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This program is intended to aid in the time-honored task of the moral education of the young.  Moral education, the training of heart and mind toward the good, involves many things.  It involves rules and precepts, the dos and don’ts of life with others, as well as explicit instruction, excertation and training.  Moral education must provide training in good habits.  Aristotle wrote that “good habits formed at youth make all the difference.”  And moral education must affirm the central importance of moral example.  It has been said that there is nothing more influential and more determinant in a child’s life than the moral power of quiet example.  For children to take morality seriously, they must be in the presence of adults who take morality seriously.  And with their own eyes, they must see adults take that morality seriously.  


Along with precept, habit and example, there’s also the need for what we might call moral literacy.  The stories, poems, essays and other writings presented here are intended to help children achieve this moral literacy.  The purpose of this program is to show parents, teachers, students and children what the virtues look like, what they are in practice, how to recognize them and how they work.  


The vast majority of Americans share a respect for certain fundamental traits of character:  honesty, compassion, courage and perseverance.  These are virtues, but because children are not born with this knowledge, they need to learn what these virtues are.  We can help them gain a grasp and appreciation of these traits by giving children material to listen to.  There are many wonderful stories of virtue and vice with which our children should be familiar.  This program brings together some of the best, oldest and most moving of them.  Do our children know these stories, these works?  Unfortunately, many do not.  They do not because in many places we are no longer teaching them.  It is time we took up that task again.  These stories, unlike courses in moral reasoning, give children some specific reference points.  Our literature and history are a rich quarry of moral literacy.  We should mine that quarry.  Children must have at their disposal a stock of examples illustrating what we see to be right and wrong, good and bad.  Examples illustrating that, in many instances, what is morally right and wrong can indeed be known and promoted.  


Listening to this program, you may notice that it does not discuss issues like nuclear war, abortion, creationism, or euthanasia.  This may come as a disappointment to some, but the fact is that the formation of character in young people is educationally a different task from, and a prior task to, the discussion of the great difficult ethical controversies of the day.  First things first:  implanting the ideas of virtue, of good traits in the young comes first.  


Most of the material in this program speaks without hesitation, without embarrassment to the inner part of the individual – to the moral sense.  Today we speak about values and how it is important to have them as if they were beads on a string, or marbles in a pouch.  But these stories speak to morality and virtues not as something to be possessed, but as the central part of human nature, not as something to have, but as something to be – the most important thing to be.  To dwell in these words is to put oneself through the imagination into a different time and place.  A time when there was little doubt that children are essentially moral and spiritual beings and that the central task of education is virtue.  It is thus a kind of antidote to some of the distortions of the age in which we now live.  


I hope that parents will discover that listening to this program with their children can deepen their own, as well as their children’s, understanding of life and morality.  If this program reaches that high purpose, it will have been well worth the effort.  A few additional notes and comments are in order.  Although this program is titled “The Book of Virtues,” it is also very much a book of vices.  Many of the stories and poems illustrate a virtue in reverse.  For children to know about the virtues, they must also know about their opposites.  In telling these stories, I’m interested more in the moral than the historic lesson.  In some of the older stories, the line between legend and history has been blurred but it is the instruction in the moral that matters.  Some of the history that is recounted here may not meet the standards of the exacting historian but we tell these familiar stories as they were told before in order to preserve their authenticity.  


Finally, I hope this is an encouraging program.  There is a lot we read of or experience in life that is not encouraging.  I hope this program points us to the better angels of our nature.  This program reminds us of what is important and it should help us lift our eyes.  Saint Paul wrote, “whatever is true and whatever is honorable, whatever is right, whatever is pure, whatever is lovely, whatever is of good repute, if there be any excellence in anything worthy of praise, let your mind dwell on these things.”  I hope you will listen to this program and dwell on these things.  

Self Discipline

In self-discipline, one makes a disciple of oneself.  One is one’s own teacher, trainer, coach and disciplinarian.  It is an odd sort of relationship, paradoxical in its own way.  And many of us don’t handle it very well.  There is much unhappiness and personal distress in the world because of failures to control tempers, appetites, passions and impulses.  “Oh, if only I had stopped myself,” is an all too familiar refrain.  The problem is one of the soul’s proper balance and order.  We learn to order our souls the same way we learn to do math problems or play baseball well: through practice.  Practice, of course, is the medicine so many people find hard to swallow.  If it were easy, we wouldn’t have any such modern day phenomena as multi-million dollar diet and exercise industries.  We can enlist the aid of trainers, therapists, support groups, step programs and other strategies, but in the end, it’s practice that brings self-control.  

Good and Bad Children

By Robert Louis Stevenson

Children, you are very little

And your bones are very brittle

If you would grow great and stately

You must try to walk sedately.

