipped the money out on the rug and counted it. Becky looked surprised at how fast it accumulated. 
At breakfast one morning Sharon saw that her mom was quite excited. 
“I heard you girls saying last night how much money is in the project jar,” Mrs. Bartlett said, her eyes shining. “I paid the bills last night and they aren’t as heavy as usual. How would you all feel if dad and I would put in enough to finish getting Becky’s watch?” 
Sharon swung her arms around and hugged Becky, Paul yelled something about “She knew it wouldn’t take long!” And Mr. Bartlett nodded agreement. 
“If you girls will make out the order blank and so forth,” he said, “I’ll swing by the post office and get it in the morning mail.” 
As the two girls gathered their books together for school that morning Becky suddenly turned to Sharon. “Why for me?” She asked. “Why this? I’m not even one of the family!” 
Sharon’s armful of books slid to the floor as she hugged Becky again. “For you especially,” she said. “When you are gone next year it’s going to be terrible here, for my ‘sister’ will be gone. We love you, all of us do.” 
Becky’s brown eyes shone with tears, but she smiled. “If I can go to boarding school somehow, then I want to go on to college. Maybe I can even be a teacher like Mr. Bartlett. . . .” 

“Eight years, mom! It’s been eight years!” Sharon held the “hot pink” circular stationary in her right hand, the envelope addressed to her mother and dad in the other. She re-read the letter one more time, quoting parts of it out loud and sharing with her mother the joy of it. 
“Dear Mr. And Mrs. Bartlett,” the letter said, “Just a few words to let you know that I’m fine. I’m sorry I haven’t had more time to write, especially since I finished college two years ago. 
“I have been in a Federal Program for those two years. The program was an intensive teaching program. This past year I was in a team teaching situation . . . This June 10 I will officially graduate with secondary and elementary teaching credentials and a Master’s degree in Education . . . 
“The main reason behind this letter is to thank you all for your help. Your inspiration and confidence has pushed me forward all these years. Without your guidance I don’t think I could have gotten this far. It’s hard to find the right words, but I want to thank you from my heart. . . Love, Becky” 
Looking up, Sharon saw her dad standing in the doorway. She heard him clear his throat, and looking at her mother she knew mom couldn’t speak. 
“That’s the best any member of the family has done so far, isn’t it?” Sharon asked of no one in particular. 
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Guide - 1/7/71
Quiet, cold night air flowed around Janie as she stepped out onto the bricked courtyard floor. She pulled her sweater tighter around herself and leaned against one of the veranda pillars. 
I guess the stars are the same here at the mission station as they are at school, she thought...Wonder what Marsha and Lorna and Mary Ellen are doing tonight?...probably having a ball some place! Wonder what Margie and I can do this vacation to have fun? An older sister isn’t the same as the gang at school, but maybe. . . 
Janie wandered across to a planter and sat on the edge of it. Right now her eyes couldn’t see the light from the mission house windows, for they were squeezed tight shut to hold back the tears. 
But I can’t cry, she told herself. I only just got home today! Two and a half months–ten whole weeks of winter vacation–to go before I see the kids again. How can I stand it? 
“Janie?” Light streamed across to her through the front door as dad opened it, and she could sense him straining his eyes into the night to see her. She looked at him and made herself smile as he closed the door and walked to where she sat. After all the years daddy still loves this India, she thought. I wonder how he likes this new assignment of his? Does he feel strange here? 
“Come on, honey, let’s walk down by the gate.” Dad took Janie’s hand and tucked it through his arm to pull her to her feet. Walking, they talked. Stories of boarding school poured from Janie. 
“Wish you could’ve been there when Mary Ellen and I were baptized!” Janie squeezed her dad’s arm. “The very next Sabbath we were so glad to take part in the ‘Isharabani (Lord’s Supper) Service!’ We washed each other’s feet and sat together for the wine and the bread of communion . . I felt so close to Mary Ellen and the Lord that day.” 
“I’m glad the whole experience was special for you,” Dad’s voice broke into Janie’s chatter. “We wanted very much to be at your baptism–I would have liked to baptize you myself. But a missionary accepts these things.” 
“I know that, daddy. Pastor and Mrs. Stevens sang the song, ‘Living He loved me, dying He saved me.’ and then he baptized me. Mary Ellen was baptized at the same time by Pastor Barnes. We walked up out of the water together. I’ll never forget it.” For a moment Janie could feel again the water dripping down from her wet hair and off the edge of her baptismal robe. She looked up sideways at her dad’s face. She couldn’t see his expression in the starlight this far from the house. Did he remember how it felt to be newly baptized? Could he remember it from so long ago when he had been a boy? 
Janie realized that dad had spoken, and now she listened carefully . . . 
“You know, dear, there are many things ahead of a Christian once they openly vow to belong to God. We are going to have the Communion Service this Sabbath and it will be your second time to take part. You’ll have a couple of days to think about it and I know you will enjoy it. The Indian church members are friendly, even though you haven’t had a chance to know them.” 
“Oh.” Janie spoke softly, thinking about washing the feet of someone she scarcely knew, someone whose feet had walked different ways than hers all this time. Maybe the feet of a complete stranger–horrors! “But Margie will be there,” she said, “I can take part with her, can’t I?” 
“Of course!” Dad paused at the gate and turned Janie and himself around to head back to the house. “But Christian brotherhood and sisterhood goes far beyond immediate family.” 
At the house Janie and dad came in quietly and for the rest of the evening and through family worship Janie thought no more about their talk. She remembered it briefly as she slipped off to sleep, but the knowledge that Margie could wash her feet and she could wash Margie’s–well, that’s a good deal, she told herself. I’ll be scared silly if I have to do it for somebody else. 
Thursday and Friday the two girls cleaned the mission house while mother taught her classes at the little school in the neighborhood. Once Janie paused to look out at the gardener at work in the orange orchard. She thought about the other Indian people around. Dad and mother love them very much, she told herself. I used to know our gardener so well before we moved here, she remembered. And the cook . . . before we went away to the boarding school he used to let us help with the cooking. Umm! That egg curry he showed us how to make–I’ll have to see if I can get permission to make it here. Maybe this cook won’t want us butting in. Janie moved the dustcloth back and forth on the table beside the window, her thoughts the thoughts of girlhood. 
On Friday afternoon Margie checked their Sabbath clothes to be sure everything hung ready in the almira (closet). “I hope mother and dad will let us try to make some of our own clothes this vacation,” Janie heard her say. “I saw some patterns mother brought from the States–they are in one of her sewing-dresser drawers.” 
“Maybe we can pick out some of the yardage ourselves. I can’t sew very well yet, but you can help me–hey, it’ll be fun!” Janie came to the bedroom door, caught up in the idea of something to do to make the long weeks go by. Then she remembered something she wanted to ask her sister. “Margie, dad says we are going to have the Lord’s Supper service tomorrow. Would you, uh, maybe we you can take part with me, huh?” She waited, watching her older sister anxiously. 
“Sure! Any time, Janie. You are a bit new at it, aren’t you?” Margie’s confident smile reassured Janie, and thus it seemed settled. 
Sabbath morning Janie stretched–ooh, how good it felt to un-kink from the night’s sleep–and turned over in the double bed. Margie still slept beside her, one fist double up against her cheek. Folding her side of the bedding back carefully, Janie slipped out of bed, trying not to wake her sister. Then Margie stirred, murmured something, and Janie took a second look at her. Oh-oh! She thought to herself, I wonder why Margie’s face is so red. She hurried through the house to her parent’s bedroom. He quick knock brought immediate answer. 
“Come in!” Mother stood beside the neatly-made bed, already almost dressed for the day. Dad was nowhere to be seen. “How are you this morning, Janie?” mother asked, as she pinned a small brooch at the neck of her Sabbath dress. 
“I’m fine, mother, but Margie looks funny. She’s still asleep and I thought I should tell you. Her face is all red.” 
“I’d better take a look.” Mother pushed the top drawer of the dresser closed and automatically tidied the comb and brush on the dresser scarf. Janie followed her to the girl’s room. 
Margie had turned in the bed and one arm had pushed the covers off as though she felt too warm. Janie looked on anxiously as mother felt of her sister’s forehead. She watched Margie’s eyes open and shut, then saw wakefulness come into the brown eyes. 
“OOH!” Margie muttered, “my head is splitting! What’s happened?” 
“Looks like you’ve picked up some kind of ‘bug,’” mother answered. “You’d better stay in bed today. Janie, you get the thermometer out of my top left dresser drawer and we’ll see what we can find out. Is your throat sore?” 
Janie ran after the thermometer and wondered about Marge. On the way she met dad coming in from his study. He followed her and looked down Margie’s throat. 
“It’s red, all right,” he said. Both he and mother insisted that bed had to be the place for girl with fever and a sore throat. Margie didn’t argue. By now Janie knew she’d have to dress quickly in order to be in time for breakfast, so she hurried into her clothes. 
Since the cook always had Sabbath off Janie helped her mother clear the table and do up the dishes. In the hurry it wasn’t till she started to take off her apron that she realized her problem. Margie is sick! Margie can’t go to church today. What will I do abut the feet-washing at the Lord’s Supper? What will I do. . . 
Janie’s family training kept her from trying to ditch out on Sabbath School or church service. In her family it simply wasn’t done. But her feet dragged. She slipped out after Sabbath School and checked on Margie–but Margie’s eyelids lay shut and her fast breathing told Janie there wouldn’t be a chance, not a chance–she’d have to go ahead and go to church. Without Margie. 
“Janie?” Margie opened her eyes. “I’m sorry about . . . the . . . feet washing–guess I can’t make it this time . . .” 
“That’s okay, Sis,” Janie hurried to reassure her. “You just get well now.” She paused long enough to pray a little prayer and then she knew she couldn’t wait any longer. 
From the little porch of the chapel Janie looked through the window and saw people sitting quietly. The women occupied their side of the room, sitting on the matting, a few with children on their laps. The men meditated, some reading their Urdu Bibles to pass the time between services. I wish I knew some of them, Janie thought. They look like good people, and I know they love God or they wouldn’t be here . . . But I don’t know them. She turned and looked down the row of sandals and shoes on the veranda. She thought about each person–how they reverently removed their shoes and placed them side by side before entering the little sanctuary. . . . I can’t do it, but I have to. I have to go in right now! It’s almost time for the first hymn. What will I do . . . 
Janie knelt to unbuckle her shoes, and as she put them at the end of the row she heard a slight cough behind her. Looking out across the brick flooring of the courtyard, she saw a woman approach. The Indian woman squinted against the sun which shone over the roof of the chapel. She raised one hand and shaded her eyes to read the sign on one of the pillars. Janie knew the sign told of the service being held. 
After a moment’s hesitation the Indian woman stepped up onto the porch, then she saw Janie. She arranged her chadder (head scarf) carefully around her head and smiled timidly. 
Suddenly Janie knew this woman had to be a stranger. She made her own smile show encouragement, and as she took the arm of the woman she waited momentarily for her to shuffle off her sandals and leave them in the row. Then she realized . . . 
She’s poor and doesn’t have any shoes, Janie told herself. She looked down at the brown, horny feet on the veranda floor, feet that had probably never worn shoes or sandals. Come in, my friend, come in to my church, she voiced the thought to herself in silence. 
Janie led the Indian woman to a place among the women toward the back of the church. Glancing back at her mother who sat on the bench supplied for the missionary’s family, Janie saw her mother’s encouraging look. The girl sat on the matting with the guest. 
Through the singing and the opening exercises Janie followed the order of the service. She held the hymnbook out to the woman beside her, singing the Urdu words of praise to God. When dad stood to preach the short sermon which always preceded the Lord’s Supper Service, she turned in her English Bible to the verses he read. 
I think I know how Jesus felt, she thought. His disciples’ feet were dusty, and maybe they had sandals. But He loved them. She stole a sideways glance at the woman beside her. I think she knows this service, for she follows it so easily. 
Janie saw the Indian woman follow the other women into the room designated for the ladies to wash their feet.. She was vaguely aware of the men going into the other Sabbath School room. The old familiar routine that she had watched since she had been a tiny girl unfolded. Now I’m a part of this . . . now I really am. 
The girl took a basin of water and a towel from one of the deaconesses,. Over her shoulder she had held the eyes of the guest. Now she knelt before the woman and into her young hands she took one foot and then the other. The bit of water didn’t wash away the dust and grime of the long walking, nor could it erase the callouses of miles of dirt country roads. Janie knew it couldn’t do that, and she thought about it while she dried carefully the feet of this stranger-woman. 
“Meherbani (thank you)!” The woman gently laid one hand on Janie’s arm and took from her the damp towel. Janie watched her get to her feet, pick up the basin to go and get fresh water and towel. And Janie knew that she’d love to have this person wash her own feet. 
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U.F.D.C. Doll News - January 1971
My doorbell rang. When I opened the door it framed my young friend, Gracie. Just behind her stood her usual shadow, small blonde Jeanie, 
“Come in, girls–want to see my dolls again?” 
Neither one moved toward me, but Gracie pulled a hand from behind her. She held up a “thing,’ and looking more closely I could make out that it had once been a teddy bear. Lacking eyes, the bear seemed woefully tragic, and Gracie’s face echoed the feeling to me. 
“Can you fix him?” Gracie didn’t say he couldn’t see any more, nor did she talk about the stuffing that oozed out of at least half a dozen places. From the great age of twelve she couldn’t say these things, but her eyes told me that this bear was beloved from way back. 
I took the teddy bear in my hands and motioned the girls inside the house. Jeanie’s big blue eyes mimicked Gracie’s anxiety as they stood and waited for my verdict. 
“Whose is he?” I stalled, turning the small bear over to see the condition of his backside. 
“Mine . . .” Gracie looked at the rug and dug one toe shyly into the green pile of my carpet. “I used to sleep with him. Guess I loved him too hard when I was little!” Defiance rang in her voice and once more I felt that she still loved the funny square little bear. 
“He shows the kind of love most children give to their toys, Gracie.” I seated the girls and went on talking. “I’m sure he can do with some mending, and I’ll find him a pair of eyes. Can you trust me?” 
Gracie’s eyes caressed her bear and one hand reached to touch him–but she left him in my hands. “I’ll leave him, but will it be long? I thought my mom had thrown him away, and today I found him way back in a closet. . .” She paused a moment, then said, “He used to have overalls, but I guess they wore out.” 
“You can get him tomorrow afternoon.” The two little girls rose to go, the smaller one following Gracie’s steps around the corner of my house. At the last minute, Gracie looked back and gave me an anxious smile, then both disappeared from view. I looked down at the teddy bear in my hands and shook my head. 
After the family had gone to bed that night I slipped to my workroom. Teddy sat on the work table with his head slid to one side in a dejected slant. Reaching for brown thread, I filled my needle. . . An hour later, the holes mended, I sorted through my grandmother’s button box. Joy of joys, I found two old shoe buttons! When they looked out from Teddy’s face, I found myself talking to him. 
“There, young fellow, those are old enough to give you a look of wisdom!” I tied a gold-colored satin ribbon around his neck and held him out to see what more could be done. “No, that ribbon isn’t right.” From the bottom drawer I pulled out an overall pattern that had been used once before. It’s paper-sack pieces showed an outline too big for Teddy, but I quickly reduced it. When I stood to go to bed, Teddy looked steadily at me from his shoe-button eyes, and his little denim overalls boasted a pocket with a wee red hanky! 
The next afternoon I knew who had rung the doorbell. It’s anxious double ring sang “hurry!” through my house. Gracie, poised with bubbling excitement, stood on the doorstep. Jeanie peered around her skirt, a shy grin on her freckled face. 
“Come on in,” I stepped back, and the girls followed me. Gracie’s eyes went quickly around the room and they said, “You didn’t change him, did you? Is he still my Teddy bear?” 
Then she saw him. Her steps slowed and she looked. . .and looked. Then she smiled. Gracie picked up the small brown bear off the couch and looked into his shoe-button yeys. 
“Those buttons are older than I am,” I said, to break the silence. “They came out of my grandmother’s button-box.” But I think Gracie didn’t hear me. She hugged Teddy gently to her. 
“Thank you!” she said softly, “He feels just like he always did!” 
In a moment they were gone, Gracie, Jeanie the shadow–and the little Teddy Bear. I saw them going around the corner of the house. Teddy’s left ear showed over Gracie’s shoulder, and Jeanie looked back. There was a flash of the freckled grin and a flip of her hand as she waved to me. 
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Guide -January 20, 1971 - May 17, 1978
As Janie swung her way across the suspension bridge, she thought about Pat. She balanced her school-books on her left arm while she made the bridge sway gently to and fro. And she smiled as she remembered what her dad had said to her on board ship to the United States from India: “ I want you to choose your friends carefully when we return to the States. You have been taught what is right and wrong, but friends can be a strong influence. Of course, we can be too.” Janie thought of how earnest Dad had seemed, and she had promised to be very careful. 
I did choose carefully, she told herself now. Pat Stacey dresses neatly, she plays the piano well, and her home is a good Christian home. And we have so much fun together! 
Leaving the bridge, Janie hurried down Creek Street toward the old two-story apartment house where Pat lived with her grandparents. Pat is exactly the kind of best friend I had dreamed of way out there on our mission station, Janie thought. She came to a stop in front of a white fence and looked at the upstairs windows. 
“Hi!” Pat called down. “I’m all ready!” 
Seconds later, the blond-haired Pat and raven-topped Janie headed down the sidewalk toward the little church school. 
“Mother sent me a package.” Pat sounded glum. “But Grandma won’t let me wear the perfectly gorgeous dresses that were in it.” 
“She won’t? How come?” 
“She says they’re too short! I know my mom spent a mint of money on them–and they are simply out of this world!” Pat spoke with a bitterness that Janie had never heard in her voice before. “Grandma says she’s going to figure out some way to make them longer–I know they’ll simply be ruined!” 
“I like the way you wear your dresses, Pat.” Janie looked down to see again that the length of her dress and that of Pat’s matched pretty well. “My mom says this is a good length.” 
“Then your mom must be as stuffy as Grandma, that’s all I have to say!” 
Janie looked in surprise at her friend’s tight lips and angry face, but said nothing more as they turned in at the school. Way down in Janie’s heart a tiny sinking sensation came, but she forgot it in the hustle of the classroom. After school Pat seemed herself again, and neither girl mentioned the new dresses. 
At Pat’s home, Janie called her mother to see whether she could stay for an hour to work on an arithmetic assignment with Pat. One thing, Janie thought, no one can say Pat doesn’t study! The blond head and the black one bent and worked for the hour, then Pat walked Janie down to the swinging bridge. 
The fall days of school went by one by one. Pat and Janie grew to be closer friends than ever. Janie sang soprano and Pat a good alto. Soon they were singing duets for some of the services at church. 
“Let’s practice that new song for MV meeting at my house this afternoon,” Pat said as school let out one day. 
“Okay, I’ll call my mom.” 
The telephone call made, the two girls sat together on the piano bench. Pat played the piece through a couple times, and Janie hummed the melody. They worked the parts out carefully, matching volume and timing. This is so much fun, Janie told herself. Daddy would say for sure I’ve done a good job in choosing Pat. 
“Hey, quit dreaming!” Pat poked her with an elbow and laughed. “I asked you here since Grandma isn’t home. How about my playing some real music for you!” 
“Yes–fine!” Janie answered, and settled down to listen. But the next minute she felt as though a piece of her world had fallen in. She looked at Pat’s animated face and watched her quick-moving hands as she ran through piece after piece of music–music Janie had heard only through other people’s open windows and through the doors of bars downtown. 
Janie recognized the tiny sinking sensation inside herself this time. She glanced at the clock and stood to get her books together. What can I say? She asked herself. What can I say when Pat asked how I like it? 
“How do you like that? Isn’t that a whole lot better than the dumb stuff we practice?” Pat swung around toward Janie and then straightened with surprise. “Are you going? You mom would let you stay longer!” 
“I think I’d better go, though.” Janie squirmed within as she avoided answering Pat’s first question. “You know we have a theme to turn in tomorrow. Sometimes Mrs. Baker gives us assignments that are awful!” 
Janie walked straight across the bridge this day. She kept wishing that she’d had the courage to tell Pat that she didn’t like the that kind of music. She wanted so to help Pat. But no, she thought, Pat would have looked at me the way she did the day her mom sent her those dresses. Miserable and tense, Janie went to her room at home and tried to study. Somehow the theme she turned out on the dress of Indian people sounded bad to her, and she hadn’t the heart to make it better. She kept hearing snatches of things Pat had said, and seeing that angry look when Pat had complained about the dresses. 
For several weeks Pat seemed to fit into the Christian pattern of the church school. Janie’s worries let up. Many afternoons the two girls studied at Pat’s apartment with Grandma’s cheerful humming in the background. 
At times Janie noticed how easy it was to whisper in meetings when she sat with Pat. When she thought about it, she would sit back decidedly and shake her head a tiny bit to show she wouldn’t talk any more. If Pat does things we shouldn’t do, she thought, maybe I can help her not to. But the two girls were almost constantly together and some actions of Pat’s didn’t seem so out of place to Janie anymore. She guessed they were just a part of Pat. 
“Hey! Grandma’s not home!” Pat exclaimed. Pat and Janie walked into the apartment one Wednesday afternoon. Janie could feel the emptiness of the rooms, and she listened while Pat read aloud a note on the kitchen table: “Dear Pat, I’ll be back by four o’clock. If Janie and you want to study together, go right ahead. Grandma .” 
“Wow! Good deal!” Pat waved the note. “Go on–call your mom.” 
A bit uncertain from the tone in Pat’s voice, Janie dialed her home number. The two girls did their arithmetic assignment, then Pat slammed the book shut. 
“There, now I can show you something!” She stood and took off her shoes, then looked out the window. Janie felt sure Pat was checking to see whether Grandma might be coming home early. 
Pat began to sing a popular song and danced blithely to her own music. “There!” she said. “Now you try it. That’s the one I’ve decided to start you on! You have a natural build for dancing–go on, try it!” 
“I can’t.” Janie’s voice sounded dull and flat, even to herself. 
“Of course you can’t now!” Pat took her hand to pull her up. “That’s why I’m going to teach you! When I lived with my mom–before the court took me from my mom and sent me here–wow! You won’t believe the dances I learned!” 
But Janie pulled her hand away from Pat. “No, Pat, I’m sorry I can’t do what you want. I don’t dance because I’ve decided not to. It doesn’t fit in with my idea of being one of Christ’s children.” Janie piled her books together in a quick heap in her arms. “I--I guess I’d better go now.” 
All the way home Janie thought to herself, And I thought I could influence Pat. “Dear Lord” she prayed. “Tell me what to do next.” 
Once again, things settled down into the routine of school and study. Pat didn’t mention music, dancing, or dress. She seemed to avoid them, and Janie wanted to feel that her blonde friend might be changing. Every night she prayed hard for Pat. Janie knew now that Pat had never known her own father, and had no brothers and sisters. 
The girl from the mission field thought of her own close-knit family and its Christian atmosphere, and the tears wanted to come as she remembered things Pat had told her of the one-room apartment where she had lived with her mother above a bar. Janie wondered what her own life would be like if her mother worked in a bar till late every night. 
One week an interesting guest speaker was to be in charge at prayer meeting. 
“Janie, why don’t you and Pat study hard this afternoon so you can be free for the evening” Then you can walk down to prayer meeting. You’d like to hear Elder Martin speak, I know.” Her dad waited for her answer. 
“Yes, I think I might,” Janie said. “Mom, May Pat come here to supper?” 
“Of course, dear.” Her mother smiled approval. 
But Pat’s reaction to Janie’s proposal–that was something else! “Prayer meeting! Not on your life! I have to go to church and to Sabbath school and to MV meeting in Friday night! But no one makes me go to prayer meeting–that’s too much! I will not!” 
“Pat, please go with me. I really want to hear Elder Martin, and I want you to have supper with us, too. Come on, won’t you do it for me?” Janie made her voice as coaxing as possible. 
“We-ell, Okay I guess I could do it this once. But we’d better study. I’m not going to get behind on my assignments just for an old prayer meeting.” 