You must still be bright and quiet

And content with simple diet

And remain through all bewildering

Innocent and honest children.

Happy hearts and happy faces

Happy play and grassy places

That was how in ancient ages

Children grew to Kings and Sages.

But the unkind and the unruly

And the sore to eat unduly

They must never hope for glory

Theirs is quite a different story.

Cruel children, crying babies

All grow up as geese and gabies

Hated as their age increases

By their nephews and their nieces.

The King And His Hawk

Retold by James Baldwin

Thomas Jefferson gave a simple but effective advice about controlling our temper:  “Count to ten before you do anything and if very angry, count to one hundred.”  Ganges Khan, whose Mongrel Empire stretched from Eastern Europe to the Sea of Japan could have used Jefferson’s remedy in this tale.


Ganges Khan was a great king and warrior.  He led his army into China and Persia and he conquered many lands.  In every country, men told about his daring deeds and they said that since Alexander the Great there had been no king like him.  One morning, when he was home from the wars, he rode out into the woods to have a day’s sport.  Many of his friends were with him.  They rode out gaily, carrying their bows and arrows.  Behind them came the servants with the hounds.  It was a merry hunting party; the woods rang with their shouts and laughter.  They expected to carry much game home in the evening. 


On the king’s wrist sat his favorite hawk, for in those days, hawks were trained to hunt.  At a word from their masters they would fly high up into the air and look around for prey. If they chanced to see a deer or a rabbit, they would swoop down upon it swift as any arrow.  All day long Ganges Khan and his huntsmen rode through the woods.  But they did not find as much game as they expected.  Toward evening they started for home.  
The king had often ridden through the woods and he knew all the paths.  So while the rest of the party took the nearest way, he went by a longer road, through a valley, through two mountains.  The day had been warm and the king was very thirsty.  His pet hawk had left his wrist and had flown away.  It would be sure to find its way home.  The king rode slowly along.  He had once seen a spring of clear water near this pathway – if he could only find it now.  But the hot days of summer had dried up all the mountain brooks.  At last, to his joy he saw some water trickling down over the edge of a rock.  He knew that there was a spring farther up – in the wet season a swift stream of water always poured down here but now it came only one drop at a time.  


The king leaped from his horse.  He took a silver cup from his hunting bag.  He held it so as to catch the slowly falling drops.  It took a long time to fill the cup and the king was so thirsty that he could hardly wait.  At last it was nearly full.  He put the cup to his lips and was about to drink.  All at once there was a whirring sound in the air and the cup was knocked from his hands.  The water was spilled upon the ground.  The king looked up to see who had done this thing.  It was his pet hawk.  The hawk flew back and forth a few times and then alighted among the rocks by the spring.  The king picked up the cup and again held it to catch the trickling drops.  This time, he did not wait so long.  When the cup was half full, he lifted it toward his mouth.  But before it had touched his lips, the hawk swooped down again and knocked it from his hands.  And now the king began to grow angry.  He tried again and for the third time, the hawk kept him from drinking.  The king was now very angry indeed.  


“How do you dare to act so,” he cried.  “If I had you in my hands, I would wring your neck.”  Then he filled the cup again, but before he tried to drink, he drew his sword.  “Now, sir hawk,” he said, “this is the last time.”  He had hardly spoken before the hawk swooped down and knocked the cup from his hand.  But the king was looking for this.  With a quick sweep of the sword, he struck the bird as it passed.  The next moment, the poor hawk lay bleeding and dying at its master’s feet.  


“That is what you get for your pain,” said Ganges Khan.  But when he looked for his cup he found that it had fallen between two rocks where he could not reach it.  “At any rate, I will have a drink from that spring,” he said to himself.  With that, he began to climb the steep bank to the place from which the water trickled.  It was hard work and the higher he climbed, the thirstier he became.  At last he reached the place.  There indeed was a pool of water, but what was that lying in the pool and almost filling it?  It was a huge, dead snake of the most poisonous kind.  The king stopped, he forgot his thirst.  He thought only of the poor dead bird lying on the ground below him.  


“The hawk saved my life,” he cried.  “And how did I repay him?  He was my best friend and I have killed him.”  He clamored down the bank; he took the bird up gently and laid it in his hunting bag.  Then he mounted his horse and rode swiftly home.  He said to himself, “I have learned a sad lesson today.  And that is never to do anything in anger.”   

Anger

By Charles and Mary Lamb

Anger in its time and place

May assume a kind of grace

It must have some reason in it 

And not last beyond a minute

If to further lengths it go

It does into malice grow.  

‘Tis the difference that we see

Twixt the serpent and the bee

If the ladder you provoke

It inflicts a hasty stroke

Puts you to some little pain

But it never stings again

Close in tufted bush or break

Lurks the poison swallowed snake

Nursing up his cherished wrath

In the purlieus of his path

In the cold or in the warm

Meaning good or meaning harm

Wheresoever fate may bring you

The vile snake will always sting you.

Mr. Vinegar and His Fortune

Retold by James Baldwin

A runaway appetite is just about the surest ticket to never getting anywhere.  The English philosopher John Locke put it this way: “He that has not a mastery over his inclinations, he that knows not how to resist the importunity of present pleasure or pain for the sake of what reason tells him is fit to be done wants the true principle of virtue and industry and is in danger of never being good for anything.”  Meet Mr. Vinegar who is in such danger. 


A long time ago, there lived a poor man whose real name has been forgotten.  He was little and old and his face was wrinkled.  And that is why his friends called him Mr. Vinegar.  His wife was also little and old and they lived in a little old cottage at the back of a little old field.  


One day when Mrs. Vinegar was sweeping she swept so hard that the little old door of the cottage fell down!  She was frightened.  She ran out into the field and cried, “John!  John!  The house is falling down!  We shall have no shelter over our heads!”  


Mr. Vinegar came and looked at the door then he said, “Don’t worry about that my dear, put on your bonnet and we will go out and seek our fortune.”  So Mrs. Vinegar put on her hat and Mr. Vinegar put the door on his head and they started.  They walked and walked all day.  At night, they came to a dark forest where there were many tall trees.  


“Here is a good place to lodge,” said Mr. Vinegar.  So he climbed a tree and laid the door across some branches.  Then Mrs. Vinegar climbed the tree and the two laid themselves down on the door.  “It is better to have the house under us than over us,” said Mr. Vinegar, but Mrs. Vinegar was fast asleep and did not hear him.  Soon it was pitch dark and Mr. Vinegar also fell asleep.  


At midnight he was awakened by hearing a noise below him.  He started up; he listened.  “Here’re ten gold pieces for you, Jack,” he heard someone say.  “And here’re ten pieces for you, Bill.  I’ll keep the rest for myself.”  Mr. Vinegar looked down.  He saw three men sitting on the ground; a lighted lantern was near them.  


“Robbers!” he cried in great fright and sprang to a higher branch.  As he did this he kicked the door from its resting place.  The door fell crashing to the ground and Mrs. Vinegar fell with it.  The robbers were so badly scared that they took to their heels and ran helter-skelter into the dark woods.  


“Are you hurt, my dear?” asked Mr. Vinegar.  


“Um, no,” said his wife.  “But who would have thought that the door would tumble down in the night?  And here is a beautiful lantern all lit and burning to show us where we are.”  Mr. Vinegar scrambled to the ground.  He picked up the lantern to look at it.  But what were those shining things that he saw lying all around?  


“Gold pieces, gold pieces!” he cried.  And he picked one up and he held it to the light.  


“We found our fortune!  We found our fortune!” cried Mrs. Vinegar, and she jumped up and down for joy.  They gathered up the gold pieces.  There were fifty of them, all bright and yellow and round.  


“How lucky we are,” said Mr. Vinegar.  


“How lucky we are,” said Mrs. Vinegar.  Then they sat down and looked at the gold ‘til morning.  


“Now John,” said Mrs. Vinegar, “I’ll tell you what we’ll do.  You must go to town and buy a cow.  I will milk her and churn butter and we shall never want for anything.”  


“That is a good plan,” said Mr. Vinegar.  So he started off to town while his wife waited by the roadside.   


Mr. Vinegar walked up and down the street of the town looking for a cow.  After a time, a farmer came that way leading one that was very pretty and fat.  “Oh, if I only had that cow,” said Mr. Vinegar, “I would be the happiest man in the world,”  


“She’s a very good cow,” said the farmer.  


“Well,” said Mr. Vinegar, “I will give you these fifty gold pieces for her.”  The farmer smiled and held out his hand for the money.  


“You may have her,” he said, “I always like to oblige my friends.”  Mr. Vinegar took hold of the cow’s halter and led her up and down the street.  


“I am the luckiest man in the world,” he said, “For only see how all the people are looking at me and my cow.”  But at one end of the street he met a man playing bagpipes.  He stopped and listened.  Tweedle-dee, tweedle-dee.  


“Oh, that is the sweetest music I ever heard,” he said, “And just see how all the children crowd around the man and give him pennies.  If I only had those bagpipes I would be the happiest man in the world.”  


“I’ll sell ‘em to you,” said the piper.  


“Will you?  Well then, since I have no money I’ll give you this cow for them.”  
“You may have them,” answered the piper, “I always like to oblige a friend.”  Mr. Vinegar took the bagpipes and the piper lead the cow away.   