So the girls studied, ate supper, and headed for prayer meeting. The spring evening air felt good around them, and they stayed a few minutes on the suspension bridge. The crisp air blew up from the creek below as they leaned on the cable to look down into the shadowy depths. 
“I’ll always remember the times we’ve come across here together,” Janie told Pat, as they swayed with the action of the old bridge. 
“I will too, but if we’re going to prayer meeting, let’s go.” An undercurrent of disgust sounded in Pat’s voice, but Janie decided to ignore it. 
“How about some gum?” Pat asked, knowing Janie’s weakness for it. 
“Thanks! But remind me to get rid of it before we go into the meeting.” Janie popped the stick of spearmint into her mouth. “My dad’ll be on the platform, and he’s very much against chewing gum in church. He says it’s disrespectful to God. It distracts other people, too.” 
“Of all the—oh, never mind!” Pat said no more till they got almost to the churchyard and could see people going in by two’s ad three’s. Then she spoke again. “Janie, don’t waste your gum. Tuck it between your gum and your cheek. I do it all the time.” 
I’ve turned Pat down on so many things, Janie thought. I’ll try her way this once. It’s such a little thing, really. So, carefully the girls tucked away their wads of gum. The beginning of the service found them sitting quietly together, third row from the back. But Janie found it a bit hard to sing with gum in her mouth , so she ended up humming. Once she caught her dad looking at her from his seat on the platform, and she supposed he was wondering why she wasn’t singing! 
Elder Martin’s sermon seems to be interesting Pat, Janie thought. She watched her friend out of the corner of her eye and saw her smile and lean forward a bit a couple of times. Good! Maybe he can help reach her. He was telling an exciting story to illustrate his sermon. 
Then it happened. Janie heard a tiny snap, one she understood very well. The snap of Dad’s fingers. She could remember that snap from the front platform–on rare occasions–since she was very small, even when Daddy, the missionary minister, had been preaching. And it seemed that he had always directed it at her! 
Now I’ve done it, she told herself. I’ll bet I’ve been chewing like an old cow. Leave it to me to get so interested that I forget that crazy old gum. “Our family simply does not disgrace the house of God by chewing gum during a service,” I’ll probably hear Dad say when I get home. So Janie did the only thing to be done at such a time. She swallowed the gum. It felt terrible going down; it was like a hard stone. She must have made some kind of noise, for Pat poked her, then looked at her questioningly. 
Janie lifted her shoulders and let them drop to show a “Never mind,” and Pat turned back to the speaker. 
Dad said what Janie expected him to say that night. She knew that to her dying day she could never comfortably chew gum during a service again! Pat only laughed when she heard about it. “Such a silly thing to get upset about,” she said. 
But Janie saw Pat get upset about many things. The list of items–long dresses, church music, reverence–seemed to have no end. Janie kept praying for her friend, the friend she’d been so thrilled to find. I wonder what will happen to her when we go back to India? She asked herself. Pat, my best friend, I really care what happens to you. . . 
Two or three times during the next few years Janie managed to get answers to long letters she sent Pat from the mission station. Pat’s letters told brief news of herself at her grandmother’s and at school. Then one letter said: 
There’s a guy here who wants to marry me, but I hate the idea of cooking and cleaning all the time for some character. . . 
Janie read the letter, and the old sinking in her heart came back 
Then one summer Janie found herself helping can fruit and keep house in America. She had returned from India to attend boarding academy. A fresh summer morning found her standing for a moment at a front window. 
Janie brushed back the hair from her forehead and peered out at an old car that had turned into the driveway. She could hear the driver shift down to a lower gear to make the slope. Then the car, with its rusted body and dented fenders, stopped short. Janie opened the front door. A blonde-haired girl got out of the car and looked at Janie, who simply forgot her manners and stared back. 
“Janie?” The question came hesitantly. 
“Ye-es?” Could it be Pat? Could it really be she? “Pat Stacey? Of course you’re Pat! Come on in! How’d you ever find me?” Janie led the way into the cool living room. 
Pat stood still a moment and took in the comfortable room. It gave Janie time to notice Pat’s too-fancy dress, a bit soiled in spots, and the runs in her nylons. Her hair was straggly and showed signs of repeated bleachings. 
“Sit over here, Pat. You look tired.” Janie gently urged Pat toward a chair. 
“Thanks. I am beat. It’s a long drive from where I live. Your grandma wrote mine that you had come back from India. I just had to see you. We used to have such fun, didn’t we? Remember the school? The duets we sang? The swinging bridge between your house and mine?” The words tumbled out, with not a mention of the questionable things that used to seem so important to Pat. “Are you going to stay here? Are you going to high school here in town?” 
“No, Pat. In September I’ll head for one of our Adventist boarding schools to finish up my academy work. What are you doing now” Janie felt tears close to the surface when she saw the yearning look in Pat’s eyes. 
“Well, I keep house for Jim and take care of Peppy, the baby. Peppy isn’t his real name, of course–it’s Jeffrey. Bur he’s so full of life we’ve always called him Peppy!” As she talked about the baby, Pat’s eyes lighted up for the first time, then dulled again as she went on. “Seems like I’ve been married forever.” 
“It must be wonderful to have a baby of your very own to love,” Janie spoke softly. 
“Yeah. That’s fine, and he’s a darling. But there are other things not so good.” A loyalty to her husband took over, and not another word came from Pat about herself. For the rest of the visit she spoke only of the times the two girls had enjoyed together, of her grandmother and other safe subjects. As Pat rose to leave, Janie put her arm around her old friend. 
Come again, and next time bring Jim and Peppy. I’ll be here at Grandma’s during vacations.” 
“I’d love to. I didn’t know whether I could manage the old car and the baby too, so I left him with Mom. But I don’t think Jim’ll come.” Now the tears in Pat’s eye showed plainly as they stood and looked at each other. 
The dilapidated car jerked to a start as Pat turned on the ignition key. She gave one last wave and disappeared around the curve of the road. She never came back. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802640]MOUSETRAPS INC.
Guide - November 3, 1971
Willie and Todd Martin rushed in through grandma’s living room into the hall and headed for her kitchen. Willie, slightly ahead, halted in the doorway with such abruptness that his younger brother Todd ran into him from behind. Willie held out one hand to keep from going into the room and both boys stood still and looked at grandma–whatever thing of great importance they had planned to tell her completely forgotten. Grandma’s stiff back pulled her erect, and from her right hand dangled a mousetrap complete with a small dead mouse. As she turned toward the boys Willie could see the emotion on her face. 
“Another one!” She burst out, her eyes snapping with disgust and downright indignation. “How many of these things am I supposed to put up with?” Grandma held the trap way out in front of her and looked at it. The boys still hadn’t said a word. 
“Here, Willie,” grandma gave the trap and its occupant to her older grandson. “Take this out and dump it in the trash can. I wish my home didn’t have to be next to a seed and feed store. The mice it attracts are overrunning my yard and house! Do get that thing out of here, boys!” “Yes, ma’am.” Willie said as he took the mousetrap. Tod fell in step behind him. The two boys soon stood beside the trash can and Todd asked a question. 
“Willie, why can’t we trap the mice for grandma? She sure hates doing it–and mom said we ought to help her whenever we can.” 
“We-ell, I suppose so. But you’re pretty little to set a mousetrap, Todd. You’d catch a finger in it and that hurts!” 
“Here, I’ll show you, Willie. Let me have the trap a minute. I saw grandma do it last week!” Todd grabbed the trap. 
Willie shortly had to admit that Todd could do it. The trap sat before them on the concrete surface of grandma’s back porch, the trigger in place exactly as it should be. Both boys squatted down in the afternoon sunshine and took turns setting and tripping it with a stick. After a while Willie sat back and just watched Todd practice some more. 
“Know what, Todd?” he asked, “we could take part of our allowance and buy more traps and set them all around here. We could fix it so grandma wouldn’t ever have to catch the mice herself. She sure hates it!” He chuckled to himself as he remembered the look on her face. 
“Yeah!” Todd tripped the trap for the umpteenth time. He stood and laid the stick beside it on the cement. “Let’s hurry and get our money and buy those mousetraps before the dime store closes.” 
At home Willie found his money right away. He always kept it in a large matchbox neatly tucked under things in his top drawer. He waited a bit impatiently while Todd gathered his, for the stopper had come out of the piggy bank where the younger boy stored his money. 
“Come on!” Willie urged as Todd scooped the coins into his jeans pocket. 
A half-hour later found the two boys with six new traps. They marched on grandma’s house with earnest purpose. Grandma let them in and when they had proved to her that they both knew “all about setting traps,” she showed them the most frequent spots where she saw or heard mice. Willie thought he saw the ends of a grin around grandma’s mouth. 
We’ll show her we can do this–and she’ll be glad we can! 
The next few weeks Willie and Tod caught and disposed of many mice. Grandma’s pride in her two grandsons showed when she met her neighbors. 
“You ought to see those two boys!” Willie heard her tell Mrs. Peterson, the frail little widow who lived across the street. “I hardly get a chance to hear a mouse anymore! Even Todd can set a trap and not hurt himself..” 
Mrs. Peterson didn’t forget what she’d heard. One day she waylaid the boys. 
“Willie and Tod, could you ‘mousetrap’ my house, too?” she asked., her faded blue eyes anxious. The boys’ puzzled looks at each other made her continue. “I’d be glad to pay you five cents for each mouse. I can’t set the traps anymore because my fingers are so bent with arthritis. And I live near that feed store, too.” 
And that started “Mousetraps, Inc.” Soon other folk in the neighborhood requested mousetrap service. Willie bought a small notebook to keep track of customers, and each new one was presented with a neatly hand-printed card with the boys’ names and their telephone number. 
The service developed by Mousetraps, Inc., included: 
1. Regular rounds by either Willie or Tod to check traps they had left. 
2. Traps were “sterilized” by being dropped into boiling water after each use. (This was Todd’s idea and Willie was glad his brother liked to take care of fishing the traps out with a bent wire–Willie would much rather write the customer’s name in the book and keep track of the money they took in.) 
3. Immediate service calls would be made–after checking with their parents about each night call–when a customer discovered a mouse in a trap. 
4. The boys guaranteed the use of fresh, mild-smelling cheese for bait! 
When grandma discovered that the boys were being paid by the neighbors she offered to pay them too. 
“Of course not, Grandma! We do yours because we love you,” Todd assured her. 
“And anyhow, Grandma,” Willie said, “you gave us the idea.!” 
In Willie and Todd’s home garage quite a little shop developed. Their dad helped them put up a work shelf, and mom turned over one of her old kettles to the boys. 
“You can heat the water to boiling on my stove,” she told them, “but then you should carry it very carefully out here. Clean the kettle thoroughly with this disinfectant each time before you put it away on this nail up here.” 
Willie’s little notebook soon showed a credit balance, and the boys earned new baseball mitts for that fall. The future of Mousetraps, Inc., looked excellent. 
Then the blow fell. 
“Todd, Todd! Where are you?” Willie slid to a stop in grandma’s back yard. “Todd!” 
“I’m over here, Willie!” Todd’s brown eyes showed over the fence between grandma’s yard and Mrs. Mason’s back garden. “I’m almost through here–what’s the matter?” 
“I just found out something awful! We’re going to move!” Willie stood and tried to think of something else to say, but nothing seemed appropriate. 
Todd grabbed up his bag of mousetraps and came through the garden gate. He closed it carefully from habit, to keep Mrs. Mason’s very old and fat dog from coming through after him. Willie plunked himself down on the back step and Todd sat glumly beside him. 
“Where are we moving to?” Tod asked. 
“To a college,” Willie answered, his head low. “I heard mom talking to someone about it on the phone. I think they’re going to tell us tonight.” 
“Why are we going to a college? We’re just in grade school!” Todd’s right toe played with the paper sack and it fell over, spilling the mousetraps. 
“Not for us, silly! Dad wants to go back to college first and then to a medical school where he’ll learn to be a doctor.” 
“Oh,” Todd said, “Then dad would be ‘Dr. Martin,’ huh?” 
“Yeah, but it’ll be a long time–years till he gets to be a doctor.” Willie felt his eyes fill with tears, but he brushed them away for he knew he was too old to cry. “You know what’s the worst part, though, Todd? We’re going to be hundreds of miles from grandma!” 
“Hundreds of miles?” Todd turned and Willie felt those brown eyes on him again. “Willie! What about Mousetraps, Inc.? What about it? What about grandma’s trouble with mice?” 
“I already thought about that. I don’t know what she’ll do.” 
“Can I help, boys?” Grandma’s voice startled both of them. They moved aside so she could get out of the screen door and then both talked to her at once. When they saw she couldn’t follow their excited voices, they slowed down and took turns passing on the bad news. Grandma went slowly over to th lawn chair and sat down, and Willie saw the sadness on her face. 
“I know, Willie and Todd. Your folks talked with me about this a while back. Since your grandpa died it has been wonderful having you so near. But I told your daddy that I’m well and strong and that he should do this if he really feels it’s right.” 
“But grandma, your mousetraps! Who’ll set them and keep them clean?” Todd asked. Willie could see his little chin wobble and guessed that he was trying not to cry. 
“Come here, dear.” Grandma put an arm around her younger grandson and talked to them both. “I’ve appreciated what you boys have done very much. All of us around here have been thankful for your faithfulness. But I can and will catch the mice myself if I have to! Things like that work out, you know.” 
So the boys notified their customers of the time when they would have to close Mousetraps, Inc. In the garage “Mousetrap Shop” they took inventory, counted the traps and checked the amount in Willie’s book. 
“Do you know Mr. And Mrs. Brent down the street on the corner?” Tod asked as he stacked one mousetrap on top of two others. 
“Yeah, what about them?” Willie asked. 
“Well, I heard Mrs. Brent telling Mrs. Peterson that they don’t need to have anyone trap their mice. Know why?” 
“Why, Todd?” 
“Because they have a cat that’s a good mouser, that’s why.” Todd turned and his new idea spilled out. “Couldn’t we get grandma a cat? Then she wouldn’t have to trap her own mice!” 
“Sure! And maybe she wouldn’t be so lonesome, either, when we’re gone!” Willie slapped the account book shut. “Where can we get a cat, I wonder? A kitten wouldn’t catch mice for a long time.” 
“When Marshall Andrews’ mother wanted to get him a dog, she looked in the telephone book under ‘Pets.’ He told me so at school,” Todd said. 
“Right! Let’s look in the telephone book–and we can check in the newspaper ads, too.” The boys hurried into the house and soon had the name of an impressive-sounding cattery. 
“‘We raise the finest Persian and Siamese cats,’” the ad read. Willie and Todd looked at each other. 
“How much money do we have?” Todd asked. 
“Not too much–and a cat has to have shots to keep it from getting distemper and rabies. I read that in a book somewhere and we shouldn’t give grandma a cat that will cost her a lot of money right away.” 
When the boys had called a veterinarian and found what the shots would cost they shared their dismay. There would be four dollars and fifty-three cents left to get a cat.! 
“Persians and Siamese cats sure sound like they would cost a lot of money, but we could go there and ask, anyhow!” Willie thought aloud and Todd nodded. 
With their parents’ permission to go for a walk the boys set out to go to the cat-raiser’s house about a half mile away. They had both felt they didn’t want to tell anyone their actual plan till they found out if they had enough money. And Tod and Willie agreed that the whole thing must be a surprise for grandma. 
They found the address, read the small, neat sign that identified it, and walked side by side up the walk. A silver-haired but young-looking woman met them at the front door. 
“Do I have cats for sale? Yes, from kittens on up to grown ones. Are you boys interested in the Persian or the Siamese?” Willie could feel this beautifully dressed, polite lady appraising him and his brother and he suddenly wished he had a lot of money and that he and Todd had worn their best clothes. 
“We-ell . . . uh . . . you see . . .,” Willie stammered, hoping Todd would say something, but he guessed that there wasn’t much help coming from that brother of his. “Well, ma’am, we’re moving away and we’ve been catching mice for our grandma and now we won’t be able to do that for her . . .” Willie ran out of breath and looked at the ground. 
But the lady with the pretty gray hair suddenly had things in hand. She led the boys around the house into her back yard. Willie watched Todd’s eyes widen, and supposed he himself looked pretty startled. All around the back yard stood rows of cages with cats in them. Cats and cats and cats! On the left side the cages held fluffy cats of many different colors. On the right side of the yard were short-haired cats whose coloring deepened at the tips of their ears, feet, and tails. 
Willie and Todd stared. They watched the cats respond to the lady as she walked by their cages. She spoke gently to them, and most of the cats turned to her. Some meowed and arched their backs against the wire of their cages. 
“If all these cats would catch mice, then no mouse in the world would have a chance!” Todd burst out. 
Their hostess laughed. “Now that you’ve seen my cats I suppose we should decide what I can do for you,” she said. Just then a sleek, almost grown black cat came walking through the yard. Willie realized he must have come from under a row of the cages. “Hello there, Mister,” the lady said, picking him up. “Look, boys, this is Mister! Mister, I’d like you to meet my friends–what are your names, boys?” 
“I’m Willie Martin and this is my brother Todd.” Willie had never owned a cat, but he simply had to reach out and touch Mister’s shiny black coat. Todd saw him do it and soon the boys’ story came tumbling out while they petted the purring Mister. 
“Well, young men, I’m afraid your four dollars and fifty three cents won’t go far toward buying one of the long-haired Persians I have. Nor would it pay for one of the Siamese, for I have to worked hard at raising these to sell as show animals.” Willie knew he looked disappointed–he just couldn’t help it. When he looked sideways at Todd he saw his chin begin to wobble and he thought he’d better do something quick.! 
“I guess we’d better go, then,” he managed to say. He started to give Todd a little nudge toward the path around the side of the house, but the lady with the silvery hair spoke first. 
“Wait, Willie and Todd,” she said. “A few months ago one of my mother cats had a batch of kittens that were half Persian and half Siamese–Mister is the last of her litter. I’ve sold them for what it has cost me to feed them. I’d kind of miss this fellow, but I should let him go too–would you like him for three dollars?” she set Mister on the ground and he walked over to the boys. The cat’s questioning “Meo-ow?” settled the thing right then! 
Todd picked up Mister and held him close while Willie dug in his pocket for the right change to make three dollars. Todd’s big grin showed his happiness and Willie felt the same way as he carefully counted out the money. The lady walked with them as they went around the house to the front yard and the street. Willie saw her stroke Mister once more before they left her standing there. 
Six months later Willie opened a letter with a hundreds-of-miles-away postmark on it. Todd hung over his shoulder and together they read: 
“Dear Willie and Todd, 
“I wish you could see that cat Mister right now. He’s curled up on the desk beside me and keeps trying to bite the tip of the pen as I write. 
“When you first brought Mister here and told me he was my ‘new mousetrap’ I really wasn’t too happy about it! It has been years since I’ve owned a cat–but that isn’t much of a problem, for I think Mister owns me! He loves to follow me around the house and garden while I work. Thanks to the shots you had the veterinarian give him, my mind is at rest about his health. I wonder if any other grandmother ever had two grandsons as thoughtful as mine. Thanks so much for getting Mister for me. 
“You might like to know that the neighbors are thinking of calling him ‘Mister Mousetrap, Incorporated,’ for he seems to find time to catch most of the mice in the neighborhood. I want to thank you both, boys, for giving me Mister. 
“Love, GRANDMA.” 
Todd grinned at his brother. 
“Grandma doesn’t sound too lonesome, does she, Todd?” Willie chuckled. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802641]ANY HOUSE IS HOME
Review - February 3, 1972
Janie Meadows stood in the doorway of the tiny cabin named Avena. She kicked her heel absently on the spot where the linoleum had worn away, leaving the 71-year-old planks of the threshold exposed. But she didn’t see the planks or the worn linoleum. Her eyes were fixed steadily on a bird in the alder tree in front of the cabin. She watched him for a few minutes, and then enviously viewed his flight up the canyon. 
“Get busy, Janie,” she told herself, as she turned back into the cabin. With practiced hands she tidied the dresser top, tucking the lesson quarterly neatly under her Bible. Two sea-urchin “tests,” tinted with colors natural from the sea, made her dresser look part of the scene. I wouldn’t have known until this week that “test” is the word for a sea-urchin skeleton, she realized. Janie picked up the broom from the side door and tried once more to rid the floor of tracked-in estuary dirt and sand. “This tired old linoleum reminds me of that trailer house we lived in at Pacific Union College 25 years ago,” she mused. “It had somewhat better linoleum, but oh, the curtains!” She chuckled now at the memory of sewing bright strips of percale across them to hide the rust spots and other stains. 
While Janie washed the breakfast dishes she reminisced. So many places we’ve lived! How well I know the church school teacher’s wife can’t often choose her house! 
“Mrs. Aranda!” She said the name aloud and remembered the martinet of a landlady who had called the principal to tell him, “Jim Meadows hasn’t mowed the lawn this whole week.” Janie remembered, too, the angry flush on Jim’s cheek inside the house that day as he lay dangerously sick because of the thin walls and cracks around the house rented to them by Mrs. Aranda. Janie seemed still to hear the wind whistle through. 
“Now, Janie Meadows, if you don’t quit daydreaming you’ll never be ready to help Jim when he comes in with his specimens from the tide pools.” She hung up the dish towel and set out ingredients for bread, turning on a burner of the old range to warm four cups of water. 
As Janie went through the familiar motions she thought back to the funny black wood stove at the house up in the mountains. That old thing, she thought, taught me to appreciate “modern” items such as this butane range, even if I do have to kick the broiler door shut each time I check the contents of the oven! She wondered who had given up this chipped and battered stove, probably to install shiny built-ins in a remodeled and modern kitchen. Did they know about Avena, the cozy little cabin at the field station? 
Rustic Surroundings 
While the beds were being made and the floor mopped, Janie listened to the chatter of her seven-year-old Midge as she played up the canyon with another child. Odd how the voices of the children sound the same, she decided, whether they were those of Sharon and Paul ten years ago–or these. Whether they came from the canyon here or outside Mrs. Aranda’s house. The words coming to her blended with the sound of the wind in the alders along the creek, and intermittent bird songs helped the composition of sound, 
Suddenly her heart swelled within her at the thought of how fortunate she was to be here! “What if I were back in the medical office where I worked for those years long ago? What if I couldn’t hear those voices down the creek? What if I couldn’t be here to exult with him over his tide-pool finds and learn the funny Latin names with Midge?” she mused. 
Janie rummaged in a drawer for an eraser and tried to eradicate the drawings of some child on the walls of the tiny bedroom. As she worked she thought of the unartistic Crayola marks Midge had inflicted on the bedroom walls of their last home. She wondered whether the child who did this got spanked. How well she remembered Midge’s anger that her art had not been appreciated. 
She gave up with the eraser. Sitting on the bed, she bounced a bit, appreciating its firm springs, the result of Jim’s having gone to the supply tent to get a better set of underpinnings that had more supporting boards under the whole business. “We surely have slept better the past two nights,” she told herself.. “Maybe we should have done something desperate to the bed in that little trailer we used at youth camp two summers ago,” she mused. 
In they trailer they had to “back out to turn around!” Janie remembered looking into Midge’s little sleeping face at eye level during those weeks. Midge didn’t want to get into the high “bunk” daddy had installed for her above the bed proper of the little trailer. But once Midge had slid into her sleeping bag up there, she would cuddle down and sigh with tired content. 
“I’m glad I didn’t have to cook in that space,”Janie told herself, remembering how good it was to eat in the cafeteria all summer with the live, bubbling youth of the staff, and the boys and girls around her. Noisy? Yes. But, oh so alive! 
When Janie returned the eraser to the drawer of the rusty metal dresser she saw the pile of letters to be answered. A glance at the alarm clock told her she had an hour, one precious hour, before time to fix lunch. She chose a letter to answer, but today a letter wouldn’t come. Pen poised, she sat at the old table, using the forefinger of her left hand to trace old cut lines in the table top. Just like the ones in our brown table at home–the ones Paul made when he forgot to put layers of newspaper under his model-trimming knife when he cut balsa wood for a plane. Janie thought of the succession of houses that had sheltered the brown dining table. She traced in her mind the hundreds of times Jim had come and gone through the front doors of those houses to church schools through 19 years of teaching. 