“Now we will have some music,” said Mr. Vinegar.  But try as hard as he might, he could not play a tune.  He could get nothing out of the bagpipes but squeak, squeak. The children, instead of giving him pennies, laughed at him.  The day was chilly and in trying to play the pipes his fingers grew very cold.  He wished he had kept the cow.  


He had just started for home when he met a man who had warm gloves on his hands.  “Oh, if I only had those pretty gloves,” he said, “I would be the happiest man in the world.”  


“How much will you give for them?” asked the man.  


“Oh, I have no money but I will give you these bagpipes,” answered Mr. Vinegar.  
“Well,” said the man, “you may have them for I always like to oblige a friend.”  Mr. Vinegar gave him the bagpipes and drew the gloves on over his half-frozen fingers.  
“How lucky I am,” he said as he trudged homeward.  His hands were soon quite warm but the road was rough and the walking hard.  He was very tired when he came to the foot of the steep hill.  “How shall I ever get to the top,” he said.  


Just then, he met a man who was walking the other way.  He had a stick in his hand that he used as a cane to help him along.  “My friend,” said Mr. Vinegar, “if only I had that stick of yours to help me up this hill I would be the happiest man in the world.”  
“How much will you give me for it?” asked the man.  


“Oh, I have no money but I will give you this pair of warm gloves,” said Mr. Vinegar.  


“Well,” said the man, “you may have it for I always like to oblige a friend.”  Mr. Vinegar’s hands were now quite warm so he gave the gloves to the man and took the stout stick to help him along.  


“How lucky I am,” he said as he toiled upward.  


At the top of the hill he stopped to rest.  But as he was thinking of all his good luck that day, he heard someone calling his name.  He looked up and saw only a green parrot sitting in a tree.  


“Mr. Vinegar, Mr. Vinegar,” it cried.  


“What now?” said Mr. Vinegar. 


“You’re a dunce, you’re a dunce,” answered the bird. “You went to seek your fortune and you found it.  Then you gave it for a cow, and the cow for some bagpipes, and the bagpipes for some gloves, and the gloves for a stick, which you might have cut by the roadside.  Hehehehe.  Hehehehe.  You’re a dunce, you’re a dunce.”  


This made Mr. Vinegar very angry.  He threw the stick at the bird with all his might.  But the bird only answered, “You’re a dunce, you’re a dunce,” and the stick lodged in the tree where he could not get it again.  


Mr. Vinegar went on slowly, for he had many things to think about.  His wife was standing by the roadside and as soon as she saw him she cried out, “Where’s the cow? Where’s the cow?”  


“Well, I just don’t know where the cow is,” said Mr. Vinegar.  And then he told her the whole story.  


I have heard she said some things he liked even less than what the bird had said, but that is between Mr. and Mrs. Vinegar and really nobody’s business but theirs.  “We’re no worse off then we were yesterday,” said Mr. Vinegar, “let us go home and take care of our little, old house.”   Then he put the door on his head and trudged onward.  And Mrs. Vinegar followed him.  

For Everything There Is A Season

From Ecclesiastics

For everything there is a season and a time for every purpose under the heaven:  

A time to be born and a time to die, 

A time to plant and a time to pluck up that which is planted, 

A time to kill and a time to heal, 

A time to break down and a time to build up, 

A time to weep and a time to laugh, 

A time to mourn and a time to dance, 

A time to cast away stones and a time to gather stones together,

A time to embrace and a time to refrain from embracing,

A time to get and a time to lose, 

A time to keep and a time to cast away, 

A time to rend and a time to sow, 

A time to keep silence and a time to speak, 

A time to love and a time to hate,

A time of war and a time of peace. 

Compassion

Just as courage takes its stand with others in challenging situations, so compassion takes its stand with others in their distress.  Compassion is a virtue that takes seriously the reality of other persons: their inner lives, their emotions as well as their external circumstances.  It is an active disposition toward fellowship and sharing, toward supportive companionship in distress or in woe.  How does one cultivate a compassionate nature in children?  Helpful stories and maxims abound and fortunately in this case, compassion is as close to a natural disposition as any of the virtues.  The main task, though this can be really formidable, is to see that neither animosity nor prejudice stunts its natural growth.  The divisive isms are major obstacles here:  racism, sexism, chauvinism and the rest.  And very important in this case, as in so much of the rest of moral upbringing, is the power of consistent example.  Treat no one with callus disregard.  Children know when they are being taken seriously by others and they imitate what they see.  Therein lies both our hope and our peril.  

Diamonds and Toads

Retold by Charles Perot

In this story, we learn the old lesson that to speak kindly does not hurt the tongue.  To speak with anger and disagreeableness, however, may bring unhappiness.  