“I’ve just settled that table in the eleventh house we’ve called home!” Janie startled herself by saying the sentence out loud. She tapped gently on one of the cut places, thinking of the week, one whole week she and Jim and Midge had used to unpack and make home of the eleventh house. Squinting her eyes a bit, she tried to see the green lawn through the front windows, the funny “corkscrew willow” beyond the lawn. And the little canyon in front of the yard, the canyon full of blackberry bushes. “When we left they were covered with berries and white flowers,” she said to herself. “And what a promise of jam and such when we go home.’” Home? Can one week in a place make it a home? 
Home Can Be Anywhere 
“Home?” The word came softly aloud. As though waking, Janie Meadows looked around the cabin called Avena. She knew that at the top of the dirt road, right where it came off the California State Highway 1, stood a neatly lettered sign. It said: “Medocino Biological Field Station.” She still felt her first gasp of astonishment when reaching the bottom of the canyon via a definitely one-way road. The little old cabins built for sawmill workers in 1900 sat one by one along the road to the end of it. Down there the quiet estuary that led to the sea held canoes and battered-looking boats for collecting specimens and for riding quietly up the lovely tree-edged river on Sabbath afternoons. The last building, newer and a harbinger of things to come at the “Station,” was affectionately called simply “the lab.” In it Janie had wandered, inspecting the rooms with Midge. They felt welcomed, as members of a student’s family, to look and watch–to learn from the myriad sea creatures in various containers. 
Midge’s voice drew near. “My mom will help us do it. Come on!” Janie heard the words, and the clock said time to fix lunch. She looked down at the clean white sheet of letter paper, picked it up, and put it back into the drawer of the old metal dresser. “What if I were still behind an office desk?” she asked herself as she turned to the door. 
With the children’s voices almost at the steps, Janie felt herself smile. “I’d rather be here,” she realized. “I’d rather be here than to spend my life in a palace!’ 
Maybe this, she thought, is the twelfth home. As she herded the children in to get out paints, brushes, and paper, she remembered Jim had said there was enough schoolwork for him to get two more summers here at the station. 
Next year, Janie decided, she’d bring material for new curtains. She aimed a practiced toe at the broiler door as it began slowly to slide open again. 
“We’ll have to be sure to ask for Avena cabin again.” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802642]Bon Voyage, Young Lady
(for Review)
Four months ago it started, I thought, and it all led to this. I gently put the phone back in place. My busy day must get going. The pencilled words of the cable message lay before me. . . 

“Mom, mom I got a letter from Julie!” I remembered Barbara’s flushed excited face as she ran up the driveway from the mailbox last August. I opened the front door to meet her. She waved her girl friend’s letter at me. 
“Julie says they need me to help teach. They need me by the first of November and I’m to fly out and I’ve got so much to do and how can I get it done?” Barbara sat down in one of our rocking chairs and I eased myself into the other one. 
“Teach?” I asked. “Teach what? Isn’t Julie in Korea?” My girl, I thought, going clear across the Pacific? Maybe we have made her stand on her own feet, but she’s always known we were available if she needed us. Didn’t student missionaries go for a whole year? 
“Here! Read the letter mom, and tell me if I’m dreaming!” I took the blue air-form from Barbara’s hand and it seemed true enough. The need for a teacher of English in a mission school, staffed evidently by volunteers, showed in every line of Julie’s enthusiastic letter. But Barbara couldn’t keep still. 
“Julie’s not in Korea any more, mother, she’s in Thailand. She served her year as a student missionary and now has been sent down to this place in South Thailand! They need more help and I want to go so much!” Barbara rocked back and forth, her violent motion and faraway look adding oddly together to let me know she was here in body only. 
I read carefully through the letter. Then I found the hitch. 
Julie said that the local mission school in Haadyai, Thailand, would supply a place for Barbara to live and a monthly salary after her arrival there. However, her plane fare must come from some other source. “But I’m really praying about this, Barbara,” Julie wrote, “for we need you desperately. . .” 
Thus came about our introduction to the services of the Adventist Volunteer Service Corps (AVSC). I sat opposite Barbara and realized that “college” could never bring that kind of shine to my girl’s face, never generate the quivering excitement she must feel at this moment. How could I ask the money question? A plane ticket to the other side of the world must cost hundreds of dollars. 
The next day our pastor sat with us in our living room. “Of course they need you,” his deep voice held conviction, “and I think our church will get behind this plane ticket business.” He outlined his idea for raising the money and we had prayer together. Even though we had just come to this place for my husband to teach, though most of the local church folks scarcely knew us–this tall man radiated confidence. The moment the pastor left, Barbara let out her childhood war-whoop! 
“I’m going, mom, I’m going! Won’t it be great to be right in the front of God’s work?” She paused a moment, her face quieting. “Now, where did I put that airform I bought last month?” I watched her go upstairs to find it, and to plan her words of acceptance. 
I wrote to my dad and my new step-mother. “Yes, dear, we’d like to help,” they answered. They proved it with a check for $100.00! Dad’s own enthusiasm came, I know, from over thirty years as a career missionary in India, and my “new mother” had even served one of her many mission terms in Bangkok, Thailand. I thought back to my own mother’s stories of how she and her brother and her parents, Elder and Mrs. Frank W. Field, had sailed for Japan right after the turn of the century–the second Seventh-day Adventist family to carry the message to that country. With our own eleven years of service in the Calexico Mission School on the Mexican border would this make Barbara a fourth generation missionary? 
But about this time a blow fell. . , I knew it didn’t hurt us nearly as much as it did the loved ones of this dedicated pastor of ours–he was rushed to the hospital and with him went our plans. The weeks and weeks of his fatal illness were accompanied by our letters to Thailand explaining why we couldn’t raise the money in a new area among people who could not know whether we rated their confidence. . . A door seemed closed, and Barbara hastily gathered together her personal things and barely got into Pacific Union College in time for the fall quarter, where a scholarship awaited her. Our own household settled back into the first semester of my husband’s teaching in his new school. 
But you cannot turn off God’s needs nor His insistence that we fulfill them. The wheels had begun to turn. We couldn’t seem to stop the machinery that had been set in motion in the General Conference. A letter to Barbara came from Elder Palmer G. Wick, director of the Seventh-day Adventist Church of Thailand. It crossed the Pacific as her letter saying “no” went that way. A letter from Julie begged Barbara to find a way and told of their prayers about the situation. 
Sick at home with the flu, I brooded by myself one Sabbath. “If this means anything to you,” I asked the Lord, “please help us to find a way.” By now I knew that a round trip ticket to Thailand costs over a thousand dollars. 
When my Bob came home from church that Sabbath he had news–some of the ladies had decided to take this on as a project. Julie’s last letter had said that if only Barbara could come right after Christmas. . . 
Never under-estimate the co-ordinated power of determined Adventist women! With the bake-sales, garage-sales and persuasive ability of these dear new friends the “Barbara Beckett Fund” began to grow. We kept her posted at college and as the quarter progressed, so grew the fund. Two other nearby churches helped, with one of the pastors acting as our gracious counselor in leu of our absent minister. Barbara prayed, her friends prayed, and we prayed. The insistence of all those prayers must have reached the throne above with an avalanche of persuasion! 
I didn’t believe the garage sale after December first would work–who’s going to poke around in other folks’ cast-off stuff with Christmas shopping in the air? But the ladies said it could be done and we did it! The garage sale habitues turned out in force and in spite of the cold, wintry day, our final total showed nearly $200. 
While Barbara studied at college, she applied for a passport and began to get her shots for smallpox, cholera and yellow fever. Julie’s letter radiated joy, and the work to earn the plane fare went on. Since time was short it had been decided to only get the money for a one-way ticket, as we could work on accumulating the other half during the year Barbara would be in Thailand. This seemed logical. 
In letters to Barbara and on the phone I told her of the way money was coming in. One little lady apologetically sent in one dollar bill. In my hands it felt as mighty as the hundred dollar check from my dad! A new member of our church pledged with her husband to give the money to be spent on her own Christmas gift. During a phone conversation I found that a lady had sold a lovely family antique teaspoon–$10 came from that! From one of the former missionaries to the Haadyai mission came $50. 
And, of course, Barbara couldn’t just go–someone had to check her out for the General Conference, to find out if this girl had the stability and ability to do the job needed. Student Missionary Committees are set up at our colleges for this purpose. So we waited for their report. A jubilant letter from Barbara told us another hurdle had been cleared, for the Student Missionary Committee had recommended her to the General Conference. “. . .As you already know, they can’t help us with money from here, for theirs is budgeted as much as a year ahead. But it will come in, I know it will. I’m really going to go!” So, just before the quarter’s final exams we had the amount needed–we thought. 
Faith, however, grows through many mediums. One of these developed the day I picked Barbara up at the college. 
“Mom, I found out yesterday that the General Conference won’t okay my going unless I have a round-trip ticket!” 
I thought about the Fund..the one-way ticket we had all worked so hard to earn. “I wonder why we didn’t know?” was all I could think of to say. Then a dear one of our family advanced the money. A tentative plan for regular bake sales to pay the money back grew out of this new development. 
Christmas came and we quietly worshiped. It seemed special to commemorate Christ’s birth this time on His Sabbath. Christmas Eve we sat and listened to our girl sing for a special service, then observed the Lord’s Supper with her for the last time before she left. I slipped my hand into Bob’s as we sat together and I felt the understanding pressure of his fingers. Was he too remembering the dedication service, years ago, when he held his little daughter in his arms as we stood before the minister. . . 
The extra days of waiting for Barbara’s passport seemed endless, the Thai visa took so long to come–but suddenly we sat in the huge air terminal in San Francisco. Technicalities over, we stood with Barbara and her friends at the last door before she boarded the plane that evening. Her dad bowed his head and we all closed our eyes, listening to his prayer for her safety. 
A few minutes later I strained my eyes through the great expanse of the window-glass, cupping my hands so I could see the outline of the plane on the asphalt outside. At one of the lighted spots sat our girl, though we couldn’t see her now. She’s a woman, I reminded myself, and she’s going as our personal missionary to work for God. Bob and I chatted with the others, but no one said anything of great import. The motors outside pulled that great creature away and into the sky 
The moon we saw on the way home shone on the plane, too. I sat in the moving car and thought of the two white dimity nighties Barbara had asked me to make; they were tucked away now in the big red suitcase on that plane. I remembered how Barbara made “positive sure” I’d make those nighties, not buy them for her. . . It had not occured to either one of us till later how hard it might be to find summery cotton nighties in mid-winter while snow lay in our front yard! 
We talked very little on that trip home. Our thoughts flew with Barbara. 

On this Tuesday of the next week I still sat beside the phone. “Lord,” I said, “I’m glad she’s out there. Maybe we couldn’t go but she went.” 
I fingered the slip of paper on which I’d written the words of her cable. 
“ARRIVED BANGKOK FRIDAY PM WILL GO TO HAADYAI TUESDAY OR WEDNESDAY STAYED AT BANGKOK SANITARIUM AND HOSPITAL LOVE IT HERE...LOVE, BARB” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802643]THEY NEED TO LOVE
Review - August 31, 1972 ?
With the help of the hall light Jane looked down into the relaxed childish face of her sleeping son. She leaned over and straightened a blanket, tucked it gently in place around the square chin and thin shoulders. Johnny’s regular breathing made gentle music for his mother, but a tiny movement under the covers near his chest drew her attention. Turning the sheet and covers back she looked into the face of Mike, half-grown Siamese cat. His big blue eyes shone as he turned his head and started his motor purring. 
“I ought to throw you out,” Jane whispered softly. She curled a hand around his relaxed body and then released her hold as she remembered the medicine bottle in the kitchen cabinet–its level had not gone down in the past two weeks. “Okay, okay,” she whispered again, “you win!” Jane again arranged the covers, and softly stepped from the room. 
Her thoughts still on the same subject, Jane stopped in the kitchen and took out that prescription bottle. The pills rattled as she rolled it around once or twice. She remembered the day they had realized that Johnny’s face-twitch was not some childish attempt to get attention–recalled the days of physical examinations, the trip to the city to take her only son to a large medical center for further diagnostic care. How she wished Rob could have been along to lend his strength, but he couldn’t get away from his schoolroom. 
“Mom,” Johnny’s plaintive voice had asked, “will I always have my face yawning like this?” Jane’s hands on the steering wheel had tightened, but she tried to show calm while she answered. 
“We all prayed about it this morning, son–remember? Your dad and your sister, too. We are not medical people, so we’ll have to depend on the skill of the doctors where we’re going to find out what your problem is.” She wanted so much to stop the car and take the ten-year-old in her arms. Out of the corner of her eyes she could see the quiver of his chin, but respected his efforts to gain self-control. . . 
“Huntington’s chorea*, possibly the result of sub-clinical rheumatic fever.” 
Still standing in the kitchen, pill-bottle in her hand, Jane thought about the diagnosis. In simple English, John’s visible ailment had been a kind of St. Vitus’ dance, a twisting, wrenching movement of his upper body and face. He called it “yawning,” and his distress grew as the involuntary motion grew. Second semester he spent out of school, daytimes brought the quiet of a nearby ranch, owned by one of the SDA church members. John sat and watched polliwogs or read quietly to himself. And every night Jane handed him the pill that would give him the physical quiet he needed to drop off to sleep. 
Every night, that is, until the evening Mike came to live at the house. Mike, Irish-name Siamese bluepoint kitty with a twist in the tip of his tail! The adolescent kitten paraded his way through the place with a total lack of fear, his tail held straight and still as he smelled every corner. 
Jane loved animals, but felt they had their place in a home. That place, she was sure, was not in a child’s bed. In the ensuing discussion she even forgot to give Johnny his pill. Rob took the kitten from his son and studied by his desk with the purr-box on his lap. 
“I can’t understand what’s keeping Johnny awake,” Jane said later from her rocking chair. “That’s three drinks of water he’s asked for and he’s old enough to know better!” 
Rob muttered something from the depths of his lesson plans, and neither of them noticed when Mike quietly jumped to the floor and padded down the hallway. When ten o’clock came Jane suddenly realized her omission–she had forgotten to give Johnny his bedtime pill. 
“No wonder the poor little guy can’t sleep!” She dropped her knitting into the basket beside her chair and hurried to John’s room. The first glance showed her a sleeping boy. That was the first time she found Mike under the covers next to John’s chest and chin. Right now she still stood by the kitchen cupboard, pill-bottle in her hand. 
“I mustn’t let it bother me!” She said aloud. “We asked the Lord to help us solve our problem, and this is probably part of His solution. A muddy pawprint on a child’s sheet can’t be as damaging as strong medication like this.” Jane set the bottle back on the shelf and closed the door. 
During the coming months the Huntington’s chorea* lessened. In September Johnny entered school again. The doctor told her the report from the diagnostic tests included the statement that the chorea might be self-limiting, possibly six months. So it gradually disappeared, but not before nature and God, through the cat, had taught Jane and her husband one more of the lessons in life. 
Quite a few years later Jane and Rob faced another problem. The older children had left for boarding school and their small one, Cari, lay wide-eyed alone in her bedroom at night, so afraid. Jane realized that Sharon, their older girl, had always studied in the evenings in the room with Cari. But now, even a light left on in the room brought “There’s nobody else in here–I’m all by myself!” Her soft dolly clutched tightly, the child lay so tense under the covers that Jane could have cried. 
Then it was that the word “hyper-active” entered the household as a personal thing. Jane and Rob had read about it. He had encountered it among his students, and knew that on his recommendation parents had taken the child for medical examinations. Medications had been prescribed and generally they seemed much improved. They could handle schoolwork without being distracted. They got along better with the teacher and the other children. 
So Cari had her medical tests. Rob and Jane watched the youngest child through the examinations. 
“Very bright,” the doctor said, “most intelligent child I’ve ever tested. Too bad she is hyper-active, but some children are helped by medication.” 
It did help Cari. New medical knowledge gave her a prescription that wouldn’t hurt her physically, and helped her extend her interest span. Jane found her easier to handle, more co-operative, but one problem remained–Cari still lay awake for hours at night, rigid in fear of being alone in her room. Rob and Jane prayed with her and reassured her, all to no avail. 
“Lord,” they prayed, “please give us an answer. . .” 
After that prayer Jane remembered Mike, long gone the way of good and faithful cats who have lived out their lives. But we have a cat, she reminded herself, Brutus is a dear and special cat. Even as she thought about him, though, Jane knew Brutus would never cuddle in bed with anyone! The huge independent Persian kitty went his own path through the house, only deigning to be loved when he felt like it. Another cat? Brutus wouldn’t stand for it, Jane told herself. 
So at Christmastime came Candy, a twelve-ounce midget. Her brown-and white Chihuahua face crinkled with her serious effort to get to know the family, and Cari held out her hands to cuddle the tiny pup. Housebreaking took time, but pretty soon Candy slept under the sheets away down by Cari’s feet. And Cari? By mid-spring the light in the room could be reduced to a wee night-light. Hours of romping with Candy seemed to relax her fear away, and after the evening prayer with mother and daddy the pup and the little girl slept soundly the night through. 
To Jane, a teacher’s wife, life brought many lessons–as it does to any mother. She listened one evening to Mary Jensen, the pastor’s wife. They sat side by side, waiting for a Home and School meeting to begin. 
“Jane, I don’t know what to do about Brad,” Mary said. “Last week a car ran over his cat and he hardly talks to either his dad or me now. He had Frosty for several years, ever since the other children went away to school.” 
Jane thought of Brad, seventh-grade last son of the pastor and his wife. His sensitive artist’s face and hands rose before her and she remembered sketches he had done of his cat. And visions of Mike and Candy rose in her mind. 
“Why don’t you get him another kitten? My neighbor has a litter about ready to leave the mother,” Jane offered. 
“I suggested that,” Mary’s gloom didn’t seem to lift. “But Brad just shrugged his shoulders.” 
“Why not a dog? It wouldn’t have to take the place of his cat. He’s a big boy now, and maybe wrestling with a dog his size would be what he needs!” 
The speaker for the meeting entered the room and as quiet settled over the rows of parents, Jane saw Mary’s face grow very thoughtful. 
Six months later the two families ate Sabbath dinner together. Sam, Brad’s overgrown Samoyed “pup” lounged just outside the big glass door of the dining room. Every muscle of him seemed relaxed, but his dark eyes watched every movement Brad made as he ate. Right after the dessert Brad took a treat for Sam and put him through his training paces for the guests, the boy’s face shining with love for his pet. Later he showed Jane and Rob a portfolio of sketches, the first ones of Frosty–the later ones showing Sam, every line depicting action and bottled-up vigor. 
Jane recalled a verse she had read in the Living Bible, paraphrased: Genesis 2:19. It said, “So the Lord God formed. . .every kind of animal and bird and brought them to the man to see what he would call them...” 
*Note from John Beckett: My subsequent research on the Internet suggests this was actually Sydenham chorea, since it was related to Rheumatic Fever and there is no evidence of chorea in other family members.


[bookmark: _Toc160802644]The Ironing Board Store
Review and Herald, September 2, 1976
“Mommy, are we gonna have store today?” Johnny’s eyes looked at me over the rim of his cup as he took a quick swig of milk while waiting for my answer. 
“Store today?” echoed Barbara, dropping her half-eaten toast on the plate before her. 
“Well, it is time,” I said. “But I have to get the things out of my Secret Place–you know the rules!” 
Johnny swallowed quickly, tipped the cup again and drained it. “Hurry up, Barbara–let’s get outside quick so Mommy can fix the ironing board!” He pushed his chair back, his bare feet hit the kitchen linoleum, and he stood impatiently while his little sister more deliberately finished her breakfast. Then the two ran out into the early summer morning so that I could perform the beginning ritual of “the ironing board store.” 
Actually, the ironing board was the logical thing to use. It could be lowered to the right height for two small children to check out my stock in trade. Quickly I went to the closet and took down the box that held my stock. Twice a month I did this. At the broad end of the ironing board went the cashbox, its fascinating small change still somewhat of a mystery to Barbara, but better understood by four-and-a-half-year-old John. 
Next to the cashbox I arranged the color books. Just past them I placed a couple of small boxes of crayons, two pencils, and a fat pink eraser. Then a couple of small trucks, and a wee plastic doll. Remembering my shopping trip the day before, I hurried to the bedroom and got a paper sack from my black everyday purse. Out of it I took an inexpensive box of paints, a whistle, and a bottle of bubble-blowing fluid with its plastic ring. 
Using a marking pen I wrote a large number on each item, first removing or crossing out the original price. I was ready for the next part of the ritual just as small knuckles knocked impatiently on the back door. I sat down quickly at the kitchen table, my change purse in my hand. 
My “come in!” was just in time, for the children couldn’t have held out much longer. With eager side glances at the ironing board store, both children watched me count out the usual two piles of pennies, ten pennies in each. Before going to the ironing board they ran to their bedroom and brought back the jingling tithe envelopes they used each time. Barbara watched John drop a penny in his, and she dropped a penny in hers. 
While my two offspring weighed the responsibility of their shopping, I recalled the times when John had cried with frustration when trying to buy something downtown, the counters filled with items beyond his comprehension and his money. Even at age four he had known that it takes money to buy something, but the immensity of the mathematics overwhelmed him. Out of that experience had grown my idea of the ironing board store. I watched now as John carefully showed his sister that the doll had a number 3 on it, and he pried open her fist to show her what part of her money to put in the cashbox. 
Too Little? 
She’s too little, I told myself, too little to grasp the idea. But her face beamed as she looked again at the items before her. John looked at the color book, but didn’t open it. One didn’t open, use, chew, or bite anything one hadn’t paid for–Rule 5, maybe. He sighed a tiny sigh, left the color books and proceeded down the “store aisle.” He stopped before the paintbox. 
I had been waiting for this moment, and realized later I’d been holding my breath. 
“Mommy, it says a 12?” His voice was uncertain. “How come it says a 12?" He flattened his palm and looked at the nine pennies, then at me. 
“Well, Johnny,” I answered, “next time you will get more pennies, maybe you can keep some of these–save them, and put some of those you will get next time with them. Then you would have plenty for the paintbox. Would you like to do that?” 
“I better think,” he said. He looked carefully at the new whistle, checked the big 2 on it, went back to the pencils, and finally chose one for a penny. He carefully put the penny in the cashbox. 
Barbara watched him, the doll in one hand and her wealth in the other. She, too, wanted a pencil. Then with John’s help, she chose a pad of paper to go with it. Her money was gone, she lost interest. I helped her use the pencil sharpener, and she settled down on the floor to draw childhood pictures. 
“Mommy,” Johnny turned to me, “if I didn’t put Jesus’ money away I still wouldn’t have plenty for the paintbox, huh?” 
“No, dear.” 
My son came over and climbed on my knee, and he absently twirled the pencil. I knew he had learned to count earlier than many children do, but maybe this decision was too hard for him. I had waited for some time to try this experiment after I had thought of it, and I wondered whether it was still too soon. Finally he slid off my lap. Together we searched the mysteries of the little paintbox. At his request my hands did the opening, his fingers reaching to touch almost reverently the squares of dry paint. 
A Lesson Learned 
“Okay, Mommy. Help me to keep my pennies till next time so I won’t lose ’em.” 
I found a small jar, and he dropped the eight cents into it, screwing the lid on tightly as if to keep them from escaping. We found a place in the dish cupboard to set the little jar. As he climbed on a chair to put it on a shelf, my young man said something I’ve never forgotten: 
“I wouldn’t ’uv used Jesus’ penny, Mommy. It’s His, ’cuz the Bible says it is.” 

John is in his mid-twenties now, and married. Remarks dropped by him and his lovely dark-haired wife give us great peace of mind. The elements learned in the ironing board store are still in use! But he had a twinkle in his eye when he told me, “Mom, I never found such bargains in big stores as you had in yours!” 
When Barbara went as a student missionary to Thailand, the people of two churches helped raise her plane fare. I learned later that she had saved out of her student missionary wages enough to pay the tithe on that plane fare. 

All of us parents build little traditions to help our children grow up. Married children come home for Christmas and with joy hang the same Christmas trinkets they chose each year when they were small. Recently a box came from John addressed: To Mom’s Secret Place. Our address followed. He had called me earlier cross-country to tell me of a gift for his father’s birthday, and he wanted it hidden until the right time–hidden in the place where I had hidden all the family gifts. I wonder whether there will be a “Mom’s Secret Place” in his home when children begin to grow up there. 