Once upon a time there was a woman who had two daughters.  The elder daughter was very much like her mother in face and manner.  They were both so disagreeable and so proud that there was no living with them.  The younger daughter was like her father, for she was good and sweet-tempered and very beautiful.  As people naturally love their own likeness the mother was very fond of her elder daughter and at the same time, had a  great dislike for the younger.  She made her eat in the kitchen and work all the time.  
Among other things, this poor child was obliged to go twice a day to draw a pitcher full of water from the spring in the woods two miles from the house.  One day when she reached the spring a poor woman come to her and begged for a drink.  


“Oh yes, with all my heart, ma’am,” said this pretty little girl.  And she took some clear, cool water from the spring and held up the pitcher so that the woman might drink easily.  


When she had finished the woman said, “You are so very pretty, my dear, so good and so kind that I cannot help giving you a gift.”  Now this was a fairy who had taken the form of a poor countrywoman to see how this pretty girl would treat her. “I will give you, for a gift,” continued the fairy, “that at every word you speak either a flower or a jewel shall come out of your mouth.”  


When the girl reached home, her mother scolded her for staying so long at the spring.  “I beg your pardon, Mama,” said the poor girl, “for not making more haste.”  And as she spoke there came out of her mouth two roses, two pearls, and two large diamonds.  


“What is this I see there?” said the mother, very much surprised, “I think I see pearls and diamonds come out of the girl’s mouth.  How does this happen, my child?”  This was the first time she had ever called her ‘my child’ or spoken kindly to her.  


The poor child told her mother all that had happened at the spring and of the old woman’s promise.  All the time, jewels and flowers fell from her lips.  


“This is delightful,” cried the mother, “I must send my dearest child to the spring.  Come Fanny, see what comes out of your sister’s mouth when she speaks?  Would you not be glad, my dear, to have the same gift given to you?  All you’ll have to do is to take the pitcher to the spring in the wood.  When a poor woman asks you for a drink, give it to her.”  


“It would be a fine thing for me to do,” said the selfish girl, “I will not go to draw water, the child can give me her jewels.  She does not need them.”  


“Yes, you shall,” said the mother, “and you shall go this minute!”  At last the elder daughter went, grumbling and scolding all the way and taking with her the best silver pitcher in the house.  


She had no sooner reached the spring than she saw a beautiful lady coming out of the wood who came up to her and asked her for a drink.  This was, you must know, the same fairy who had met her sister but who had now taken the form of a princess.  


“I did not come out here to serve you with water,” said the proud, selfish maid, “Do you think I brought this silver pitcher so far just to give you a drink?  You can draw water from the spring as well as I.”  


“You are not very polite,” said the fairy.  “Since you are so rude and so unkind I give you for a gift that at every word you speak toads and serpents shall come out of your mouth.”  


As soon as the mother saw her daughter coming she cried out, “Well, my dear child, did you see the good fairy?”  


“Yes, mother,” answered the proud girl and as she spoke, two serpents and two toads fell from her mouth.  


“What is this I see?” cried the mother. “What have you done?”   The girl tried to answer but at every word toads and serpents came from her lips.  And so it was ever after:  jewels and flowers fell from the lips of the younger daughter, who was so good and kind, but the elder daughter could not speak without a shower of serpents and toads.  
The Little Match Girl

By Hans Christian Anderson

To feel another’s anguish, this is the essence of compassion.  Here is a Hans Christian Anderson masterpiece; a simple tragic story that stirs pity in every child’s heart.  


It was dreadfully cold.  It was snowing fast and was almost dark as evening came on, the last evening of the year.  In the cold and the darkness, there went along the street a poor little girl, bare headed and with naked feet.  When she left home she had slippers on, it is true, but they were much too large for her feet; slippers that her mother had used till then.  And the poor little girl lost them in running across the street when two carriages were passing terribly fast.  When she looked for them, one was not to be found, and a boy seized the other and ran away with it saying he would use if for a cradle someday when he had children of his own.  So on the little girl went with her bare feet that were red and blue with cold.  


In an old apron that she wore were bundles of matches and she carried a bundle also in her hand.  No one had bought so much as a bunch all the long day and no one had given her even a penny.  Poor little girl!  Shivering with cold and hunger she crept along, a perfect picture of misery.  


The snowflakes fell on her long, flaxen hair, which hung in pretty curls about her throat.  But she thought not of her beauty, nor of the cold.  Lights gleamed in every window and there came to her the savory smell of roast goose.  For it was New Year’s Eve and it was this of which she thought.  