The ironing board store is only one of our family traditions. May all young parents have as much fun planning theirs, with prayer and with love. And may the little traditions work out as well for them as this one has for us and ours. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802645]DON’T PULL DOWN THE SHADE
Bernice’s Bambini - September 1977
(Doll collecting magazine)
Mary Eliza Jenkins listened. . . She lowered the evening newspaper, listened again. Yes, Roger had really gone out to his workshop. As his receding steps echoed in her ears, she almost rose from her chair, then waited again. The sound of Roger’s table saw reassured Mary and she dropped her newspaper, stood up and slipped into her bedroom where she switched on the ceiling light. It was a neat, feminine room, the pretty rose-colored carpet and white-and-gold dresser accenting the femininity. 
For one more brief moment Mary Eliza Jenkins listened. . .then dropped to her knees beside one of the twin beds and in a quick movement she pulled out a long suit-box. Leaning back against the other bed she drew a deep breath and removed the cover of her precious box. Carefully she lifted the tissue-wrapped item, pulled the folds of paper back. With one slender forefinger she traced the outlines of a bisque baby face. As she tilted it up, she smiled back at the baby grin. She tipped it back, then up again and enjoyed seeing the deep brown eyes open and then sleep again. 
In a few moments all five parts of the chubby baby body were about her in the soft carpet. She carefully laid the head down and drew a paper sack toward her. From the sack Mary took scissors, pliers, fat round elastic. . . Busily, though a bit clumsily, she worked, till at last the Kestner baby sat before her, complete, as it had so long ago in her childhood. 
“There–I hope I did it right,” she breathed, as she again reached into the suit-box and took out a soft white baby-doll dress and dropped it over the head of the infant before her. 
“Dilly, you’re just the same!” The grown woman felt tears in her eyes as she picked up the fat little doll and held it to her shoulder. The blurring tears kept her from seeing the bedroom door open slowly. But she heard her husband’s gentle words, and knew that her fears of being misunderstood were unfounded. . 
. 
Suddenly Mary wanted to pull up the shades. She wanted daylight to come, and she knew that all future guests in the home would meet Dilly! 
**********
Fact or fiction? My secret! But it is just that way that many a woman has become a doll collector, unafraid any longer to be herself. Mary Eliza Jenkins is a little akin to many of us. I recall so well my first reaction to a doll collector: “Believe me, if I did this I sure wouldn’t tell anybody!” 
There are people who collect all kinds of things, and the first need is to come to terms with the collecting; to lose the fear of ridicule. From then on it’s all fun! Occasionally husbands are resistant: at first, but many have joined the party, and some even become more ardent than their wives. I love to see my Bob lead people around our dolls, both the collected ones and the ones we make. He’s really quite knowledgeable, after hearing me spout doll-talk for so many years. 
Having decided to be a doll collector, the next step is to find other collectors. I’ve given much thought to ways to do this. Once I inserted a small ad in the local paper “Doll collector culling personal collection–no antiques for sale.” I was really just selling some dolls, but the collectors and non-collectors came out of their holes in the hills! 
To a friend in another state I suggested that her small evening doll club have a workshop wherein they make posters inviting lone collectors and others to call a certain phone number for an invitation to club meetings. These posters could be decorated with sketches, old doll pictures, or whatever. They could be put in the local library, in sympathetic toy and department stores. A small box with a slot in the top could be attached to the front of a cardboard poster–interested persons could put in their own name and phone number. The box should be checked regularly, for some people are very shy and need to be contacted soon after they’ve made this gesture 
In small towns some radio and TV stations may allow time for announcements or might welcome programs on doll collecting. 
Every doll gathering, whether a formal club under charter from th United Federation of Doll Clubs (UFDC), or the International group , will develop its own personality. Some groups will prefer an informal format, such as ours does. We have decided that instead of officers, we will elect simply a chairperson every three months. This person will only have the responsibility of seeing that nothing is forgotten, for we are a busy, chatty bunch. Somebody usually brings a funny door prize, and this time I suggested we all keep our eyes open for such things–nothing of great value, but something for fun. 
To me and to others in our group the most important parts of getting together are: 
1. Enjoying each other and our dolls. Most collectors are very willing to allow handling of their dolls, unless one is too fragile. Museums can’t do this, and to really learn, the mind needs to be guided with the fingertips! 
2. Increasing our knowledge of the doll subject. Members plan to take tours researching and reporting on certain doll subjects, hopefully one that the person knows a little about. 
3. Encouraging each other to be creative–I recommend trading dolls and related items, particularly the things we make ourselves. 
So let’s not pull down the shades and treasure our dolls in secret! Let the light in, collect in good health–and let others share with you the enjoyment of what you are doing. 
[bookmark: _Toc160802646]THE THIRD DOLL
1850 Plantation Party - Region 9 Souvenir book
1984
The phone rang, I picked it up. 
“She did? You sent it? What’s in it?” Rose, my stepmother, wasn’t telling! My dad’s warm voice came on the line as she evidently handed the phone to him. “We’re not going to tell you what’s in it!” he said as he hung up. 
Two days later the United Parcel van drove up and delivered a battered old suitcase, its corners showing through the bursting seams of an inadequate cardboard box. I lugged it into the living room and plopped the whole thing on the couch. As I tore off the disintegrating cardboard, I recalled the last time I’d been down to visit the folks. I had been given two old dolls, the first bisques in my collection. 
***
Ellen Ross, thin and tiny and fragile, 91 years old, had been dad’s next-door neighbor for years–even when my own mother was still alive. In her mini-living room I listened to her as she said, ....”Leonard, June is going to sit right here.” I felt like a child as she went on, “You go and get the box from the top shelf in the hall.” Her eyes twinkled at me as she sat down, resting her crutches carefully against the arm of the chair across from me. 
Dad brought the box and put it on Ellen’s lap. I craned my neck to see, but her arms hid things from view as she carefully unwrapped and unwound. She looked up and beckoned to me. Into my hands she placed two exquisite bisque dolls, one a small Chinaman in a business suit, the other a swivel-neck little girl on a kid body. Slight waves of musty smell rose from them, and the legs of the Chinaman’s ball-jointed body dangled with aged elastic. 
They were small and beautiful. But Ellen’s hands fingered through the pieces of old clothing in the box, and then her face turned blank, with an inward look. 
“It’s gone,” she quavered. “I had thought there was another one...” She came back to the present. “I must have given it away.” 
My breath had already been taken away by the two in my hands, and I just barely heard the words. A rank beginner, with a few scrubbed, recycled vinyls in my collection, I still guessed these were fine examples of old dolls. A bell rang in my heart, telling me I would forever be spoiled for the mediocre! 
Now, here on another day, I came back to the cardboard falling away from the old suitcase. Rose’s phone call had been to tell me that Ellen Ross had slipped away. Rose and dad were taking care of closing the little house next door, and the only heir had come – had given them an old suitcase of long-ago clothes and stuff. They had sent it to me. 
I’d miss Ellen, dainty little Mrs. Ross. It wouldn’t be the same without her there when I’d go back. The latch of the suitcase finally opened and I threw back the lid. My hands began probing, laying aside and enjoying the feel of the ancient fabrics. Old dresses, underwear. In the center reposed a roll of fabric, it’s cover was the cut-off sleeve of a man’s nightshirt. It was tied tightly at each end with a bit of shoestring. I struggled with the knots, finally getting them loosened enough to find my way into the strange oblong bundle. 
Fold by fold I opened layers of fabric, until there lay before me – you guessed it – the THIRD Doll. Her delicate wig of mohair touched her pale bisque forehead, and her bisque shoulder felt loose as I lifted her. Very tiny molded hands matched the bisque of the head. My eyes measured her and decided she must be about 14" tall. No sawdust leaked from the kid body, but every seam joint showed the wear of more than a century of love. 
In the bottom of the suitcase lay a society page from a newspaper of 1898. It’s yellowed surface showed photos of society belles about twenty years old, one name Vivian Ross. I lifted the doll again, carefully examining the clothing. The edges of the skirt were worn threadbare, the matching blouse folded about her with tight wrinkles. Old, old shoes clung to her kid feet, their silver buckles tarnished with age. 
|Tears on my cheeks were for missing Ellen Ross, and for the joy of knowing that THE THIRD DOLL had come to me. A love legacy from my friend. 
“Experts” told me that she was “French!!!” Yet the one letter “D” high under her mohair wig left me always with a question. 
At many a doll-show and convention I looked, always thinking that maybe a counterpart of my “Vivian” might show up – maybe I’d see dolls like the other two. We did find one like the Chinaman once, but no information. In 1983, at a UFDC National Convention in the salesroom I found one something like the little girl with the swivel neck. 
Then I got my copy of KESTNER, KING OF DOLLMAKERS, by Jan Foulke. On page 51 is a doll like Vivian. Same small hands, lovely eyes, same look. 
But I love mine better! 
***
There’ll come a day. Someone will tell me who the other two dolls are! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802647]My Witness
Review - March 18, 1971
The lovely doll stood regally on Edna’s buffet. Her old white dress with its ruffles and styling of another day appealed to me. She held her head turned slightly, and I knew this made her more valuable, even, than otherwise. Big blue eyes looked out on a world so different from the one in which she was made–almost a century ago. 
“She’s lovely, Edna!” I walked over and touched the soft wig and pushed a tiny wisp of it into place. 
Edna chuckled. “A friend helped me choose her at the national doll convention last year. There went my wardrobe for last winter–but my old things lasted fine! Say, you are coming with us to the regional convention in May, aren’t you? You have no idea how much fun we have!” 
“Tell me about it,” I urged, finding a comfortable chair where I could still look at the elegant doll in white. 
“Well, since you’re new in the doll club, I guess you’ve never been to a convention. Doll dealers have displays–they come from all over. Workshops are held, showing us how to care for our dolls and how to choose them for good value. Doll artists bring displays of their work, and often you can buy some of their original dolls. Some people make reproductions of antique dolls that are hard to tell from the real, old ones. I always wait for convention time to get little accessories for my own dolls. You would love all the gadgets scaled down to doll size.!” 
“When will the regional be?” I watched Edna thread her needle and begin to attach fragile old lace to a doll gown, I added, “With a family I can’t always get away.” 
“Oh, it’s only a weekend,” she assured me. “Several carloads of us will be going up on Friday, and then we come home after brunch on Sunday. The banquet on Saturday night is really something you shouldn’t miss!’ 
How I’d love to go, I thought! I had just finished a study on rare French antique dolls and there would possibly be displays of them at the convention–even if I couldn’t afford them, they’d be there to look at. 
“Well, it’s this way, Edna. I’d love to go, really I would. It it were held during the week, I’m sure I could. But the main events are on my Sabbath, it sounds like. Please remember everything for me and tell me afterwards.” 
Edna’s face fell. She slowly laid down the doll dress before she spoke again. “Won’t your church let you go this once?” 
“I’m afraid my church has nothing to do with giving me permission to go to a doll convention or anything else, Edna.” I spoke slowly and tried to keep my voice gentle, for I knew I could so easily sound fanatical to a person who attended church twice a year, once for Easter and once for Christmas. “It isn’t that way at all for me. God has asked me for one seventh of my time and I’ve found a real blessing in giving it to Him!” 
So I didn’t go to the convention which convened so near my home. During the week that followed I had phone calls and notes telling me that not only Edna but also other club members had brought home souvenirs to share with me. Later I looked over the miniature books, little doll clothes, and such, each marked with the name of the individual doll club it represented at the convention. Perhaps I had more than if I had gone myself. There was even a tiny cedar chest that held a complete set of doll bedding, all hand hemmed. Lining them up on a shelf of my doll display I felt tears prick. These came from friends, dear friends. 
From little girlhood right up to the present I’ve loved all kinds of dolls. The world of doll collecting opened its doors when I sent for a kit to put together a reproduction china doll, modeled after the ones our parents and grandparents played with as children. The cloth body formed under my fingers and the full-skirted cotton dress went together as easily as any “people” garments I’d ever made. Fun!” I loved it! 
I found books about dolls and the books told me of dolls in history, a subject I’d never liked back in school. The dates “1840,” 1860,” 1891,” began to have more meaning. They fell together as I studied about wooden, china, and bisque dolls, their place in the years gone by, and the countries and people who made them. As a Seventh-day Adventist I suddenly found myself paying close attention to the style of dress worn in Ellen White’s day. I could understand her feeling about skirts that swept the streets! The pictures of so-called “walking costumes” showed weighty yardage literally sweeping along. 
Moment of Truth 
I found the more exotic dolls and the finest antiques beyond my pocketbook, it’s true. But in time a few special antiques were given to me by dear old friends of the family, and I enjoy them as much as their original owners did. However, one day my collection and I had to face each other. After visiting a collector with more than 3,000 dolls I knew I’d better cull mine out and keep it down. While doing this I thought seriously of my interests. In my heart is a sincere belief that any good thing we do can in someway work for the Lord. How could I do that with dolls! So I asked Him how. 
My first answer came the next Sunday. I scanned the booths at a local flea market. Once in a while I find something good there. As I moved from one booth to the next I heard a voice: 
“June! June Beckett!” 
I raised my head to look into the smiling faced of Dorothy, a friend from many miles away where we had lived before. She came out of her booth and hugged me. And dolls were momentarily forgotten while we reviewed the years since we’d last met. Dorothy promised to watch for dolls for my special interests, but along with that I encouraged her to attend church again, to come back to her Savior. We still meet, at her home and mine and the flea market, and the moments of prayer we have together are precious to both of us. 
Doll-Club Membership 
Then a library display of dolls led me to ask questions and I found out about the area doll club. With open arms the members welcomed me. My ever-present questions didn’t seem to upset them, and the club meetings fulfilled a definite need for me. Meeting in homes that no evangelist could reach, and talking with women who would not answer the door to a colporteur, I prayed again that the Lord would show me ways to witness. 
Since I’ve learned to mend the composition dolls that are now becoming collector’s items, there are times when I can go to homes between club meetings. As I give estimates on mending and restringing I find myself saying, “Of course you may come to my home to pick this up, I’ll be glad to show you my own dolls! But please remember that I’m not available for doll business from sundown Friday night to sundown Saturday evening!” Since there is so much discussion about this in a doll club meeting also, because of my not going to the convention, not a member of the club is in the dark about there being s people who keep the Bible Sabbath. Some have asked me at other times to explain the subject further. 
At one doll club meeting I offered to help the hostess serve refreshments. Odd, I thought to myself–these little cakes she ordered from the bakery all look alike except one. Wonder why it has all that white icing? I lifted cakes from all around the white one and set them in place on little glass trays, along with the coffee cups. 
“Oh!” my hostess turned suddenly to me from the coffee urn. “You didn’t send the white cake out, did you?” 
“Not yet,” and I checked through the door to see that everyone had been served. 
“It’s for you dear,” she assured me. “The others have coffee-flavored icing and I know you don’t drink coffee! So I ordered your cake with vanilla icing. Would you prefer milk to drink?” And her smile told me that it was no trouble at all, no trouble to be considerate of another’s beliefs–as long as she knew what they were. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802648]PATRICK HIMSELF
UFDC Region X - May 1984
Bob went after black walnut today, and I have the workshop all to myself! Even the phone respects my privacy. In my hands I hold a carving “blank.” This one will be Patrick, and the finished head will make a doll to fill an order–he will go to Kokomo. My sharp bench-knife bites into the surface of the jelutong wood. As I shape and carve, my mind drifts to Malaysia, the source of our most-used wood. I remember our lessons in geography about “tapping for the sap of the rubber-trees.” As I finish the primary knife-trimming, then reach for a wide gouge to block in Patrick’s ears, I realize I’m very glad that the groves of trees were planted all those years ago in a far away Malaysia. The mellow color of this wood is so lovely for the skin tone for most of our wooden dolls. 
The hours go by and Patrick’s head becomes more and more the little boy shown on our mail-order list. I have to watch myself to keep him as a Patrick! Deeper cuts with the knife and gouges would lead right to a one-of-a-kind face, not the usual gentle little Patrick. Sandpaper smooths and does some finish shaping of nostril and lips. 
I reach for my box of oil-based pencils. The one odd pencil is my sketching tool–light brown color, which may be erased if necessary. It rests lightly between the fingers and thumb of my right hand, and a pair of calipers (the dividers set at 21 mm) show the distance between Pat’s eyes. I mark two tiny brown dots, then sketch in the outline of the eyes. The two dots are the only guides; I do the rest of the eye-painting freehand. I paint deep brown eyes for Patrick, with a twinkle added by a highlight in each eye. Again I must watch myself. Dear Patrick must be done as much like the sample model as possible–the sample the collector saw in our order photo and wrote for! Such a nice quiet day, and my hands could reach and reach for all the lovely colors to do a pair of one-of-a-kind eyes. No, June–this MUST be a Patrick–someone is waiting for the little boy in blue pj’s. 
The original pattern-design that has become Pansy, Patrick and Patty was a head I carved about six years ago. I did it as the master head for the Adelaide Series of 50 old-fashioned little girls in pantalets, full skirted dress, apron and sunbonnet. Adelaide carried two little school books. She represented the 4-year-old children, last ones in ranch families in the west, whose mamas sent them out the door on the first day of school. 
“Take her with you!” Mama would call. “Maybe I can get something done around here!” 
These were the children whose legs dangled from school benches meant for older, more mature children. The little ones often fell asleep before the long school day ended. 
The carving of a head in wood never produces exactly the same result, regardless of how identical a blank may be when my knife approaches it. By the time I had used the first Adelaide as a model for a Limited Series of 50, I knew that I would choose a lower number from then on. 
However, the modeling of that head has stayed in my experience–but always showing the same rounded cheeks and thumb-sucker mouth. I have specially retained it in the dolls I make for the list people write us for, though ears have become more detailed, noses have taken on more definitive shape, and eyes are painted with more specific delineation. 
Sitting here in the shop by myself I recall how many one-of-a-kind dolls, too, have started with the Adelaide pattern. What fun to tip the mouth down at the corners and find a “pouty” hiding in the blank! Delightful to pick up light brown, orange, white, black–and shade in the colors for an impish pair of side-glancing eyes! 
We do other basic heads, both Bob and I–“study heads” that have become patterns for continuous use. Each has its own basic shape and form, and with many patterns to choose from we can keep our work varied while still maintaining uniformity of concept, size, etc. 
I shake my mind back to the present, and my fingers curl protectively around Patrick’s head. I turn it upside down, sideways, reverse it again. I sight down across the forehead to make sure the chin is balanced on both sides, the cheeks even and smooth. The next move is to the spray booth, where I turn on a spotlight and throw the power switch for the air-suction. Shaking a spray-can firmly, I then apply the first of two coats of clear acrylic spray. 
Patrick looks up at me as I turn off the switch and the spotlight. Tomorrow, after his final coat of spray is dry, we’ll take him into the assembly room where his fabric body, carved hands, wig and pj’s await him. Then he’ll be on his way to Kokomo! 
I loved making you, Patrick! 
The sound of wheels on the gravel tells me Bob is home with his black walnut wood. 
Tomorrow I can start carving that pouty from an Adelaide blank. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802649]Simple Faith
Adventist Review, August 9, 1990
Eight o’clock Monday Morning. I eased into my chair in our workshop and reached for a tool to continue a wood sculpture I’d begun the week before. Bob, my husband, was still in the house, but I could see his project laid out on the workbench. 
The phone rang–not unusual, since much of our business was conducted by telephone. 
“Good morning, Beckett Originals,” I said. 
“Mom?” A male voice sounded so strained I didn’t recognize it. 
“This is June Beckett speaking,” I replied. “Who is calling?” 
“This is Mike, here in Nome. Mom, they’re all gone. Barb and the kids. . .” Mike’s choking voice trailed off, and another man came on the line. 
“Mrs. Beckett, this is a friend of Mike’s. Barbara and the three children died when their home burned last night. He wanted to be the one to tell you, but it’s too hard for him.” He gave a few more details, and I arranged to call him back as soon as we had notified other members of the family. 
Coping With Loss 
Our loss was devastating. Each of the family did the appropriate things, but we walked in our own valley of the shadow, getting through each day by putting our hands in God’s. However, after a while I realized that attending church each weekend left me emotionally demoralized. I would go there needing comfort and spiritual sustenance. The church family let us know how much they cared, yet I’d come home drained. 
Realizing that something was very wrong, I began to pay close attention to what was happening to me. As I analyzed the time at church and prayer meeting, it seemed that I was hearing constant preoccupation with the time of trouble. All around me people were saying “I want to study more so I’ll be ready for the time of trouble!” and “Pray for me so I’ll be ready for the time of trouble!” I heard some of the sermons echoing the same theme. Adult Sabbath school classes appeared to be a discussion period about how to get ready for the time of trouble, with members easily losing track of the lesson of the week. Some of my neighbors invested in extra freezers, grew bigger gardens, and talked of how our country community was “an ideal place for the time of trouble.” 
Wasn’t anybody wanting to be ready for Jesus to come? 
Bob and I talked this out. We had always accepted the message of Ellen White telling us that it would be God’s choice where we’d be during the time of trouble, and we shared that comfort with Elijah of old. We realized that now it had become more important than ever for Bob and me to be ready for Christ’s second coming. We wanted to gather Becky and Debbie and Stephen into our arms and carry them to meet Jesus! 
My grief simmered. I begged the Lord to direct me, and He answered swiftly. Into my mind came the thought Go to the children, to their Sabbath school! Their songs are of heaven; Their teachers are telling them what you need. 
I phoned the leader of our little kindergarten-cradle roll and asked, “May I come in and sit and listen.” Please don’t give me anything official to do–I can’t handle it right now. Just let me share what you give the children–OK?” 
I walked into the roomful of children. Little ones smiled at me. A child climbed on my lap, and chubby arms hugged me. We sang “Everything’s all right in my Father’s house.” We repeated finger plays, with big, bright pictures of Jesus and His angels coming. Watching the children’s faces, recognizing their simple faith, brought healing and gradual resolution of my inner feelings. 
I became the resident grandma figure in Sabbath school. With no specific responsibilities, I could share the children’s joyful emotions. I soaked up the simple message of Christ’s gift of salvation. Toddlers carried flannel cutouts to the board to complete the cloud of angels coming with Jesus. My heart walked with each child as he went forward. 
Slowly I handled my grief. The loving trust of children whom I drew onto my lap gave me part of the relief–but a lot of help came from the simplicity of the message. At the end of a year my ability to function as one of the adult congregation seemed to come back quite naturally. 
Bob and I believe wholeheartedly that the time of trouble will come, but in our minds it is no longer spelled with capital letters. The children’s simple faith gave me the message that I needed–walk every day with Jesus. We don’t need to fall apart imagining the horrors of the time of trouble. 
We’ll see you soon, Barbara and Becky and Debbie and Stephen, because Jesus is coming again! 
(June Allen Beckett and husband Bob are retired volunteers at the Saipan SDA Clinic, Mariana Islands. When June submitted this article two months ago she wrote, “I’ve tried since 1985 to write this for the Review.”) 


[bookmark: _Toc160802650]Memories of Grandpa Field
Not published - just thoughts
Most little kids get to play with cousins. Little girls and boys go to grandma and grandpa for certain special attentions. But living on the other side of the world from my relatives, I couldn’t do those things. 
I didn’t feel deprived, however! As a missionary’s child in India, I had a happy, wonderful childhood, filled with daily nurturing by my mother and dad. Letters from my mother’s parents and my father’s parents came every week. Looking back, it seems to me those letters were a big part of the stability of my growing-up years. 
Grandma Allen’s letters told of how many cans of green beans she put up, and how much honey grandpa took out of the beehives. Grandma Field’s letters told of Grandpa’s teaching load, what class trips he’d organized, and so on. Among the first proper nouns I learned to spell were ARROYO GRANDE and OOLTEWAH, the names of the places where my faraway grandparents lived. 
In my mind I always thought I knew these four people, since they were so often in our parent’s conversations. It wasn’t until the past five years that I have realized how little we grandchildren really knew about them, especially my mother’s folks. 
While we were in Saipan, one weekend the Guam Adventist Book Center brought a display to our church, like ABC does here. At vespers Elder Campbell, the president of Guam-Micronesia Mission, spoke. He recommended a new book called LIGHT DAWNS OVER ASIA, and he said , “The mission work of Mrs. Beckett’s grandfather, F.W. Field, is included in the chapter about Japan in that book.” 
As soon as vespers finished, we hurried to get our hands on that book! We bought a copy, and it started me on an interesting path of discovery. 
Mother had told us, of course, that her parents were missionaries in Japan. She taught us “Jesus Loves Me” in Japanese. She told us of rounding up neighborhood kids in their Yokohama suburbs, to “play Sabbath School.” Yet my childhood memories don’t include dates, and details. 
It was fun to dig into this new history of God’s message to Asia. 
The book told how William C. Grainger opened our first Adventist mission work in Yokohama, Japan, in 1896. A young man named Okohira had attended Pacific Union College in California, and had asked for the Adventists to come to Japan... The details of the story unfolded as I read... 
On page 37, I found that “F.W. Field, of Mount Vernon, Ohio arrived in Japan in November 1901 to succeed Grainger...” My Grandpa! 
I had always thought Grandpa just taught in a school in Japan, but I learned that he became “the first superintendent of the Japan Mission.” I read on, to learn that during Grandpa Field’s service in Japan the mission asked the General Conference to send a medical doctor. A Dr. Lockwood arrived, and helped set up a sanitarium in the city of Kobe. 
Not only did the medical work start during Grandpa’s years in Japan, but he and his staff set up training classes for workers, to prepare the Japanese themselves to lead out in the church work. The training went slowly but surely, and by1918 (8 years after Grandpa left Japan) the local working force in Japan included 21 ordained and licensed ministers, seven licensed missionaries, and eleven colporteurs. 
So far I had learned details about my grandfather’s work in Japan, and that he went back to the United States in 1909, back to his teaching career in Adventist stateside schools. 
But I found out there was another chapter I didn’t know about Grandpa Field. 
One Sabbath in 1992 I asked Hyan Chul and Sun Wha Shin home for dinner. Dr. and Mrs. Shin had arrived in Saipan a short time before, and we had a great time getting acquainted. I made them write out (in English letters, their first names–Hyan Chul and Soon Wha, and asked them to drill me in pronunciation. We found out that Dr. Shin, a graduate of Andrews University doctoral program, had been sent by our people in Korea to work with the thousands of Korean business people temporarily in Saipan. 
Over dinner that Sabbath Hyan Chul and Soon Wha emerged as charming, cheerful people, and we quickly learned to love them. During our conversation I mentioned the new book, LIGHT DAWNS OVER ASIA. Hyan Chul got very excited about it, so I went to the bookcase and brought it to him. As I handed it to him, I said, “It’s specially interesting to us because it tells about my grandfather, Frank Field, working in Japan in the early 1900s!” 
Hyan Chul leafed through the index in the back, and turning quickly to the section on the early work in Korea. He asked me several questions, then excitedly talked to Soon Wha in Korean. I don’t understand Korean–so he jabbed his finger at a paragraph, and said, “That name is Soon Wha’s grandfather! Kim Kyu Hyak! Your grandfather baptized her grandfather!” 
This is what we found: 
A man named Kuniya visited Kobe, Japan, from Korea. He saw a signboard that read in Chinese characters, “The Seventh-day Sabbath, Christ’s Second Coming Church.” Kuniya attended, brought a Korean friend, and studied much–later was baptized. Because of immigration regulations, Kuniya had to go back to Korea... Where he evidently studied with many people. (During the early 1900s Protestant missions worked rapidly there, but that’s too long a story for today.) In response to a call from Kuniya, the book goes on to say... 
Sept. 13, 1904, F. W. Field, the director of the Japan Mission, joined him. They visited 16 villages... By Sept. 30 they had baptized 71 people and organized 4 churches... 
“...Many converts came from Protestant churches...” and some of those Protestant missionaries weren’t very happy with Grandpa and Kuniya, calling them “sheep stealers.” 
In some cases evidently entire churches became Adventists, and they would begin using the existing church building. If no church was available, they built their own, the expenses in some cases being met by every member manufacturing one pair of straw sandals each day to earn “300 wons.” 
As he read aloud on down Page 67, I heard an excited note in Hyan Chul’s voice! He looked at me and said, “Kim Kyu Hyu, one of the charter members of one of those four churches, was my wife’s grandfather! Your grandfather baptized her grandfather!” 
We turned the page together, and found this sentence: “On September 27, Field and Kuniya celebrated the Lord’s Supper with representatives [of course including Kim Kyu Hyuk!] of the four new churches.” 
Soon Wha and I laughed and hugged each other. On the island of Saipan in 1992 we two met, Adventists from far places, together in the Lord’s work, because God had called our respective grandfathers together in 1904... 
I think I’ll add a postscript to the above. When Grandpa Field and the family came back from Japan in 1910, he didn’t quit working for the Lord. 
Our son has a book called A CENTURY OF CHALLENGE, about the founding, growth and development of Southern College. In it I found that Grandpa went there to work in 1916. He was pastor of the church when it was organized in Collegedale. He and his wife and two children lived in what the book calls “a dilapidated dwelling,” a small mountain cabin, for the first three years there. He taught Bible, Greek, pastoral training classes, astronomy, pastored the church, managed the college’s finances, recruited students, painted buildings–AND managed the beekeeping industry of the college! 
He was called “Professor Field,” and through the years students of his have told me about him. The college history book says, “Field has been described as a witty character, who wrote humorous little poems...” 
He took college students on Sabbath afternoon walks, teaching the names of trees and flowers and insects. He shared God’s world with them. 
I have a precious memory of Grandpa Field of my own. Just one. When we visited him and Grandma on furlough from India, Grandpa discovered that his 11 year-old granddaughter wasn’t too good at saying her times tables. Patiently and kindly he drilled me till I KNEW THEM PERFECTLY! 
Ecclesiastes 9:10 - 
To Grandpa many things were of importance, including the message of God, and whether his grandaughter knew her times tables. 
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“Little Friend”
Janie squeezed her hands tight together in her lap. She didn’t open the car door. She just looked. Right there sat the big yellow house. It looked just as she thought it would look. 
Then Janie walked up the front walk between her mother and daddy. A little gray-haired lady came hurrying toward them and behind her Janie saw a tall old gentleman. 
“Janie, Janie!” The little lady’s arms wrapped around Janie. “Our Janie!” Then the tall man hugged her too. 
“These are your grandma and grandpa,” mother hugged grandma and then took her turn loving the old man. “They were my mommy and daddy, and I hope you will love them as much as I do!” 
Daddy put Janie on his shoulders and everyone walked into the house–the yellow house Janie had heard so much about in the far-away mission field. She turned her head the last minute to look and make sure all the big old shade trees really grew around the lawn. 
Yes, Janie thought, it looks just like mother told me it would. Grandpa and grandma seemed real now, not story people for mother to tell about. 
“Come, Janie,” grandma took her small hand as they all went into the big dining room. “This comfy room is where we sit when we are with friends and loved ones.” She sat in a rocker before the fireplace and drew Janie onto her lap. “How old are you now, Janie?” 
The little girl carefully counted the five fingers on her hand and held them up. “My daddy told me to show you this way.” She grinned across the room at her father and he smiled back. 
Pretty soon grandpa and daddy went outside to talk. 
“It’s time for me to start fixing supper,” grandma slid Janie to the floor and stood up. 
“Ill help you.” Janie’s mother followed grandma to the kitchen. 
Suddenly Janie stood alone. She thought of her home in India. She remembered her fat old bulldog. She thought about the toys she had given to Shanti, her little Indian girl friend. America, her mother’s homeland, seemed big and strange. The white mission bungalow had been her home–why had they left it? One big tear slid down Janie’s cheek. Then a tear trickled down the other cheek. 
Janie looked up to see her mother and grandma watching her though the kitchen door. Grandma came and gently put an arm around Janie’s shoulders. 
“Tears?” Grandma pulled a hanky from her apron pocket and wiped the wetness away. “Come on, honey, I have something that has been waiting for you for a long time.” She led Janie and her mother up the long stair-case to an upstairs bedroom. Janie saw a quilt on the bed and white curtains at the window. 
“This is your room while you are here, Janie.” Grandma bustled out a tissue-wrapped bundle. She unrolled the paper and lifted out the funniest toy little Janie had ever seen.”Jake’s Teddy Bear!” mother gasped. Janie looked into the bear’s shoe-button eyes. He stared right back and his red yarn mouth grinned happily at her. 
“Yes, daughter, it is your brother’s old Teddy Bear,” Janie listened to Grandma telling about it. “It’s been in the attic for nigh onto thirty years. I cleaned out up here when I knew you were coming and I found him.” 
“But–but don’t you think Jake would want Teddy? He loved that bear more than any other toy when he was a little boy!” Janie saw a worried look in her mother’s face. 
“Oh, I wrote to Jake when I found Teddy. Giving him to Janie was Jake’s own idea. He and Vera never had any children, you know. So I dusted Teddy off and put him here to wait for Janie.” Grandma closed the closet door. “Do you like him, little one?” she asked Janie. 
“I will love him just like Uncle Jake did,” Janie turned Teddy round and round. “Does his coat come off–and his hat?” 
“Of course. Years ago when I made them I put snaps on so that Jake could dress and undress his Teddy.” Grandma showed Janie how to work the snaps on the little striped red coat. “Haven’t you ever seen a Teddy Bear before, child?” 
“We didn’t have things like that where we were, mother,” Janie’s own mother answered for her. “Janie only had the toys you sent to her from here.” 
Janie stopped listening to the grownups talk. She cuddled the bear close to her. She walked down the stairs. Out under the big shade tree she sat on the grass. 
“You know, Teddy, this is the yellow house mommy told me about.” Janie unsnapped the red striped coat, pulled it off Teddy and laid it on the grass. She found that his legs and arms turned so she could sit him beside her. “Those are the big shade trees mommy played under when she was little.” 
Suddenly Janie stood up. She reached down and grabbed the red coat, the hat and Teddy. Flying feet took her into the house to the kitchen. 
“Grandma! Grandma!” She stopped to catch her breath. “Grandma, I know something! There’s love here just like in the mission house. I’m so glad I came here!” Janie turned to her mother. “Mommy, I think grandma and grandpa’s big yellow house is just as good as ours in India because there’s love here!” And Janie climbed happily onto the tall kitchen stool and put the coat and hat back on Teddy, carefully snapping every snap. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802652]ALL THE WAY TO JAPAN
McDonald Road Manna - 3/03
Seven year old Ethel carried her cloth bag carefully out to the back porch of her Ohio home. She climbed down the back steps, turned and squatted on the ground beside the steps. Gently she took Elizabeth and Grace out of the bag, and hugged each doll. Through tears she stared at their faces, so she’d always remember what they looked like, them set them carefully under the bottom step. 
Ethel peered into Elizabeth’s pretty porcelain face–she’d been so careful never to drop this lady doll, or get her clothes or wig mussed or dirty. Then Ethel touched Grace’s shiny molded black china hair, and arranged her pink flannel nightie. She remembered the nights she’d slept with Grace in her arms. 
“Oh, I hope it doesn’t rain before Jenny can get them tomorrow,” she thought. “I don’t want them to get wet.” She stood up, looked all around to make sure nobody had seen her put the dolls there. Then she walked down the street to school. Before the day was out, Ethel’s best friend Jenny knew the dolls were to be hers, but that she mustn’t get them until the Field family had left to catch the train for San Francisco. 
Ethel tried to imagine the trip ahead. Yes, the train. Then in San Francisco they’d get on a big ship, and it would take them to Tokyo, Japan. Father had explained, “Our Adventist world church has asked our family to go there. I am to be the Japan Mission director, so we will be called missionaries. Don’t forget that I said ‘we’, for our whole family will do this together for Jesus. Many people there don’t know about Jesus’ love– we’re going to tell them about Him.” 
Now the trunks sat full and ready to be locked. They held clothes and shoes and schoolbooks for Ethel and her little brother, Clarence. Mama had told Ethel the trunks wouldn’t have room for Elizabeth and Grace, and even Clarence had to leave most of his toys behind. “Maybe there will be toys in Japan we can play with,” Ethel wondered... 
In Japan many things were different. People ate lots of rice, which they sometimes wrapped in black paper-like sheets of stuff made from seaweed. Ethel learned to love the salty taste! The walls of their home slid back and forth to make bigger or smaller rooms. Ethel and Clarence ran in and out, and wanted to make friends with Japanese children in their neighborhood. But when they said “Good morning,” the children only stared at them. 
So Ethel and Clarence listened carefully. They said words back to the others–just as they heard them said. In fact, they learned the Japanese language quicker than Mama and Father did! Before long, all the children ran in and out of each other’s homes playing Japanese games. 
One night Ethel lay awake. She thought about Elizabeth and Grace. She told herself, “I miss my dolls, but I’m doing God’s work.” She snuggled down farther in bed, then thought more about being in Japan. “If our family are missionaries, what am I supposed to do?“ she wondered. After thinking awhile she knew she had A Plan. She smiled happily, then fell asleep. 
“Mama,” she said in the morning, “I’m glad we’ve learned ‘Jesus Loves Me’ in Japanese Sabbath School here. I want to be a missionary, so I’m going to teach the song to our friends.” 
With mama’s permission, and with Clarence’s help, Ethel fixed up the living room like a classroom, and when friends came over, everybody played school. They sang “Shoo wah reh oh ah-ee soo (Jesus loves me, this I know),” and Ethel helped them learn memory verses. She told them stories about Baby Moses and Baby Jesus. 
Ethel’s “living room school” kept going for many afternoons, and Japan truly became home to Ethel and Clarence. They had so much fun! 
This is a true story. When Ethel grew up, she went to college to learn to be a teacher. She married Leonard Allen, and they went as missionaries to India. Ethel learned the language there, and started several small schools in neighborhoods where they lived. 
How do I know about Ethel’s schools? Ethel was my mother. I helped her in her schools in India! ...And she even taught me to sing “Jesus Loves Me” in Japanese, which is why I knew the words in that language, and could teach them to McDonald Road Primary 2 boys and girls last year! 


[bookmark: _Toc160802653]COME AND FOLLOW ME
 “For tomorrow please study the next lesson. I think young folks should be specially interested in this story of a rich young ruler. Perhaps we can have a discussion as to how it can apply to each one of us.” The Bible class came to an abrupt end as the raucous bell sounded in the corridor. Janie piled her books quickly onto an arm, and grabbed frantically for the bottom book as it threatened to slip to the floor. 
In her room at Charlotte’s house that evening she checked her assignment book. Across the room five-year-old Kenny lay asleep and things were quiet for the night. The pool of light from the desk lamp shone onto the Bible textbook and she began to study. 
For six months Janie had been welcomed as part of this home. For the first time in her life she knew a family intimately who neither went to church, nor asked God’s blessing on their meals. O yes, little Kenny was started out the front door in time to walk the block to Sunday School. It did give Charlotte and Kenneth time to get through the Sunday paper. Kindness was here, though, and Janie liked it. The little check once a month, and her room and board left only her tuition at the academy for her missionary parents to pay. Her work was not hard, though there was always plenty to do, for both Charlotte and Kenneth worked away from home all day. 
The telephone rang in the living room, and Charlotte came to tell Janie that it was for her. Leona, the girl friend who worked in another home two blocks away, was on the line. 
“Janie, I simply can’t get this awful algebra assignment! The fourth problem has me stumped, and there are twenty more to do!” she wailed. Janie’s background of British schooling in the mission field of India had given her a boost in algebra and this wasn’t the first time she had been called on for help by the desperate Leona. 
“Just a second, Leona, while I get the book. I was just starting to study my Bible lesson and hadn’t gotten to the algebra yet.” 
As Janie turned from the phone, Charlotte smiled at her from the couch. “Why don’t you go on down there and help her first-hand? I’ll be here all evening, so feel free to go.” 
Janie beamed and dashed to get the algebra book, remembering to hang up the phone as she rushed back toward the front room. This was unusual freedom and Janie reveled in the night air on her cheeks as she ran the two blocks. 
Leona’s blond head and Janie’s brown one bent together over the desk at the other house as the algebra problems were unraveled. Finally Janie sat back. 
“There, we both understand them, and that assignment is done! I suppose I should go back to my Bible lesson for tomorrow.” Since Janie had taken one Bible course by correspondence at home in the Punjab, she was in a different Bible class now than Leona and her other freshman classmates. “I am supposed to figure out how the story of the rich young ruler can apply to me! It’s a sure thing that I’m not a rich young ruler–or ruleress, or whatever you call a girl in that position.” 
“No,” agreed Leona, “or we wouldn’t be scrubbing floors and washing dishes for ‘our ladies’, would we?” 
At this point Janie stood and walked over to the comfy upholstered chair in the corner. “You surely do work for richer people than I do,” she said. “You don’t even have to share a room with any of the kids.” 
Leona was eyeing Janie, and she turned to the dresser to begin pawing in the top drawer. With her hands full, she face her friend. 
“You know, Janie, you would really be pretty if you would let me touch up your face a bit–just this once? You can wash it off before you leave. Please?” 
It was really because of Janie’s influence that Leona had come to the academy. Back in Janie’s grandma’s town Leona’s mother went to church occasionally, and the two girls had met there during the summer in the youth Sabbath School department. Leona had not had too easy a time adjusting to the “no make-up” rule at the academy, and it looked as though she had really brought plenty of it with her! 
“But I don’t wear it, you know that,” said Janie, stifling the memory of the one little tube of so-called “natural” lipstick that she had tucked under her hankies in her room. Leona laughed and grabbed her hand, pulling her to her feet. 
“Here, sit in front of the drawer so that you can see how it goes on.” 
“We-ell, okay, but don’t let me forget to wipe it off before I go back home,” A slightly shrinking Janie allowed herself to be seated in front of the big mirror. 
Leona, the artist, went to work. She really prided herself on her knowledge of how to apply these things. Delicately she edged and colored Janie’s lips, and with a fine hand she pencilled the brown eyebrows. A bit of color on the cheeks, little tweezer-like things used to curl the eyelashes–and her friend did begin to look very different. Leona stood back periodically and eyed her efforts. Time slipped by, and finally she spoke. 
“There, that’s the way you should look!” 
“Wow, what if my mom could see me now!” And Janie echoed with her words the unease in her heart as she looked at herself. She got up from the bench and flopped on the bed, meaning to say to Leona why she, Janie, couldn’t wear this sort of stuff. 
But Leona was already talking of something else. 
“Did you see that terrifically good-looking boy that sits by me in English class?” she asked, and launched into quite a recital of how she was just sure he had specially noticed her. More time clicked by and suddenly Janie sat upright with a jerk! 
“Look at your clock, Leona! If I don’t really rush I’ll never get the Bible assignment done–and there is a short theme for English tomorrow. I’m going, but fast!” 
Again Janie’s feet flew the two blocks, this time in the other direction. Her mind was very busy composing a short theme she would write down when she got back to her own desk, and she didn’t notice the extra car outside Charlotte’s house. Bursting through the door in her usual hurry, she saw that she had interrupted Charlotte in the middle of her conversation with a lady guest. At this moment realization flooded over the girl. She stood still for a moment, then clapped her hands over her face. 
“Why, Janie, you look quite sweet. You know I don’t mind if you use make-up!” reassured Charlotte. As Janie disappeared down the hall she heard her mistress telling the guest, “We like Janie so much. She’s one of the little girls that goes to that Adventist academy in town here.” 
Janie sat at her desk. All thoughts of the theme were gone now, and with her head in her hands she dripped tears onto the open book before her. She leaned toward the dresser to pull a hankie out of the top drawer, and in doing so she felt the little round, hard tube of lipstick. She held it in one hand as she blew her nose. The gold color of it winked in the desk light, and she turned it round and round. 
Finally she stood, went to the bathroom ans scrubbed and scrubbed and scrubbed and scrubbed. If there were creams and things to remove make-up, she didn’t know about them. At the end of the session her face was sore, but inside she felt a little better. In her room she took the tube of lipstick again into her hand as she sat down to study. Finally, with a decisive gesture she moved the hand over the waste-basket and heard the tube make a satisfying “plunk”as it landed with the trash. 
Janie studied hard and thoroughly through the story of the rich young ruler, and a light began to dawn. It was an old story to her, told many times by her mother and father. Opening her Bible, she read the lesson text: 
“. . . Behold, One came and said unto him, Good Master, what good thing shall I do, that I may have eternal life?” . . . And he said unto him . . . if you wilt enter into life, keep the commandments . . . The young man said unto him, All these things have I kept from my youth up: what lack I yet? Jesus said unto him, If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell what thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasures in heaven: and come and follow me. But when the young man heard that saying, he went away sorrowful, for he had great possessions.” (Matt. 19:16-22) 
Soon all her lessons were done, the theme folded and ready to hand in at English class the next morning. Janie knelt to pray and poured out her heart to her Lord. 
“Now that we have gone over the story of the rich young ruler,” Jacobs was saying during Bible class the next day, “how many of you can give me some way in which it does apply to us?” Hands flipped up all over the room as students gave more or less bright interpretations of the story Jesus had related so well. 
Janie didn’t raise her hand. Somehow she just couldn’t make public the thing that she knew could have stood between her and her salvation. Before she had come to school that morning Charlotte had known, Leona now knew, and her Master knew. That was enough. 
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Guide
The tall, red-haired soldier stood poised, his eyes squinted against the afternoon glare from Guam’s coral road and beaches. He took a deep breath then thrilled to feel the warm tropical water as he swam down, down! The sun’s rays came through the reef waters in shafts of green and aqua, shading through to lavender. Brilliantly colored fish came past, coral fanned out about him, and shells were there for the taking. “Gold ringers,” “Money Cowries.” “Olives.” 
Shells–they were what he was after. Many times he would stand ashore, after a quick trip under, and turn over and over in his hands one of God’s creative miracles. 
A short time before, aboard a 150-foot LCI (Landing Craft Infantry) en route from Hawaii, Red had done some real thinking. Already in the Army for twenty months, he had drifted along. No, he hadn’t begun to drink or smoke. He had gotten his Sabbath passes and gone to church whenever possible. But that was about it. Just before leaving Hawaii, a fellow-soldier had eyed him and asked: 
“Are you a Seventh-day Adventist?” 
“Well...yes,” was the answer. 
“Then you know what? If I were going to be an Adventist, I’d be a real one!” emphatically stated his friend. 
On board the LCI there wasn’t much to do. For twenty-two long days the quiet red-head was thinking. He was making his real decision to follow his Savior all the way–all his life. 
The weeks and months on Guam found Red and a few others of his faith studying with buddies and natives. Never before had the Advent message been brought to this “isle of the sea.” Sabbath services in a GI tent, with the jungle pressing close, held special value in the midst of the stifling atmosphere of all-out war. Many a person hungry for spiritual help and comfort sat on the crude benches made from packing boxes. 
Red was in charge of an 80-bed ward at night–for this was the biggest field hospital ever to receive men right from the front lines of a war. This was World War II, and sometimes he even gave first aid to men flown directly to the hospital. Night after night of caring for the sick and wounded became depressing at times, and the limpid waters of Guam’s Tumon Bay had a healing, soothing touch for the lonely man so far from home. 
The locker in the barracks soon held a real collection of shells. Cones nestled next to cowries, and from time to time he added more. There was a Bible there too, and that was the basic reason, really, why he first began to go to places like Tumon Bay. His buddies, most of them, sat on their cots and gambled, smoked, and drank their ration of beer. To them Red was strange, in that these things didn’t interest him. Even movies and stage shows, put on to “boost their morale,” failed to attract this odd young man. For him there was more enchantment in one wee pink land snail than in all their forms of entertainment. 
The shell diving went on, more and more undersea beauties yielding themselves to the soldier’s hand. With only a swimming mask checked out from the Red Cross supply room–no rubber fins, no oxygen tanks–he pursued his hobby, and loved it. 
Then the war was over. Each shell, carefully cleansed and wrapped in cotton, was tucked in a box. Home, college, and loved ones! 