In a corner formed by two houses, one of which projected beyond the other, she sat, cowering down.  She had drawn under her little feet, but still she grew colder and colder.  Yet she dared not go home for she had sold no matches and could not bring a penny of money.  Her father would certainly beat her and besides, it was cold enough at home for they had only the house roof above them and though the largest holes had been stopped with straw and rags, there were left many through which the cold wind could whistle. 


 And now, her little hands were nearly frozen with cold.  Alas, a single match might do her good if she might only draw it from the bundle, rub it against the wall and warm her fingers by it.  So at last she drew one out.  Whsssht!  How it blazed and burned, it gave out a warm, bright flame like a little candle as she held her hands over it.  A wonderful little light it was.  It really seemed to the little girl as if she sat before a great iron stove with polished brass feet and brass shovel and tongs.  So blessedly it burned that the little girl even stretched out her feet to warm them also.  How comfortable she was!  But lo, the flame went out.  The stove vanished, and nothing remained but the little burned match in her hand.  


She rubbed another match against the wall.  It burned brightly and where the light fell upon the wall, it became transparent, like a veil so that she could see through it into the room.  A snow-white cloth was spread upon the table, on which there was a beautiful china dinner service while a roast goose, stuffed with apples and prunes, steamed famously and sent forth the most-savory smell.   And what was more delightful still, and wonderful, the goose jumped from the dish, with knife and fork still in its breast, and waddled along the floor straight to the little girl.  But the match went out.  And nothing was left to her but the thick, damp wall.  


She lighted another match and now she was under a most beautiful Christmas tree; larger and far more prettily trimmed than the one she had seen through the glass doors at the rich merchant’s.  Hundreds of wax tapers were burning on the green branches and gay figures such as she had seen in shop windows looked down upon her.  The child stretched out her hands to them.  Then the match went out. 


 Still, the lights of the Christmas tree rose higher and higher.  She saw them now as stars in heaven and one of them fell, forming a long trail of fire.  Now someone is dying, murmured the child softly, for her grandmother, the only person who had loved her and who was now dead, had told her that whenever a star falls, a soul mounts up to God.  


She struck yet another match against the wall and again it was light.  And in the brightness, there appeared before her the dear old grandmother, bright and radiant, yet sweet and mild and happy as she had never looked on earth.  


“Oh, Grandmother!” cried the child, “Take me with you.  I know you will go away when the match burns out.  You too will vanish like the warm stove, the splendid New Year’s feast, the beautiful Christmas tree.”  And lest her grandmother should disappear, she rubbed the whole bundle of matches against the wall and the matches burned with such a brilliant light that it became brighter than noonday.  Her grandmother had never looked so grand and beautiful.  She took the little girl in her arms and both flew together joyously and gloriously mounting higher and higher far above the earth and for them, there was neither hunger, nor cold, nor care.  They were with God.  


But in the corner, at the dawn of day, sat the poor girl leaning against the wall with red cheeks and smiling mouth, frozen to death on the last evening of the old year.  Stiff and cold she sat with the matches, one bundle of which was burned.  


“She wanted to warm herself, poor little thing,” people said.  No one imagined what sweet visions she had had or how gloriously she had gone with her grandmother to enter upon the joys of a new year.  

The Sin of Omission

By Margaret E. Sangstor

It isn’t the thing you do, dear,

It’s the thing you leave undone

That gives you a bit of heartache 

At setting of the sun.  

The tender word forgotten, 

The letter you did not write, 

The flowers you did not send, dear, 

Are your haunting ghosts at night. 

The stone you might have lifted

Out of a brother’s way, 

The bit of heartsome council 

You were hurried too much to say,

The loving touch of the hand, dear, 

The gentle winning tone,

Which you had no time or thought for

With troubles enough of your own.

Those little acts of kindness

So easily out of mind,

Those chances to be angels

Which we, poor mortals, find.

They come in night and silence,

Each sad, reproachful wraith,

When hope is faint and flagging

And a chill has fallen on faith.

For life is all too short, dear,

And sorrow is all too great

To suffer us slow compassion

That tarries until too late.

And it isn’t the thing you do, dear,

It’s the thing you leave undone

Which gives you a bit of heartache

At the setting of the sun.

If I Can Stop One Heart From Breaking

By Emily Dickinson

If I can stop one heart from breaking

I shall not live in vain

If I can ease one life the aching

Or cool one pain

Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again

I shall not live in vain.

The Choir Invisible

By George Eliot

George Eliot once asked, “What do we live for if it is not to make life less difficult for each other?”  Here she asks for the same power even after life has ended. The compassion we show now will surely inspire others after we are gone.  

Oh, may I join the choir invisible of those immortal dead

Who live again in minds made better by their presence.

Live in pulses stirred to generosity,

In deeds of daring rectitude,

In scorn of miserable aims that end with self.