Some time later Red sat deep in an easy chair, oblivious to all about him. The book in his hands showed shells, and more shells. Page after page he turned, then stopped as words leapt at him from beneath one of the illustrations. He stiffened in his seat– 
“Shells of the genus Conus, or Cone Shells, all carry daggers or blades in their muscular snouts, which can be thrust forward or tipped back at will. In some species these daggers are barbed at the tip and are connected with a poison sack. The poison is injected along the grooves of the dagger, much as is the venom from the fangs of a rattlesnake... 
“Several cases of death from the poisonous bite of the Cloth-of-Gold Cone Conus textilus, have been authenticated. This is reported to be the most dangerous of the Cones.” 
Red’s eyes turned to the top of the bookcase, to the shell collection displayed there. He matched the shell on the far right with the picture in the book. Suddenly he could see the Guam jungle, smell its dank odor. He saw himself standing on shore, holding the rare shell, a lovely shell with saw-tooth pattern–possible death! Then he also could sense something else– the intangible touch of his guardian angel. 
Sixteen years and more have passed since that experience. These have been years of service, for Red is now Mr. Biology to boys and girls in his classes. Daily he leads them to the Creator, through the works of His hand. And daily he thanks God for the guardian angel who continues to care for him just as on that day in Tumon Bay. 
[bookmark: _Toc160802655]A SHELL THAT CARRIED A DAGGER
(Copied from Reader’s Digest)
Shells of the genus, Conus, or Cone shells, all carry daggers or blades in their muscular snouts which they can thrust forward or tip back at will. In some species these daggers are barbed at the tip and are connected with a poison sac. The poison is injected much as the venom from the fangs of a rattle snake. The cones are all carnivorous, feeding upon other mollusks and marine life, which they first kill by a thrust of their poisoned dagger. 
There are hundreds of species of cones but not all are provided with poison sacs. In handling live cones, however, it is best to be very cautious, for, if frightened, they strike. Inflicting a wound that may be very serious. Several cases of death from the poisonous bite of the Cloth-of-Gold cone, Conus textilus , have been authenticated. This is reported to be the most dangerous of cones. 
The genus is found in all tropical and semi-tropical waters. 
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English Assignment - Eng. 44
F. Donavan Hunter, teacher
Shorty Keller shifted his shoulders to a different spot on the fence. His heels dug into the shaggy grass of the front lawn, and his mind went back over the afternoon. So the fellows thought he was chicken? He made a face as he remembered again Martin Sanders’ stinging remark: “Of course he’s chicken, guys! Shorty’s too scared to sniff glue!” 
Shorty writhed inside as he remembered the snickers from the other boys walking together on their way home from school. He knew that some of the boys had tried sniffing model airplane glue several times, starting about a year ago. He’d read in the paper that the fad was spreading all over, and that lots of kids were doing it here in California. He had always listened to the boys conversations without getting involved in things like this, but today had been different. 
“I’m not chicken, either...” His voice had trailed off into a mutter that he realized the other boys didn’t hear. He had fallen gradually behind the rest, glad when he could slip down his own street. 
Right now the fall sun felt warm on Shorty’s thatch of blond hair. The smell of old flower and grass softened his irritation somewhat. Then he remembered his homework. And had pop given him some kind of chore to do after school? Shorty tried to remember–he toyed with the idea of going into the house to do the arithmetic but suddenly he could hear Martin again: “...Shorty’s too scared to sniff glue...” 
Was he really chicken? He was sure Roger and Buck and Pete and Martin had done it. He thought of their boasts about swiping it from Tom’s Hobby Shop. He knew from experience that Tom wouldn’t sell it to anyone under eighteen–Tom abided by the law of the State of California in that matter. Shorty had to ask his mom to buy it for him when he made models. He knew he didn’t like that much. Made him fell like a five-year-old that couldn’t count his own change. 
Getting to his feet, Shorty bent his skinny shoulders in concentration and ambled down the sidewalk away from his home. Suppose he did sniff some glue, he wondered, maybe he’d get to be in Martin’s gang, maybe not. For the past year they had let him walk to and from Lincoln School with them, but his place had always been at the tail end of the crowd. It’s not much fun mostly listening, though. It’s not much fun being teased about a low grade in class or how skinny a guy is. And today the teasing was worse. 
Looking up, Shorty realized he had gone all the way around the block. A strident shout came from his front door. 
“Shorty! Sho-o-rty!” The boy could see his mom’s ample form standing inside the screen door. Then mom saw him. “Get in here! I’ve been yelling my fool head off tryin’ to find you. Your pop’s mad enough about dinner bein’ late!” She turned away from the door and let Shorty go past her. 
Sorry,” he mumbled. The towel in the bathroom soon showed streaks from his hurried wash-up, and he sat down quickly at his place at the table. 
“What’s the matter with you, kid?” Shorty’s father peered at him across the table. “How come you run around instead of doing your work here?” 
“I forgot what you asked me to do, Pop. Honest. What was it?” 
“I told you to mow the lawns. I wish just once you’d be worth something.” Mr. Keller shoveled potatoes onto his plate. “Better eat, and get the front lawn done before dark.” 
After supper Mr. Keller rose heavily, brushed off his soiled work clothes a little and moved to the big chair in front of the television set in the living room. 
Shorty left the table and went to the garage. Pulling the old hand mower out he pushed it disinterestedly back and forth. When the small strip of lawn was almost finished, Shorty looked up to see his neighbor, Karen McGavin, step out of her back door. He leaned on the mower a moment and watched the trim young college girl. As she headed toward her car she waved a cheerful hand. 
“Hi, Shorty! Mow our lawn Sunday afternoon?” She paused to hear his answer. Shorty left his work and walked to the fence that separated their neighboring yards. 
“Sure will. Hey, you got a class tonight, Karen?” Somehow Shorty wanted to talk to this friend. She had been his baby-sitter when he was younger, and her gentle kindness was quite a contrast to his parent’s ways. In Karen’s presence Shorty always felt good, as though it didn’t matter that he was short and skinny. 
“Yes, I do. Speech class on Monday nights.” Karen lifted the books in her left arm and came over and leaned comfortably on the fence. “How’s things, buddy?” 
For a moment Shorty didn’t know what to say next, but then he blurted out, “Karen, did you ever sniff glue?” 
Karen paused for a moment before she answered. Shorty felt her eyes searching his face. “No-o.” She spoke slowly. “What made you ask?” 
“I just wondered. Some of the guys at school do it. Didn’t any of your crowd sniff glue?” 
“I don’t think so, Shorty. I guess the idea got started afer I was past grade school. In high school some of the crowd smoked pot–you know, marijuana cigarettes–but I was always too busy studying and practicing piano to be with them at times like that.” 
“Bunch of the guys were talking about glue today,” Shorty said. “They used to sniff glue–maybe still do.” 
He waited a bit before saying more, then Shorty spoke more earnestly. “I wouldn’t smoke pot, because they explained to us in school how bad it is, but I never heard such talk about sniffing glue. Guess it can’t hurt you much. They just want us not to do something!” 
Karen grinned and Shorty felt her interest in him. “There are plenty of don’ts for boys, huh?” 
“Sure are! Seems like my mom and pop are always yakking at me about something!” 
The tall girl leaned her head to one side to look at Shorty’s house. “Speaking of your pop, He’s almost finished that TV program!” Both of them looked at the silhouette of Mr. Keller’s head against the light of the television set. “I’d better go or I’ll be late for class.” 
Shorty watched Karen drive away, then hurried to finish the lawn. But he was thinking hard. Suddenly he stood as tall as he could. He looked at the old lawn-mower without seeing it, automatically put it in its place against the back wall of the garage. He’d show the guys–he’d show them good! 
At three-thirty the next afternoon Shorty slipped in the back door and went directly to his room. Listening a moment to the TV sounds, he knew his mom would be occupied with her favorite soap opera for awhile. He locked the door, then yanked off his jacket and pulled six tubes of glue from his pockets. 
Shorty grinned at the tubes in his hand. He was about to show the gang–about to show everybody! So he was skinny and short, huh? And his grades weren’t so good? So he forgot to do the things he was asked to do? Well, he’d prove he wasn’t scared, that he wasn’t chicken after all... 
Turning to his closet, he rummaged until he found an old paper sack and other little boy toys. From a drawer in the dresser he got an old sock. Dropping the sock into the bag he quickly squeezed the contents of the tube of glue onto it. With his face in the top of the sack he figured that oughta do it. It did. The fumes brought tears to Shorty’s eyes. Wow–what a buzzing in the ears! Katchoo!! Vaguely he realized the repeated sneezing he heard came from himself. 
Shorty slumped back, sure he’d never be able to breathe again–who’s on my chest? Guess I’ll just float away for a while, maybe never come back... 
When Shorty sat up again, his desk clock told him it was four thirty. He shook his head back and forth to clear away the dizziness. 
“I showed them–I–showed–them.” His voice came to him indistinctly, but his sight began to clear. The TV sounds stopped and he heard his mother rattling the kettles in the kitchen. Shorty looked at himself in the mirror, and in the reflection he saw his untidy room. Better pick up the other tubes of glue–I better get them outta sight–don’t wanna see-em right now. Then the memory of stealing them came back with a rush. “Thief, thief, thief,” drummed something inside his head. 
Shorty walked unsteadily into the living room downstairs and ended up on the couch. “Ooh,” he moaned, and grabbed his head with both hands to stop the throbbing. His mother hurried in from the kitchen and he saw her worried face. 
“Shorty, you sick?” The unusual kindness in her tone sounded good to the miserable boy. 
“Nah.” His muffled denial came through the sofa cushion. “I’m okay. I’ve just got a headache.” 
“Want some aspirin?” 
“Aw, Mom, I’ll be okay!” Suddenly Shorty’s stomach let him know it wouldn’t put up with aspirin–or anything. 
By the time Mr. Keller came home Shorty could walk all right, though he ate little dinner. He felt his mother watching him, but he was relieved that his dad ate, watched TV, and didn’t seen to notice him at all. 
For some reason, the next day Shorty didn’t feel like talking with the guys about what he’d done. But on the way home Martin started to needle him. 
“Hey, short-stuff!” The older boy slowed down a bit to Shorty’s habitual place behind the other fellows. “Didn’t see you after school yesterday–what happened?” 
“Nuthin’.” Shorty glanced at Martin, then looked away. 
“Pete said he saw you at the hobby shop.” Somehow Shorty knew what was coming next. Martin lowered his voice so that only Shorty could hear: “Didja get any glue?” 
“S-s-six.” Shorty felt trapped. 
“Six! Man, you did all right! Use any?” 
“Yeah. One.” Shorty walked faster as they neared his own Monroe Street. 
“Gonna use some more? I can show you things!” Martin pulled Shorty to a stop, and the rest of the boys walked on. 
“I dunno. Maybe I’ll dump the rest of the glue!” Shorty yanked away from Martin’s hold and hurried home. 
But his feet slowed down again as he neared his own doorway. What good was it for a guy to go home? Yet he had to go someplace. 
“Hi, Shorty-boy! Feel any better today?” Mom spoke from her big rocker. “Sorry I didn’t get up to check on you before you left for school this morning. That John Wayne movie on the late-late show—“ 
”I’m okay, I’m okay. Just a headache like I told you.” 
“Glad that’s all.” Mom turned back to her TV program. 
It was several days before Shorty even let himself think about the five tubes in the bottom of his closet. Sometime he’d have to do something with that glue, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to sniff it again. It wasn’t a pleasant experience after all. 
Martin must have passed the word to the other fellows that he had not only stolen glue, but had sniffed it. He heard them drop remarks now and then. 
On the next Tuesday afternoon Shorty poked around in the closet to find his old football. Wouldn’t hurt to kick it around a bit. Then he saw one tube of glue sticking out from under a shoe. He picked it up. If one tube was like that, how would two tubes be? Maybe better. Minutes later two tubes lay flat and empty beside the old paper sack. Shorty choked and sputtered, rubbed his streaming eyes. 
Dizziness, nausea, and other feelings multiplied themselves till Shorty lost track of everything in misery. Whose weird face was that? Not everyone should float in the air. Especially with just a head like that. When he worked hard at focusing his eyes, the face became normal and turned out to be Pete. How come? Non of the guys ever came to his house. And how come Pete’s face was scared? And what could Officer Morrison, a cop, be doing in his bedroom. And mom–mom stood in the doorway wringing her hands. 
For Shorty it was a dizzy, confusing ride to headquarters in the police car with Officer Morrison. He listened dully to a lecture and warning to leave glue-sniffing alone. The pain in his head bothered him, and the words came from far away. Later Shorty wondered what the police sergeant had said. 
The squad car deposited Mrs. Keller and Shorty at home again. At that moment Mr. Keller drove up. 
“What was that cop car doing here?” he demanded before the front door slammed shut behind him. 
“Nothing much, George. Don’t yell so.” Mom seemed to be very busy getting dinner ready. 
“Well, you’d better tell me!” Pop’s shouting vibrated through Shorty’s head. “That lazy boy of ours been up to somethin’? None of this family ever had a police record, and if he done somethin’ bad “i’ll whale him good!” 
“Aw, George, the kid’s only been foolin’ with that glue sniffin’. Don’t see’s it would do much harm, long’s he don’t run around outside while he’s doin’ it.” Mom suddenly laughed and Shorty watched her with surprise from the hallway. “He really don’t look no different than you when you been out with the boys and had some liquor! Come to think of it,” she continued, “I guess it’s the first time the boy ever really reminded me of his pop!” 
Shorty headed for his room, and when inside he looked around. He couldn’t see any tubes of glue, so he guessed the cop must have taken the rest of them. 
“Good!” he said aloud. “I already showed everybody, and it isn’t such a big deal anyhow. Guess I don’t have to do it again.” 
During classes the next day, though, Shorty kept thinking about the glue sniffing, the police, and what mom had said to pop. A feeling of amazement still lingered at the way she had defended what he had done. After school he bragged a bit to the boys. 
“Cops picked me up yesterday.” He stuck out his chest as the group walked along. “My mom says they kick up an awful fuss about nothin’!” 
“You did it again? I never thought you’d have the nerve!” Roger sniffed as he spoke. 
That sniff nettled Shorty. “Sure I did it again, and I’ll do it any time I want to. What do ya think I am–chicken? Don’t know who called the cops. Maybe my mom panicked at first.” 
“No, man, not your mom. Pete told us he was going by and heard your mom yelling for help. She asked him to call somebody. Bet you don’t do it again now the cops got you spotted.” Shorty wondered if there really was a sneer in Martin’s voice. 
“Well, it’s not so great, but I can do it any time my pop don’t find out. He was awful mad.” Shorty’s chest still stuck out a mile as he left the boys. 
With Shorty somewhat accepted as one of the gang, the talk grew more open about forbidden things the boys yearned to do. Shorty found that none seemed to have sniffed glue for quite a while, though they all had tried it. They didn’t like it much, either, he decided from their talk. Once they discussed smoking marijuana. 
“Bunch of the high school guys I know smoke pot,” Martin told the crowd. “One fellow said he’d let me have some pretty soon.” 
“Hey, you don’t listen so good when they talk to us at school.” Pete flicked a look at Martin. “That stuff is bad for you, man, bad. Or hadn’t you heard?” 
“I sure have heard!” Shorty spoke with conviction. “If glue sniffing was real bad news for you, I’d leave it alone. It’s not much fun, anyhow.” 
But even though Shorty made that sweeping statement in front of the gang, he still thought about the glue once in awhile. 
One Sunday pop went fishing, mom went to a friend’s house, and Shorty felt lonely. He wished he could have gone fishing with pop. Most of the afternoon stretched out before him. He sat on the bed in his room. What could a guy do all by himself? He kicked a foot back under the bed and hit a shoe–a rattling sound came from the shoe. Reaching down to pull the shoe out, he saw the three missing tubes of glue! He must have put them there when he was still dopey last time, he thought. 
May as well use them up—nobody around to care this time. In moments Shorty had taken deep breaths of the fumes. His last thought rang round and round in his mine: Wo-o-ow, I–used–three–tubes...The dizziness, the soaring, caught up with him and he seemed to float away. 
A banging on the locked bedroom door brought faint sense to the boy. Voices echoed and re-echoed down the corridors of his senses. Shorty thought he heard his name. Finally he stumbled to the door and unlocked it. He heard the doorbell ring sharply as he clung, swaying, to the doorjamb. Why did the doorjamb refuse to be still? He faced his parents in the hall. 
“Of all the dumb disgustin’ sights...” Mr. Keller began. 
“I better see who’s at the door.” Shorty’s mom left father and son together and returned with–oh–oh, Shorty thought–Officer Morrison. He heard mom talking to the policeman. 
“No, sir, we got him out okay. Guess he came to and unlocked the door himself. You could go on back now, he don’t need no more help.” 
But this time Shorty found himself seated between both parents in the squad car. The usual dazed feelings kept him from knowing much of what went on, but later he remembered his father’s last statement before they were taken home. His memory untangled the words: 
“No, sir, officer. You bet he won’t use the suff again. Not my boy. I’ll beat the daylights outta him if he does! His mom may stick up for him, but not me–he’d better mind what I say!” 
And pop pulled off his own belt the moment the door of their living room closed behind them. 
“Oh, George, don’t do that till later! Can’t you see the boy’s sick?” Mom put her arm around Shorty, but pop shoved her aside and brought the belt down in what he felt to be the proper place. Shorty simply stood, dazed and miserable, and took the beating. Later, in his own bed, he fell asleep. 
For some time, pop checked on Shorty’s every move. It turned out that Shorty found himself on probation with the county probation department, and his father, being responsible to them, for once paid close attention to his son. Shorty hated the questioning each evening. But a guy couldn’t show his feelings about such things and at such a time. He couldn’t forget that belt. Yet inside he boiled with anger. 
The front lawn was being mowed regularly now and so was the back yard. Pop made out a schedule on a sheet of brown paper and pinned it to the bottom of the calendar in the kitchen. Shorty watched him put it there. 
“Now, you mow them lawns like it says there, boy. And empty the trash for your mom, too. No more stealing glue or anything–understand?” 
Shorty understood, but he felt a little puzzled to find within himself a growing feeling of gladness at being noticed so much by his father. 
The neatly mowed lawns made the flower beds look untidy. A late February afternoon found Shorty on his knees cleaning around the rosebushes along the fence. Maybe pop’ll see this looks better, he thought. 
“Hi, Shorty!” Karen’s voice startled the boy. She came around the fence and sat on the neatly cut lawn. “Did anyone ever show you how to prune those rosebushes?” Shorty pulled a few more weeds, considering what she had said. He leaned back to eye the plants. Pretty crummy-looking right now, they were. Scraggly dry branches reached this way and that. The bushes didn’t look good at all. 
Never thought much about pruning. They have more roses if they’re pruned?” Shorty pulled back a long branch that crowded a neighboring bush. “I only started doing this so pop wouldn’t be so mad at me.” 
Karen nodded. “That branch there will have to come off for sure.” She settled down on the grass by Shorty. “But I’ve been wanting to talk to you about something else. I saw the cops come, and your mom told me why they had been here. So I decided to study this glue thing. In fact, I’ve studied it so much I decided to make one of my speeches in speech class on glue sniffing. Will you listen to my fancy speech?” 
“You mean there’s all that to it?” Shorty sat back in his heels and rubbed his dirt-covered hands together. “I thought glue-sniffing was just a fad and wouldn’t really hurt a guy, so what could you study?” 
“Listen friend, there’s lots to study! Don’t go away!” Shorty watched Karen run to her house, and he was very puzzled when she returned with a leaflet and a large folder. He leaned over to look as she opened the folder And he listened. A guy had to listen to someone who was probably his best friend, didn’t he? 
“Here’s the deal, Shorty.” Karen shifted the papers to find what she needed. “All these gimmicks people use to escape from boring, everyday lives seem to have some bad effects on them, one way or another. There are other things that are worse that sniffing glue. Glue is just the easiest thing for kids to get hold of.” 
“Yeah, I know.” Shorty looked down at his hands, but he saw six tubes of glue. “Too easy–yeah.” 
“Anyhow, I went to the narcotics officer at the police department and he gave me this leaflet called, ‘Glue-Sniffing.’ It’s put out by the Juvenile Hall of the Probation Department of the County of Los Angeles.” Karen held out the small paper and Shorty took it. 
“See here, Shorty—“ Karen ran down the print to guide Shorty’s eye, and he read snatches out loud, with her boosting him on the hard words: 
“Glue sniffing can cause severe damage to the bone marrow, liver, kidneys, brain, heart. Some fatalities have occurred (Some people died from it, Shorty figured.) from concentrated breathing of glue fumes.” 
With Karen’s help Shorty got the idea. In fact, he got the idea very well. 
“Hey!” he said, “why didn’t anybody show me this before? Some of the words are tough, but it’s not too hard to see the trouble with glue sniffing!” He drew his hands across his eyes as if brushing away a film. “Guess I’ve been pretty dumb.!” 
“Maybe the police didn’t realize how foggy you felt when you were down at the station. They told me they do try to talk with everyone that’s brought in so they won’t have repeaters of this sort. But this leaflet isn’t the only place I read up on glue-sniffing. Several magazines have printed articles on it. If you keep on sniffing you may even damage your brains.” Karen tucked the leaflet into her folder and drew out a couple of magazines for teen-agers and showed articles in them to Shorty. 
He looked carefully at the illustrations and then burst out, “Man! Wait till I tell the guys. Guess I was more chicken about whether they’d let me in the gang than I was about what might happen to me!” A thought made Shorty ask one more question. “You really going to give a speech about this?” 
“I sure am. I think lots of people don’t know the danger.” 
“Right, Karen–guess it’s like pot or anything else. When you give your speech you’d better tell your class lots o’ guys like me don’t know what they’re doing. Wish I’d known before...” Shorty gathered his garden tools and eyed the wide-spreading rosebushes with their end-of-winter tatters. “I think pop’d rather see roses next summer than a squad-car in the driveway?” 
“He may never admit it, but I bet he would. And I think the neighbors will appreciate the difference. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802657]NOT TILL OCTOBER
One cloudy March afternoon Sally Ann followed her mother down the block. The wind blew their clothes about as they turned in at a white house with blue shutters. 
“Oh, here you are, Mrs. Roberts,” said the lady who answered the door. “Please go around to the garage and I’ll meet you there.” 
Sally Ann watched the garage door swing high. She saw the usual clutter of a family garage–the lawn-mower, washing machine, garden tools– and the bicycles. That’s why we’re here, she thought–a bicycle. It must be the littlest on, the red one! Sally slipped ahead of her mother and ran her hand along the shiny handle-bar. She liked the funny seat, long and flat. 
“Is this it?” she asked. 
“Yes, dear,” the lady told her. “It’s too little for Marshia and Ginny. They both learned to ride on it but they took good care of it.” 
“I probably shouldn’t get it this soon, but it’s a good buy.” Mother opened her purse and Sally watched her take out a ten dollar bill. “In our family we feel the children should wait till they’re six years old to learn to ride a bike. Sally knows this–her big brother and sister told her they had to wait!” She handed the money to the lady and then started to push the bicycle out of the garage. 
“Mother! Please let me push it?” 
“We-ell–as long as you don’t ride it till October. I guess it won’t hurt to let you push it home.” 
Sally’s happiness about her new bike seemed spoiled a little because she mustn’t ride it. She didn’t tell mother, but she felt sure that she could just hop on that bike like David always did. David lived next door to her and how she wished he could see her ride it home. She hoped he wouldn’t be looking while she pushed it home! 
Mother helped Sally by opening their backyard gate, and together they decided on a place in their garage to park it. Sally took a damp cloth and wiped it off, shining bright parts and polishing the red paint. And there the bicycle stood. 
During the month of April Sally Ann remembered the bike often. In May and June she spent a lot of time outdoors, but every once in a while she’d dust off the bike. Sometimes she would even sit up on the seat and pretend the garage floor was the street outside. She could almost feel the wind blow through her hair just like it did when she rode with daddy or mother on their bikes! It was good to pretend, but pretty soon she’d know it wasn’t the real thing and down she’d slide, to walk sadly into the house. 
“Mother, the months are going too slow!” She said this once in July, but daddy’s vacation took the family on a trip. Suddenly September arrived and Sally Ann started school. 
It seemed to Sally that all the other first graders knew how to ride bicycles. Margie, the girl who sat next to her, arrive at school every morning on one. Sally would watch her swing around in circles so smoothly before parking her pretty blue bicycle. But Sally didn’t tell anyone she couldn’t ride yet, for she felt she could. Just wait till she could get her very own bike out and she’d just take off down the sidewalk and the street. Just wait, she told herself! 
Sally Ann began counting the days till her birthday. This year she didn’t even wonder what mother might have hidden away for her presents. They couldn’t be as nice or as important as riding a bicycle, not ever. Fourteen days, thirteen days–then four days, three days! 
“Mother, mother! It’s my birthday–you know it’s my birthday today!” Sally grabbed her long pair of pants out of her dresser, for the October morning felt cold in her bedroom. In the next drawer she rummaged for a warm sweat-shirt. With her socks in one hand and tennis shoes in the other, she paused in the doorway of her parent’s bedroom. 
“Huh? Oh, Sally Ann, happy birthday!” Her mother’s tousled hair rose out of bed and Sally saw her feet feel by the bed for her slippers. “Why, it’s hardly light, dear! Why so early on a nice quiet Sunday morning?” Mother picked up her robe from the chair and pulled it around herself. 
“Come on, mother, it’s getting light and I want to get my bike out! Then I can ride–I can ride!” Sally danced around in the doorway, not noticing her poor daddy hiding his head deeper in his pillow so he could stay asleep. Mother rubbed her eyes and followed Sally to the garage. Sleepily she helped her little girl get the bicycle out the back door of the garage and through the yard gate. 
“Now, see–I can ride. It’s easy!” Sally tucked her tongue between her teeth, took firm hold of both handle-bars, and pushed down on the left pedal with her left foot. And she fell! She fell sideways onto the dewy-wet grass. But I knew I could ride, she thought–I must have started out wrong! 
It took Sally Ann a few minutes to realize that riding a bicycle has to be learned. She was so busy finding this out that she didn’t know when her mother slipped back into the house and left her doing the learning. By the time David got up and came out of his house next door Sally could make the bike go quite a ways with one foot pushing down. He watched her for a while, teased a bit, then went in to eat his breakfast. 
Sally gritted her teeth. I’ll show him! She tried harder and kept trying. By lunch she could get the second pedal down, but oh, her balance was still bad. 
“I can almost ride!” Sally came in to lunch and showed her mother how her hands just naturally stayed up like they were holding on to the handle-bars. “See, they almost grow that way now!” In mid-afternoon mother brought a sobbing, tired Sally Ann in to lie down. 
“I know you want to learn to ride, dear, but you’re wearing yourself out.” Mother stretched out beside her little girl on the bed and opened a book. “Let me read to you for a while.” 
“O–o–kay . . But . . I . . want . . to . . ride to . . school . . tomorrow!” She got the words out between her sobs. 
“Sally Ann Roberts! You don’t really think you could do that!” Her mother sat up and looked at Sally and she knew she couldn’t–not yet, not tomorrow already. 
So Mother read the book and Sally listened. After awhile mother closed the book and took time to explain that a person must learn the rules for bike-riding before they could ride around town. 
“You see, dear, our street is very quiet. The neighbors watch carefully for children. If you do ride well in a few days, maybe next week or so you can ride the three blocks to school. But I’ll go on my bicycle with you for the first few times.” 
“Do you have to, mother? None of the other mothers do that!” 
“Other mothers may not even know how to ride or have bikes, Sally. I want you to learn the rules well–I can teach them to you best by going with you myself.” 
“All right, mother.” Sally saw mother meant what she said. 
Two days later Sally rode right down her street, she didn’t tip or fall. Then she learned to turn and to circle. Mother helped her fasten a little basket to the front of the red bike for her lunch pail. And the Monday after that Sally and mother peddled down the street to school. 
“Mother!” Sally called. “I think this is more fun than going by myself!” . . . And it’s been better to wait till I’m this big, she told herself. . . . when I have children I’ll sure tell them you can’t ride a bike right off–you have to learn! 
Then Sally Ann and mother stopped their bikes to walk them across Arthur Street, the last busy street before the school. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802658]The Dedicated Guitar
Review
Sharon juggled the bag of groceries on her left arm, but her right hand didn’t open the screen door right away. She stood and let the flood of organ music pour through the door and surround her with its melody. Even as she stood there the music stopped, and seconds later she heard the same ripple forth from the piano. Peering through the screen, Sharon saw her brother’s blond head bent over the keys. Paul was back from college for a few days. 
“Why Paul–why not me?” Sharon wondered while she stood on the porch. “Why can’t I sit there and play like that? I know I’d love it just as much as he does!” She realized there was a cloud on her face, so she stood still a moment longer before going in. 
“Hi, kid!” Sharon pulled open the screen door and walked inside. She grinned at Paul as he swung around to catch the grocery bag that almost spilled. “Hey, Sharon,” Paul said, “how come you weren’t here when I got in?” 
“Well sir, if just for once you’d give us a definite arrival time instead of telling us to come and get you when you phone from the bus depot, I’d hang around. Mom needs this stuff and I walked down to the market.” Sharon led the way into the kitchen. “Paul,” she said, “It’s so good to hear you play like that again!” 
“Yeah, I could hardly wait to reach home and get my hands on the organ and piano.” Paul pulled out a kitchen chair and sat down to watch his sister trim the lettuce and put it away. “At college I sure don’t have time to play!” 
“Paul. . .” Sharon chewed a bit of lettuce, “Do you think I could pick up piano again? Mom says my beginning teacher wasn’t as good as yours was.” 
“Why couldn’t you? Will academy have a good piano teacher next year?” 
“I think so. Mrs. Bradley. Mom and dad knew her back in college. Her students say she’s great!” Sharon stood still a moment, thinking into the future. She didn’t notice when Paul slipped into the living room, but a moment later she hear the tones of his guitar. She hummed a bit, then began to sing. Paul heard her, and he began to sing too. The words flowed soft and mellow, the gentle guitar chords filling in the harmony. They sang about “Somebody bigger than you and I. . .” 
Through the next few days of late August Sharon and Paul reveled in music. The little house on the corner of Vincent and 21st streets rang often with their songs. Paul dug out his silver flute, but they soon put that away in favor of the instruments they could sing with. 
Then the vacation was over. Sharon went on to a different academy that fall and registered for her Junior year. She signed up for work in the laundry, and found she was able to have Mrs. Bradley for her piano teacher. Maximum hours of work, a full school program, and piano practice kept the girl more than busy. The first thrill of taking piano became a bit dulled as she beat out again the elementary pieces she had learned so long ago. 
“One–two–three–four.” Brushing her hair out of her eyes, Sharon began again. “One– two– three– four. One– two– three– four.” She jumped up and gathered her books together when the bell rang. All the way to Mrs. Bradley’s studio, Sharon wished she could go on a little faster and get to some interesting music. 
“Mrs. Bradley, may I play that piece in four-four time first? I sure do hope it’s okay, for I’m really sick of it!” Sharon grinned and pulled herself up to the piano. 
Mrs. Bradley smiled. “I have to admit no one likes it much. It’s simply one step toward the kind of music that is more fun. Go ahead--play it.” Mrs. Bradley tapped her toes to the time as Sharon played. At the end of the piece she nodded approvingly. “Good–we can file that one.” Then the teacher thought a moment. “What do you really want to do with music, Sharon?” 
“I’m not sure, Mrs. Bradley. My brother has always played so easily, and he has so much fun with it: maybe I’m jealous or something.” Sharon held our her hand before her and looked at the long fingers. “I only know that if I could learn some music I would be happy.” 
“You are doing fine so far for me. Take the next three pages and begin learning this sheet music.” Mrs. Bradley’s encouraging smile followed Sharon out of the studio door and left a happy feeling inside the girl. 
At practice period later that week Sharon absently picked at the keys, one note at a time. Suddenly she realized she was playing a melody–what was it? The tune formed itself and she gave a little squeal! It wasn’t original, not at all, but she could play it without written music! Timidly she added a chord or two, and finally she had worked out the whole song. Over and over she played it, forgetting her assignment. At her next piano lesson her assignment didn’t go well at first. 
“What’s the trouble, Sharon? Weren’t you able to get to your practice this time?” 
“We-ell, I did practice–but I guess I didn’t practice what you gave me!” Sharon hunched her shoulders a bit and felt embarrassed. Then she burst out, “But, Mrs. Bradley, I can hear the sounds Paul hears! I can play by ear! Listen–I put what you’ve taught me together with a song I like, and that’s the way he does it.” Haltingly at first, and then with added confidence Sharon played the song. After the first few bars she thought she heard a chuckle from Mrs. Bradley, but she played through to the end, then sat back on the bench. 
“The song from your old academy, Sharon?” Mrs. Bradley smiled at her pupil. 
“Yes, it’s the school song from where I went before–but how did you guess?” 
“I taught there for several years, and a music teacher would surely remember the school song! You caught the spirit of it in your playing all right. Are you a bit homesick to go back?” 
“Homesick isn’t the word. It isn’t strong enough for the way I feel. I’d go back at the drop of a letter from my folks!’ Sharon’s words fell over themselves and her cheeks flushed with excitement. “I spent my freshman and sophomore year there. I gave myself to the Lord there, and a group of us had planned to do great things for Him!” The girl’s face fell and she said no more, only turned back to the piano to continue her lesson. But Mrs. Bradley had more to say. 
“I’ve wondered what the trouble has been with you. You aren’t really happy here, are you?” 
“How can I be happy, Mrs. Bradley” I’ve been here for months now and no one seems to feel as I do about Christ. My real friends just got left behind, that’s all. I’ve tried to start a prayer band and it fizzled. What can a girl do?” 
“We all feel this way sometimes, especially in a new place, Sharon. I’ve often thought about how Esther must have felt. Remember her story? It was Mordecai who told her, “Who knoweth whether thou art come to the kingdom for such a time as this?” 
“Esther, huh? I never thought of myself in the same breath with her before! But maybe I’m wasting my time with music; maybe that isn’t what the Lord wants me to do.” 
“Perhaps I’m prejudiced, Sharon, but I feel that music is never a waste. Keep on with it for this school year. Really listen when you play, and we’ll see what works out.” 
Suddenly half the school year was gone, then three fourths of it. Sharon felt dazed as she tried to figure out what had happened to the months. Sitting in her room, she absently drummed her fingers in the desk, playing silently a piece of music she had nearly memorized. She looked past her roommate’s head, searching her mind for a note that was missing. 
“That Sybil across the hall could quit any time now! How’s a girl supposed to study with that guitar racket going on?” Ruth–Sharon’s roommate–made a face toward the door. Sharon came to with a start. 
“My brother plays the guitar, but not like that.” Sharon leaned back in her chair. “He and I sing together when we are at home. If Sybil wanted to, she could use her musical talent for the Lord. She knows more about playing a guitar than anyone else I know. But you could turn on any hippie radio station and listen to what she plays. Guess the dean should be along any minute!” 
Footsteps in the hall verified Sharon’s word. Both girls were silent and tense, listening. A knock sounded, door opened and voices murmured. The girls could hear only snatches of the conversation. 
“. . .too much noise of the wrong kind. . .” 
“I’m sorry, Sybil, but. . .” 
Ruth stood up impatiently. “I’m going to the shower room! I’ll let you know if I find out anything.” Sharon heard no more until Ruth came bursting back into the room. 
“I think Mrs. Roberts took her guitar away! Guess they’ve had just too many go-rounds with this thing. I’m not much for classical music, but all that rock ‘n’ roll isn’t my bit either!” 
“Ruthie, it’s funny she can’t seem to understand. It’s right in the school bulletin what is expected of a student here. I think a guitar could be used to win other youth for the Lord–if it was played right! I know He loves our generation just as much as any in the past, and we have some things that belong especially to us. Maybe the guitar is one of those things.” 
Ruth shook her head in puzzlement. “It’s all beyond me. I’d better get that theme done for tomorrow. Maybe I can do it now that Sybil can’t make her racket any longer.” 
Sharon thought often about their conversation in the next few days. For some weeks she and two of her coworkers at the laundry, Jackie and Mary, had been playing around with different songs, forming a girl’s trio. At break-time, Mary would hum a melody, and the other two would fill in the harmony. It was fun, and Friday nights the girls began to sing outside some of the faculty homes. One May evening they ambled slowly back to the dormitory together. 
“It’s special singing under the stars, isn’t it?” Mary tucked her arm through Sharon’s. Jackie kicked a rock, and wandered along ahead. 
Uh-huh. I’ve been thinking about the song we just sang–about following Jesus. Last year I dedicated the rest of my life to Him.” Sharon turned into the walk in front of the dorm. “I wish I could do more about it now.” 
“Sure, sure–I think we all behave pretty well, don’t you?” Jackie eyed Sharon as they passed through the big front doors. Sharon said no more, only invited Jackie and Mary into her room. They harmonized a bit, but the earlier enthusiasm had waned. Suddenly Sharon sat down on her bed. 
“I know what! Wouldn’t it be fun if we had some instrument we could carry with us when we sing?” 
“But, Sharon, that’s silly. None of us play an instrument. At least, non of us but you–and you couldn’t carry a piano very far!” Mary had been leaving, but she turned and looked at Sharon in surprise. 
“I could learn. Maybe. . .” Sharon once more let a subject drop, and the others said good night and left. The minute the door closed Sharon grabbed a piece of letter paper and began: 
“Dear Paul, 
“Remember when you told me how much you enjoy your guitar because you can play it right in your own room and it’s so easy to store? Now that you have an electric one, how about lending me your Spanish guitar for the summer? I have to stay here at school and work in the laundry and I’ll have my evenings free! I could put in three hours a day practicing. Please, Paul–how about it? I’ll be careful, so careful with it. Mom wrote that you and I will both be home at the same time right after school is out. Can you bring the guitar then? You can show me how to start playing. Thank you! I just know you’ll lend it to me!” 
“Love.” 
“Sharon” 
She sat looking at the note she had written. Then she folded it in two and slid the paper into an envelope. I wonder, Sharon thought, what people will think of me if I play a guitar? Isn’t it possible to be a part of my generation and still head for heaven? Sharon licked a six-cent stamp and set it in place on the envelope. 
Days later, Sharon’s shining eyes looked up at Paul. Her hands caressed the blond wood of the instrument in her lap. One forefinger traced the graceful F-hole. 
“Paul–Paul–I love you! What a brother!” Clumsily Sharon strummed the six strings, cringing a little at the discord she produced. “Where did you get this–I only asked to borrow your old one!” 
Paul sat down and took the guitar from his sister. He began to tune it, turning one knob, then the next, tilting his head to listen. Finally he spoke. “There, that sounds better....Oh, you asked where I got it? One of the guys came running down the hall the last day of school. He said he couldn’t take this home–no room in the car–and would someone give him five bucks!” 
“But Paul, this is worth lots more than five dollars!” 
“Maybe so, maybe not. Someone has been pretty rough with it and the neck is damaged. It won’t last forever, but you can learn on it.” He handed the guitar back to Sharon and showed her how to hold it. “Guess we’d better get you a beginner’s chord book, but soon you should be able to play without a book.” 
“We hope I will! Sharon stood up. Let’s go buy that chord book! And thank you, Paul–thank you so much.” 
The summer evenings at school were ideal for learning to play the guitar. Jackie had graduated, but back at the academy Mary and Sharon were joined by another girl, Lori, from the laundry. The three of them often sat out on the lawn and sang with Sharon’s stumbling chords. The broken-necked guitar had to be tuned frequently, and it’s tone left much to be desired, but Sharon kept practicing. Then she made a trip home and trouble started. Somehow the guitar got bumped, and the neck was further damaged. A visit to the music store revealed that there was no hope for the instrument–it simply could not be repaired. Sharon would tune it, and half a song later she would have to tune it again. By now the guitar was part of her way of life. Through it she gained confidence. 
“Dad, can you fix this?” she pleaded with her father. She was sure he could fix anything, but after he examined it he slowly shook his head. 
“I’m afraid not, my dear,” he said. 
“Mom, what shall I do?” Sharon walked into her mother’s sewing room with the old guitar in her hand. 
“Sit down, Sharon. Paul and I had a talk when he was here. Maybe there is something we can do.” Mom threaded a needle for some hand sewing and continued working. “Dad and I have watched you, and Paul is interested to see what you can do with guitar. Do you like the tone of that one?” 
Sharon shrugged her shoulders. “This one isn’t much, but it’s all I’ve got. I hoped that if I practiced hard something would come up so I could get a better one. I think I’d rather play guitar than go on with piano.” 
“That’s what we’ve waited to find out. But if you had gone along with the popular, worldly concept of guitar playing we would have let the whole thing go. Paul was so sure of his sister that when he went back to college he told us to trade in his flute on a guitar for you!” 
“His flute, Mom?” But he loves it so much! Remember how he used to polish it and practice and practice?” Sharon’s hands grew white at the knuckles from clutching the old guitar in her lap. 
“He also likes to sing when he plays–and that’s hardly possible with a flute!” Mom chuckled at Sharon’s excitement. 
“But, Mom, even with the flute, how could we buy a guitar? Paul’s college registration is coming up and so is mine at the academy.” 
“I know. I wondered, too, but recently I did a bit of work and have a check coming. It may be enough if the Lord impresses the man at the music store to give us a good trade-in allowance on the flute.” 
Sharon sat thinking for a while. She felt her mother’s eyes on her. Then she finally spoke. “Mom, if I do go on to play the guitar will people take me wrong? Will they think I’m out for the kind of thing the hippies stand for?” Sharon’s eyes begged for help. For a year now these questions had been in her heart, and she simply had to voice them. 
Mom said, “A few years ago I went to hear a man and his two sons present a classical concert–on guitars, Sharon. After that I grew more interested. I’ve found that guitars were played before the piano was invented. They date back more than four hundred years!” Mom folded the shirt she had mended and laid it on the pile, then picked up a jacket and selected a replacement button for the sleeve. “Two years ago when Paul began to play the guitar I searched my own feelings in the matter. I guess you are reaping the benefit of the understanding I found for him.” 
Sharon sat quietly listening. After a few moments mother spoke again. “There is only one thing of importance, really. How is this thing in you own heart? Does your guitar playing bring you closer to the Lord? Can you pass on His love to others with your music?” 
“If I ever find that it does anything different than that, Mom, I’ll put away my guitar for good!” Sharon’s relief showed on her face, and she and her mother smiled at each other. “But how do we dare try to choose a good guitar? Paul isn’t here to help.” 
“I intend to visit one of the larger music stores in the city. Dad and I have already talked with many people who play guitars. Ever hear of a Gibson guitar? A Melody or a Martin?” 
“I guess I underestimated you folks!” Sharon held out her old guitar and spoke to it. “Sorry, old buddy–maybe we can hang you on a wall for decoration!” 
Before Sharon quite realized what had happened she was standing with her parents in the big-city store. She set the little flute case down on a piano and looked with awe at the shining guitars hanging on the wall behind the drum display. 
“Yes, I think we can help you.” The man led them around to where they could handle the guitars. “I believe we can give you a good trade-in on the flute, too. It looks beautiful; someone gave it loving care.” 
Dazed, happy, and shivering just a little, Sharon walked out of the store a half hour later with her new guitar. 
Mom made a canvas case for the guitar; she put a long zipper around the end and sewed a pocket on the outside in which to carry music. Sharon walked into the dorm back at school holding the handle of the case. She was almost the first girl back at the academy for registration. In her room she unloaded her arms and laid the case gently on the unmade bed. Zipping it open, she pulled out the instrument. Then she sat there in the confusion, singing and singing, softly playing the guitar. 
“Humble me, O Lord,” Sharon sang. “Humble me so I can do-a Thy will....” 
Later she made her bed up and unpacked suitcases to the sound of returning footsteps in the corridor. A knock at the door brought things to a halt. “Mary!” “Sharon!” The girls hugged each other. Their chatter came to a halt, for Mary saw the guitar. Reaching out her hand she lifted it and examined every shiny inch. 
Then Lori stood in the doorway. “Is it Sharon’s?” she asked. 
“Yes, my folks just got it for me.” Sharon cleared off a chair. “Here, try it!” 
Lori sat and fingered the strings. Then she stopped abruptly, her eyes alight. She said, “Is it dedicated–like you are?” 
Sharon gave her a startled look, but Lori didn’t wait for an answer. “I thought so! I just knew it would be that way!” 
During the busy opening weeks of school Sharon found that Sybil had not come back–no one wondered why. Sharon wished she and Sybil could have gotten to know each other better. Could she have witnessed more to the girl for the Lord? Might there have been some wedge she could have used to open the way for Sybil to become a real Christian? Given a little more time, might the guitar have helped? She thought often of the day Mrs. Bradley quoted, “Who knoweth whither thou art come to the kingdom for such a time as this?” 
Out of these thoughts came a determination. She and the guitar began to become one. She hunted for songs, gospel songs, that would say what she wanted to. And with the playing of her guitar Sharon began to relax. 
She learned to meet other students more easily. Her circle of personal friends grew and her wish for a prayer band came true. Often the group of girls ended their special worship by singing with Sharon’s guitar in the background. 
Then came a letter from Mom: 
“Mr. Sawyer, Sabbath School superintendent in the senior division, wants you to prepare special music for the adults next time you are home. Are you ready? You have a commitment, don’t you?” 
At the little home church that Sabbath, Sharon wondered how she’d do. This was different from singing with academy friends in a dormitory room or on the bus after a field trip. Did her hair look all right? Was her dress suitable? Her shoes? From the room off the platform Sharon peeked out and let her eyes roam over the people sitting there so quietly. She had chosen her song carefully to reach the hearts of this audience. Suddenly she laid the guitar on a chair. Kneeling. She prayed, “Dear Lord, this is my first time. Please guide my hands and tell me what to say and do!” She heard Mrs. Sawyer’s voice over the small loudspeaker in the ceiling. 
“Our special music will be brought to us by one of our academy students who is home for a weekend. Here is Sharon Bates.” 
Sharon stepped across the carpeted platform. All thoughts about her dress and shoes and hair fell away. One girl of seventeen stood before the a group of adults. She smiled and spoke, holding her guitar. 
Some time ago,” she began, “I gave myself to the Lord. And He has blessed me so much! Last summer I realized something–that if I am dedicated to my Lord, anything I own must be dedicated to Him too. So I’ve asked Him to guide me in using this guitar, that its music may only be used in His service.” 
Bowing her head slightly to look at the strings, Sharon fitted her fingers to the first chord position for her song. The she sang, “I walked one day upon a country road and there a Stranger journeyed too...” It was a song everyone in the church knew, and she felt them listening. Twice she faltered slightly, but the song carried on. As the last note slipped away into silence she stood very still. She heard, then, old Grandpa Barron’s solemn “Amen!” 
Moments later Sharon smiled at the boys and girls in the junior division. 
“Let’s learn this spiritual: “Humble me, humble me...” 
At dinner, Mom–who led the junior division–said she had never heard the juniors sing so well. 
“Who knoweth,” Sharon thought, “Whether thou art come to the kingdom for such a time as this?” 


[bookmark: _Toc160802659]THE LITTLE RED BIBLE
Janie twisted and turned in bed. The hot Indian night kept sleep fom coming. Through the misty mosquito netting over her bed she could see the lights of Cawnpore. She could hear the sandaled feet of people hurrying home to their curry and rice. A little breeze billowed the mosquito net and Janie thought how nice it was that the roof of the mission house was flat, and they could sleep up there in the summer. She stretched out on her back and stared at the stars overhead. 
“The heavens declare the glory of God,” repeated Janie softly. Daddy had let her sit beside him in family worship and follow the words in his big preacher’s Bible. Thinking of that reminded her of Margie and her Bible. Yes, her sister had her very own. 
“And I want one, too. I want a Bible with soft red covers,” Janie said softly aloud. She was getting sleepy now, but daddy’s words echoed through her drowsy mind: 
“I know, Janie. I’m glad you want a Bible of your own–but in our family no child gets a Bible till he or she can read a verse that I choose all alone in family worship–remember?” 