In thoughts sublime that pierce the night like stars

And with their mild persistence

Urge men’s minds to vaster issues.

May I reach that purest heaven

Be to other souls the cup of strength

In some great agony

And kindle generous ardor,

Feed pure love; beget the smiles that have no cruelty.

Be the sweet presence of good diffused 

And in diffusion, ever more intense

So shall I join the choir invisible

Whose music is the gladness of the world.  

Responsibility

To respond is to answer; correspondingly, to be responsible is to be answerable; to be accountable.  Irresponsible behavior is immature behavior.  Taking responsibility, being responsible, is a sign of maturity.  When we strive to help our children become responsible persons, we are helping them toward maturity. 

The Charge of the Light Brigade

By Alfred Tennyson

Tennyson based this famous poem on the battle of Balaklava, fought on October 25, 1854 during the Crimean War, in which a small force of British Calvary did a daring but disastrous assault against the Russian artillery line.  After the attack, only 195 of the 673 men in the light brigade answered muster call.  Some find if fashionable to ridicule this poem as a glorification of war and peon those who blindly and stupidly follow orders.  But the fact is there are times when obedient acts of self-sacrifice and courage merit both admiration and profound gratitude.  

Half a league, half a league, half a league onward

All in the valley of death rode the six hundred

Forward the light brigade, charge for the guns, he said 

Into the valley of death rode the six hundred.  

Forward the light brigade, was there a man dismayed?

Not though the soldier knew someone had blundered

Theirs not to make reply

Theirs not to reason why

Theirs but to do and die

Into the valley of death rode the six hundred

Cannon to right of them

Cannon to left of them

Cannon in front of them

Volleyed and thundered

Stormed at with shot and shell

Boldly they rode and well

Into the jaws of death

Into the mouth of hell

Rode the six hundred

Flashed all their sabers bare

Flashed as they turned in air

Sabering the gunners there

Charging an army while all the world wondered

Plunged in the battery smoke

Right through the line they broke

Cossack and Russian reeled from the saber’s stroke

Shattered and sundered

Then they rode back

But not, not the six hundred

Cannon to right of them

Cannon to left of them

Cannon behind them

Volleyed and thundered

Stormed at with shot and shell

While horse and hero fell

They that had fought so well

Came through the jaws of death

Back from the mouth of hell

All that was left of them

Left of six hundred

When can their glory fade

Oh the wild charge they made

All the world wondered

Honor the charge they made

Honor the light brigade

Noble six hundred

The Declaration of Independence

By Thomas Jefferson


When in the course of human events it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which have connected them with another and to assume among the powers of the earth a separate and equal station to which the laws of nature and of nature’s God entitled them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impelled them to the separation.  


We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their creator certain unalienable rights, that among these are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. That to secure these rights governments are instituted among men deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed, that whenever any form of government becomes destructive of these ends it is the right of the people to alter or to abolish it and to institute new government laying its foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form as to them shall seem most likely to affect their safety and happiness.  

The Conscience of the Nation Must Be Roused

By Fredrick Douglas

Fredrick Douglas was born a slave in 1817 and raised by his grandmother on a Maryland plantation until sent to work at age eight in Baltimore.  There, with the help of his new master’s wife, he began to educate himself – an activity forbidden by law.  In 1838, he escaped and settled in New Bedford, Massachusetts and began working for the anti-slavery cause.  It was not long before he was the nation’s leading black abolitionist and one of its most brilliant orators.  In 1852, having been invited to deliver an Independence Day address in Rochester, New York, Douglas seized the occasion to hold the scorching iron of moral reproach to the nation’s conscience.  For Douglas and all Black Americans, the Fourth of July was not an anniversary on which to rejoice at the rights and freedoms conferred by democracy.  It was a day of deepest shame for those betraying the most basic moral obligations toward their fellow men.  Here is a brave soul, holding America accountable for its sins.  


Fellow citizens, pardon me.  Allow me to ask why am I called upon to speak here today?  What have I, or those I represent, to do with your national independence?  Are the great principles of political freedom and of natural justice embodied in that Declaration of Independence extended to us?  And am I, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to the national alter and to confess the benefits and express devout gratitude for the blessings resulting from your independence to us?  Would to God, both for your sakes and ours that an affirmative answer could be truthfully returned to these questions.  But such is not the state of the case.   


I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us.  I am not included within the pale of this glorious anniversary.  Your high independence only reveals the immeasurable distance between us.  The blessings in which you, this day rejoice are not enjoyed in common.  The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity and independence bequeathed by your fathers is shared by you, not by me.  The sunlight that brought light and healing to you has brought stripes and death to me.  This Fourth of July is yours, not mine.  You may rejoice.  I must mourn. 