Then suddenly the bright sun was pouring through the mosquito net! 
“Janie, get up!” called mother’s voice. Grumpily Janie made her way downstairs. 
“Janie dear, dress Susie, please,” mother’s voice sounded gentle, but a frown had settled on Janie’s face. 
“All right–come on Susie!” Janie caught a small hand and yanked her little sister into her bedroom. Jerkily she unpinned diaper pins and Susie gave a howl of protest. 
“Mama-a-a-a!” wailed Susie. 
“Janie!” came a warning call. Janie tried to be nicer and more careful, but the scowl on her face grew worse. All morning she couldn’t get rid of her grumpiness. 
“I hate you, Margie!” she hissed under her breath when her big sister got in her way at the bathroom basin. When mother called, “Schooltime!” Janie waited till the very last minute to get to the study. Today she hated even the idea of reading lesson. Why can’t we go to a school in America like my cousins do? She glared at the pile of correspondence school textbooks on her mother’s desk. 
“Janie, I kinda wish you didn’t have to be in our school,” Margie finally whispered. Janie made a face and stuck out her tongue in reply when mother wasn’t looking. But Mother evidently saw the cloud on her face. 
“Janie, are you getting sick?” Mother asked, feeling her forehead. 
“I’m not sick!” pouted Janie. “I wish everyone would leave me alone!” 
In the afternoon Janie was free to do as she wished, but she still didn’t feel happy. Moonoo, the little Mohammedan boy from behind their house, came to play. They made roads in the dust, pulled sticks along the roads for “ekkas” (horse-drawn carts), but finally even Moonoo gave up. 
“Aisi keu ho? (Why are you this way?)” he asked. 
“I don’t know what you mean!” And Janie ran into the house, leaving Moonoo looking even more puzzled. 
At worship time that evening Janie sat on the other side of the room from daddy. He motioned to her to come and help hold his Bible, but Janie stayed where she was. Mother shook her head in surprise. Janie thought Margie looked smug, sitting there holding her own Bible. 
Daddy’s voice read on and on, it seemed to Janie. She tried not to listen, but the last words of the chapter got through to her ears: “Let the words of my mouth and the meditations of my heart be acceptable in Thy sight, O Lord . . .” 
“Janie,” daddy asked, “what does ‘meditation’ mean?” 
“I. . .I don’t know,” she faltered. 
“Margie, can you tell us?” he turned to his oldest daughter. 
“Does it mean ‘thoughts,’ daddy?” Margie answered. 
“That’s right, dear,” he said. “Let’s all kneel for prayer now. After that I’d like Janie to stay with me in here for a little while.” 
Janie slid to her knees, a bit uneasy. Daddy could be pretty stern. When the others had left the room, she stood waiting. 
“Janie,” daddy said firmly, “I think it’s time for you to tell me what the trouble is.” 
“Trouble, daddy?” she asked. 
“Yes, Janie, trouble! Trouble you’ve made for everyone all day long. I watched you play with Moonoo today–you were right under my study window. We are here to tell him of Jesus’ love. I don’t think you showed him much about it while you were playing.” 
“O–I couldn’t help it, daddy–I just haven’t been happy!” Two tears trailed down Janie’s face. 
“Why?” persisted daddy. “I could see that you weren’t happy when you went into the schoolroom with mother this morning..” 
“Daddy!” Suddenly burst from Janie, “why does Margie have things I don’t have?” 
“Things, Janie?” A look of understanding began to show in daddy’s eyes. 
“Well, she has a Bible of her very own, and I have to look at the words with you!” Janie went on. 
“It sounds like your meditations have been very jealous today, Janie! I hope you can stop being jealous about the Bible someone has, for it’s this Book that tells of Jesus’ love for us. I’m sure it makes Him sad to know my girl feels this way. Why don’t you work hard on your reading with mother? I think you are almost ready to read a verse alone–Margie had to do that, too, you know.” 
Suddenly Janie gave a big sob and threw her arms around her father. 
“Daddy, being jealous of Margie made me cross to Moonoo, didn’t it. Please go with me to tell him I’m sorry.” 
Daddy stood. Hand in hand he and Janie walked around to the back of the mission compound to find Moonoo. At bedtime Janie had an extra-special hug for mother to make up for her actions during classes, and as she crawled under the mosquito netting she called to Margie: 
“I love you, Margie. Please forgive me for being nasty today. I’m even glad you have a Bible all your own.” 
For a while Janie watched the stars again. 
“Dear Jesus,” she prayed silently, “please help me to learn to be like You. I promise I won’t even mind if my Bible doesn’t have soft red covers. . .” 
Three months later when Janie opened her birthday presents she saved a certain package for last. When she lifted out her Bible, she felt eagerly of softness and pretty red covers. Daddy helped her find her verse: 
“Let the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart be accept. . . accept. . .,” no one said a word to help Janie, “ACCEPTABLE in Thy sight, O lord. . .” 
Her face shining, Janie closed the little red Bible. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802660]To the Islands of the Sea - - -At least one of them!
(Circa 1994)
In 1998, unknown to me, Bob had been corresponding with the Guam-Micronesian Mission–he had even investigated opportunities for retiree-volunteer work... During WWII bob went to Guam with the second wave of Americans, so soon after the initial invasion that he could smell the dead bodies. He and other SDA servicemen started the first Adventist church on Guam. He learned to love the Marianas Islands and the Chomorro people, and I knew he had always wanted to go back after the War. 
Now he announced that since he was “retired” he’d like to go out there and work some more! Of course, where he goes I go. 
However, I didn’t want to be excess baggage, so when we got to Saipan I volunteered to help at the little mission school. My chief qualification–I love kids. 
I learned that the school had less than 100 students, and included Kindergarten through 8th grade. Besides the native Chomorros, Saipan has people from 15 or so cultures, and they speak at least 14 languages. Adults communicate through English, but most homes use the language of their background. So all those students are thrown into a maelstrom of English, and at school even Korean kids talk to other Korean kids in English. I’ve often imagined their parents reminding them every morning to do this, since it would certainly enhance the learning of English. 
The school was located half a mile from our house. When I arrived there, I stated up-front that I am NOT A TRAINED TEACHER, but “point my nose at a job, tell me how to do it–and I’ll try.” Might have to ask a lot of questions, but I’m good at trying! 
My first assignment: a teacher plopped a fat college textbook in my lap, plus some incomprehensible (to me) charts, and announce that I now had the responsibility of teaching phonics. After which she went busily on with her own teaching. 
“Wait a minute!” I asked myself, “What happened to I’M NOT A TRAINED TEACHER?” That night I wrestled with the book and my fears that I might do irreparable damage to those precious students. 
The next day I went to Ron Abrams, the principal, and explained my weaknesses. Would he please ask the teachers to point my nose to jobs simple enough for me to handle? 
He did, and they did. So I became a happy roving teacher’s aide. I listened to reading groups, helped with pronunciation. I’m acquainted with the sounds of several languages, so I found I enjoyed bridging the student from their sounds to the intonations of English. 
As the weeks went by I learned more about the school. Ron Abrams had been there for six years. During that time he had upgraded it from four grades to eight, and established firm principles. Bad language, fighting and such were not tolerated. Moral standards in the Pacific islands are not high, by Christian ideals, and the school works on that concept. It’s definitely a “mission school” in every way, for only about 10% of the students come from our own small Adventist congregation. And at least half of those are from mission families. 
I learned to love children of Korean, Japanese, Chamorro, American and many other backgrounds. I found they are like kids here–they love hugs, and warm up easily to a smile. Enthusiasm bubbled between us in groups, and also when I helped individuals. I had so much fun! 
During the first year I was astonished to learn that Saipan, (technically United States soil) had NO PUBLIC LIBRARY! Wow! I didn’t know how to live without a library... Then I noticed shelves of books in the 3rd grade classroom, and more books upstairs in the 5th and 6th grade room. All those books had library classifications on the spines. Go ol’ Dewey Decimal library system. Memories came back, and I recognized things I’d learned in the summer of 1946 when I worked in the Pacific Union College library for three months. 
I asked permission to borrow some of the books to read. Found all of Sam Campbell’s nature books, Norma Youngberg’s mission stories of Borneo and other islands... There was a good collection of science books, children’s bible story books–ad infinitum. I asked where the books came from. 
Ron told me that some of the mission wives had sorted and catalogued piles of books that had been donated and shipped out by their families in the U.S. Also, ADRA had shipped boxes of publisher’s over-runs, which had been accessioned into the library by mission-wife volunteers. However, I soon found the school had absolutely no system for keeping track of this precious resource. Students freely took them home in backpacks, and no telling if they ever got back. 
Ron graciously let me borrow books. But on registration day for the second school year, when I slipped over to the school to get a couple books to read before I’d be a Teacher’s Aide again–the books we GONE!! I finally broke into the registration line in the principal’s office and asked, “Where are the library books? I can’t find them!” 
Ron Abrams laughed. “Hey, we have a REAL library now! Look in the little room beside the Kindergarten classroom!” 
I went. I saw. Five days until school. Boxes of books stood piled in the middle of the room. Empty new shelves climbed the wall. A brown wooden box sat on the floor. I pulled open its little drawers and found 3x5 card–I recognized the Dewey Decimal System card catalog. 
I sat on the box and thought awhile. Quite awhile. 
Then slowly I climbed back up the stairs to the principal’s office. Breaking into the registration line again, I asked formally and a bit timidly, “Ron, who’s going to be librarian?” 
“Well, the K Teacher will do her best, though she’ll be busy....She’ll be teaching the 5th and 6th Social Studies in the afternoons, but we’ll work it out somehow.” He turned back to the students what waited to register. 
I made my instant, fateful decision. 
Ron’s face lit up with relief. He beamed and said, “Go to it!” 
Now if I had known about the 100s of hours I’d spend in that tiny room, wrestling with unknown factors–maybe I would have chickened out to begin with. But I learned–often asking the Lord to show me what to do next. I learned to classify, order new books, and judge the books already there. 
Many of the books donated from publisher’s over-runs were not suitable for that school and its age students. With permission I discarded those to make room for others that would be actively used. 
For three years that little library room became the most important part of my world. On a portable electronic typewriter I re-typed the entire card catalog, plus adding new classification cards for the many books we ordered, before putting them on the shelf. 
The lower grade teachers cooperated with me in setting up weekly Story-time for the students through the second grade. We worked out a weekly library schedule to co-0rdinate with classroom schedules. 
Each year the Saipan SDA School held a “Trash-a-thon.” The students cleaned up miles of beach-front, and roadways, for the island culture has never come far from the days when a dinner plate was a banana leaf–to be thrown over your shoulder when you finished eating! Now they may throw pop-bottles, papers, and everything, over their shoulders, with the same abandon, making “Trash-a-thon” profitable. Most of the kids had business people for parents, and their sponsors vied to promise plenty of money. The school brought in over $7,000 each year from this event. When asked for a budget for new books and library equipment, it was scheduled out of the trash-a-thon money 
So I had the most wonderful time of my life! I ordered lots of books, and got to read every single one of them. I got the students involved by asking for ideas as to which area needed more books. Third and fourth grade boys insisted on more “books about snakes and lizards!” Some of the fifth and sixth grade girls asked for cook books, “Be sure there’s cooky recipes!” 
When I started organizing the library, the attitude of the school staff was that the library was an accessory, not too important to the life of the school. However, I asked to be included in staff meetings, and made weekly library reports By the end of the next three years (with the Lord’s help) the library had become a part of learning, with the use of outside reading an integral part of the school program. 
A new principal, Glen Bentjen, came to us for the last two years we served in Saipan. Glen had worked with the Adventist English Language Schools in Japan for some time. Those schools are used to reach young people with the gospel and have been very effective. I appreciated the spiritual concepts both Glen and Ron projected in the school, and I trust the atmosphere in the library echoed those concepts to the students. 
Before the end of my last year of this volunteer work, the school board hired a person for the next year who would carry on the duties of a librarian. She came in time for me to show her the basics of what had been set up. I showed her the shelf titled “Librarian’s Reserve,” with booklets and information I had ordered on how to operate. I surely could have used that material when I started! 
The Saipan SDA School is our strongest mission outreach for Christ on the island of Saipan. That fact is recognized by both the mission office and the mission workers of Saipan. Boys and girls are a precious commodity, not to be wasted or ignored.... Oh how hard it was for me to leave those kids! 
Bob is not a preacher. I am not a teacher. But we went, we did what we could for the Lord’s work. And we ourselves came back knowing we had been bountifully blessed. 


[bookmark: _Toc160802661]The Doll Squad
11/13/03
During the 1950s, like many a wife and mother, I worked at whatever job I found to help with finances. When our third child, Cyndi, arrived in the 1960s, the family agreed that I could stay home and enjoy raising her. During the yeas after that our older son, John, and daughter, Barbara, left for boarding academy, working a lot to help with their school bills–partly so I wouldn’t need to go back to work. My husband, Bob, spent long days teaching in Adventist church schools. 
By the time Cyndi turned four and daily grew more independent, I found I wanted something interesting to do–but what? I needed something to occupy both my hands and mind. We put a child-seat on the back of my bicycle, and Cyndi and I cruised the streets of our little California town. We discovered yard sales! We added a basket to the front of my bike. We had so much fun bringing treasures home, cleaning them up–toys for Cyndi, and an occasional doll for me to dress. My mother-in-law told me about Salvation Army and Goodwill thrift stores. That’s how it all started! The doll collecting, I mean... 
I experimented with household chemicals to get the soil off of used dolls. Worked out ways to rejuvenate their stringy hair. Cut patterns out of paper towels and sewed little outfits for my “rescued” doll children. I bought an old lawyer’s cabinet, and the dolls filled its shelves 
At the public library I discovered doll reference books, and studied the chronology and history of my hobby, delving clear back into the 1700s. In the library I saw a display of internationally-dressed dolls. A card mentioned “The Stockton Doll Club.” The librarian gave me the name and phone number of the club member who’d set up the display. I visited a club meeting, and became a member. And, as I had hoped, continued learning. 
Cyndi, too, went off to academy. John and Barbara married, started their families. During the early ‘70s my doll hobby turned into a small home business of restoring dolls and re-costuming them for other collectors. 
One day I picked up a piece of wood. Never carved before? No art background? So what! With a jackknife I whittled the pieces for all-wood 5" “Janie,” jointed at the hips and shoulders. A bit of mohair became Janie’s wig. Later I designed and made 12" wooden dolls with cloth bodies, and advertised them in a doll collector’s magazine. One evening Bob picked up a wood blank and carved a little-boy doll head, and he was hooked. That swung us headlong into producing “BECKETT ORIGINALS, Hand-carved Wooden Dolls for Collectors.” This right at a time when a doctor recommended that Bob leave classroom teaching stress and attend to his health. Such a blessing it turned out to be–for the next 13 years we criss-crossed the United States to sell our dolls. 
As we drove, traveling to doll shows and conventions, Bob and I talked about many things. We had lots of time to share spiritual views and values. We realized that talking with customers and show-dealers often gave us opportunities for passing on to others our love of God. Someone would stop to ask about our dolls, then suddenly open up and tell a very personal experience. Sometimes, when it seemed right, we’d invite them to sit down behind our display with us, and end up sharing a quiet prayer. 
Retirement time came. We closed BECKETT ORIGINALS. Social Security checks popped electronically into our bank accounts. In our mid-60s we did something we’d always dreamed of doing. Tired of all the driving, we locked up our carving workshop, and flew to a far place! We went as Senior Volunteer Missionaries to Saipan, an island in the Pacific, north of Guam. Bob maintained the equipment and grounds at the SDA Dental Clinic, and I set up and operated the new library at the Saipan SDA School. For four years the island way became our life. We loved being a part of the mission family. 
Back home in the States in 1995 we moved to Collegedale, Tennessee, near the campus of Southern Adventist University. Our son John has spent his adult life on the university faulty. Suddenly I lived in a place where I hardly knew a soul, a lonely feeling. I looked around for a personal challenge. Someone said, “Try the Samaritan Center.” 
“What’s that?” I asked. I learned that the Center consisted of a joint philanthropic effort of the Seventh-day Adventist churches in the University area, a modern version of the church Dorcas Society of my girlhood. “They’re always wanting volunteers to help in the thrift store!” 
So, one Wednesday morning I offered myself as a volunteer. A kind lady gave me a little job to do back in the sorting room... But then I saw them!! 
Barrels and barrels of dirty donated dollies! I convinced the kind lady to let me bring my cleaning kit the following week. But even though the Samaritan Center occupied a huge building, there was no place for a proper doll cleaning operation the way I do it in my own kitchen. The dolls began to come home with me, carefully counted and signed out, to make sure they all went back. 
Carolyn Coolidge, another volunteer, began to work with me. Her husband, Bert, dubbed us “The Doll Squad,” and the name stuck. 
Since so many donated toys came in, the Center advertized a huge Toy Sale each November. Dozens of tables in the sales are were cleared, and crowds came to buy the piles of playthings. Realizing the “toy potential,” the Center acquired a small nearby shop, and named it “the Toy Connection.” 
This is where the Doll Squad really has come into its own. We buy our own cleaning supplies, and I watch for new kinds that come out which might improve our processes. About 20 boxes in our basement contain assorted doll clothes that are donated–little kids strip their dollies, and don’t have the manual skill to put the clothes back on. Mom cleans the toy-box, donates undressed dolls AND the clothes to the Center. 
During the past 8 years The Doll Squad has grown to 10 members. Boxes of dolls are now dropped off at our place on Tuesday and I sort them. Wednesday ladies arrive around nine o’clock, and we’re ready for action. 
Clothes are matched to dolls that came undressed. Two ladies move to work at the kitchen sink, using household chemicals, brushes, scrubbers–ANYTHING to get the dollies clean! Clothes are washed as needed. Wet dolls and clothes dry on the wide deck railing in the sun. Three or four gals work at our dining table. They spray hair with conditioner, unsnarl it (some of that isn’t easy to do!) and style it. Sorters at the Samaritan Center Thrift Shop save donated hair items for us, so we freely use clips and ribbons and ponytail holders. Little touches like this make the finished doll special. 
We can’t make them all new, but we certainly do improve them! One facet of our activity concerns so-called “collector dolls.” With my extensive library I research dolls from the past. This type of doll is priced (but reasonably) for collectors–and an upper display shelf in the Toy Connection shop is reserved for them. When possible, I note on the price tags pertinent information for the customer, and find this is appreciated. 
So every Wednesday, as 11 o’clock draws near, our operation winds down. The boxes of clothes go back to the basement, cleaning materials are stored in our hall closet. Someone takes a quick count “to see how many we did today” (can range from 35 to 115 dolls). One by one Squad members find a chair and relax. We sit a few moments, chat, and share information about family or friends in need of special prayer. We bow our heads and ask God to bless each doll, that it may bring happiness to someone out there. We stand and finish off our work with an enthusiastic “group hug”–then the cars begin to leave. 
Each Thursday I do a final check on the week’s work, tag and price the dolls. Bob helps me bag them, and we return them to the Toy Connection. 
Incidently, not all of our members are women, and not quite all have been retirees. Without Bob’s help lifting and carrying the bags of clean dolls, I couldn’t get them back to the Center on Thursdays. And he cleans the floors after we’ve strewn them with doll hair and other stuff–so he’s very much a Squad member. One young SAU theology student, here from Sweden, came with his wife to see what we do, and they ended up joining us–he loved to help scrub at the sink! Several home-schooled children have come to help when Squad members were away or ill. I call the kids “the reserves.” 
Dated bags of dolls are stored in the back room of the Toy Connection. They can be processed in order, oldest dates first. We stay 6 months or more ahead of demand. For several years, including 2003, we’ve topped 3000 dolls a year. That’s a lot of dollies for little kids to treasure! 
One special project is dear to the Doll Squad. With the permission of the Center, through the year we hold back some of the 10"-12" dolls. In October a big box of these dolls and some small teddy bears is mailed out to Saipan, to make Christmas possible for the children of jail occupants on that island where we spent four such happy years. Squad members chip in to pay the postage. 
The Squad’s work wouldn’t get done without all of us. In fun we call ourselves Beauticians, Spa Specialists, Plastic surgeons, etc., etc.! And for me a special bonus has come with the years of Doll Squad activity. I now have dear friends here! We sometimes talk on the phone between Wednesdays, often share ideas or problems. We pray together over the phone. Plan together, chuckle together. 
Looking back over the years, I know something now. Wherever you are, whatever talents and related interests come to you, God can use them all. They can all be part of His plan to love others. Individuals can be reached through the bridge of common interest, even a hobby like collecting dolls. 
Which could be quite a selfish interest, when you come to think about it. 


Afterward
March, 2011
by John Beckett, June’s son
Welcome to this window into our family’s history.  It shows clearly that while He doesn’t keep tragedy from our door or prevent people from making mistakes, God is always there to comfort and guide us.
Most of the stories here are based on the experiences of real people, although names were usually changed.  Where the same name appears repeatedly, it is most often the same person.  I’m either Johnny or Paul.  Others are welcome to identify themselves as they like.
June’s husband Bob compiled this book in 2004.  June was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer in August of 2005.  Medications necessary to combat pain increasingly limited her ability to communicate.  One Wednesday afternoon in September she opened her eyes and asked me what day it was.  Wednesday was Doll Squad day, and this fact registered through the fog of the drugs.  She asked what about Doll Squad.  I told her they had met and done their work for the day.  A smile creased her face gently, and she replied, “Good!” before sinking back into sleep.  Her last project had survived her (and does to this day.)
Early in October 2005 June became unresponsive due to a massive stroke while her husband Bob was reading a devotional to her one morning.  Her heart stopped beating ten days later.  I have a growing list of things to talk over with her in Heaven, and am beginning to understand why the first phase of that time is scheduled to last 1,000 years.  She rests in the Blessed Hope of the resurrection.
Postscript (taken from an email I wrote to family members in April 2011):
Short story on this: nothing to worry about.  I checked it out because I was curious about a couple stories my mother wrote in the Review (attached), and which Dad included in her story book which I've been reading lately.
When I was ten, I suffered from involuntary movements of my arms and face.  Mom took me to doctor after doctor trying to figure out what was wrong, and I eventually spent a week at the White Memorial Hospital being given tests to see what was wrong.  I remember the problem only dimly, and recall the hospital visit as a time when I was in a ward with other children who were sick and I didn't feel sick.
During the week at the White, I was exhibited to a group of new doctors as an example of a Rheumatic Fever patient.  I remember it because they described various treatments that had been tried in the past, and scared the daylights out of me until they said those things weren't done any more.  The hospital sent me home with no report (to Mom's great frustration). 
Mom asked my uncle Ralph, a physician, to check out what had happened at the White.  He said they gave him a report of Rheumatic Fever with associated Chorea (which Mom always referred to as "Huntington's").
One time in later years I mentioned to a doctor friend that I'd been diagnosed with Huntington's Chorea as a child.  She disagreed strongly, and said it couldn't have happened.  It looks like my friend was right.  Huntington's Chorea is a hereditary disease with no cure.  If I'd had it, she would have seen it visibly.  The main thing people with it should do is not have babies and hope for the best life they can.  It doesn't go away or get better.
What I had was probably Sydenham's Chorea.  (Chorea, by the way, is involuntary movement of bodily parts such as the face or arms.)
- Usually occurs in the wake of Rheumatic Fever.  A significant number of RF patients get Sydenham's chorea.
- Happens to people between 6 and 16 years old.  I was 10.
- Usually goes away.  Mine did.
- The usual treatment is antibiotics (to get rid of the Strep infection that caused it) and drugs to calm the movements at night.  I was given both.
I'm surprised no doctor corrected Mom on this during all those years, although she might not have believed them anyhow.  My guess is that my uncle said "Chorea" and when she mentioned it to another person they added "Huntington's" because that's the chorea they'd heard about - and Mom thought that's what she'd heard her brother say.  The mystery is why my uncle never corrected her himself since he was a good doctor. Both Mom and my uncle are gone now so we'll never know this side of Heaven.
Sydenham's chorea is not communicable or inherited.
If you want to "do" anything about this story, make sure our grand-kids get antibiotics if they get strep throats.  But doctors all know that.