To drag a man in fetters into the grand, illuminated temple of liberty, and call upon him to join you in joyous anthems were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious irony.  Fellow citizens, above your national tumultuous joy I hear the mournful wail of millions whose chains heavy and grievous yesterday are today rendered more intolerable by the jubilee shouts that reach them.  If I do forget, if I do not faithfully remember those bleeding children of sorrow this day, may my right hand forget her cunning and may my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth.  To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs and to chime in with the popular theme would be treason most scandalous and shocking and would make me a reproach before God and the world. 


My subject then, fellow citizens, is American slavery.  I shall see this day and its popular characteristics from the slave’s point of view.  Standing there, identified with the American bondsman, making his wrongs mine; I do not hesitate to declare with all my soul that the character and conduct of this nation never looked blacker to me than on this Fourth of July.  


Whether we turn to the declarations of the past or to the professions of the present, the conduct of the nation seems equally hideous and revolting.  America is fault to the past, fault to the present and solemnly binds herself to be fault to the future.  Standing with God and the crushed and bleeding slave on this occasion, I will, in the name of the humanity which is outraged, in the name of liberty which is fettered, in the name of the Constitution and the Bible which are disregarded and trampled upon, dare to call in question and to denounce with all the emphasis I can command, everything that serves to perpetuate slavery – the great sin and shame of America.  


What?  Am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to low their limbs with irons, to hunt them with dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their flesh, to starve them into obedience and submission to their masters?  Must I argue that a system thus marked with blood and stained with pollution is wrong?  No.  I will not.  I have better employment for my time and strength than such arguments would imply.  


What then remains to be argued?  Is it that slavery is not divine?  That God did not establish it that our doctors of divinity are mistaken?  There is blasphemy in the thought.  That which is inhuman cannot be divine.  Who can reason on such a proposition?  They that can may.  I cannot.  


The time for such argument is past.  At a time like this, scorching iron not convincing argument is needed.  Oh, had I the ability and could I reach the nation’s ear, I would today pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule, blasting reproach, withering sarcasm and stern rebuke.  For, it is not the light that is needed but fire.  It is not the gentle shower but thunder.  We need the storm, the whirlwind and the earthquake.  The feeling of the nation must be quickened, the conscience of the nation must be roused, the propriety of the nation must be startled, the hypocrisy of the nation must be exposed and its crimes against God and man must be proclaimed and denounced.   


What, to the American slave, is your Fourth of July?  I answer, a day that reveals to him more than all the other days in the year the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant victim.  To him your celebration is a sham, your boasted liberty an unholy license, your national greatness swelling vanity, your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless, your denunciation of tyrants brass-fronted impudence, your shouts of liberty and equality hollow mockery.  Your prayers and hymns, your sermons and thanksgivings, with all your religious parade and solemnity are to him mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety and hypocrisy - a thin veil to cover up crimes which would disgrace a nation of savages.  


There is not a nation of savages.  There is not a nation on the earth guilty of practices more shocking and bloody than on the people of the United States at this very hour.  
 Friendship

Good stories invite us to slip into the shoes of other people, a crucial step in acquiring a moral perspective.  Stories about friendship require taking the perspective of friends - taking others seriously for their own sakes.  In the best friendships we see, in perhaps its purest form, a moral paradigm for all human relations.  As the selections in this program make plain, friendship is more than acquaintance and it involves more than affection.  Friendship usually rises out of mutual interests and common aims and these pursuits are strengthened by the benevolent impulses that sooner or later grow.  Friendship demands frankness, self revelation, taking friends’ criticisms as seriously as their expressions of admiration and praise and friendship demands “stand by me” loyalty and assistance, even to the point of self-sacrifice.  All are potent encouragements to moral maturation and even to ennoblement.  Here then are some varieties of friendship; here we find friends who stick together in adversity, friends who give more than they expect to receive, friends who incite each other to higher purposes.  We see pleasure found in new friendships, comfort known in old ones and pain suffered for those lost.  From these varieties of friendships we learn to improve our own.   

Why Frog and Snake Never Play Together

This African folk tale makes us think about how much companionship the world has missed because people are told they “can’t” be friends with each other.  


Once upon a time the child of the frog was hopping along in the bush when he spied someone new lying across the path before him.  This someone was long and slender and his skin seemed to shine with all the colors of the rainbow.  


“Hello, there,” called Frog Child.  “What are you doing lying here in the path?”


“Just warming myself in the sun,” answered the someone new, twisting and turning and uncoiling himself.  “My name is Snake Child.  What’s yours?”


“I’m Frog Child.  Would you like to play with me?”  So Frog Child and Snake Child played together all morning long in the bush.  


“Watch what I can do!” said Frog Child.  And he hopped high into the air.  “I’ll teach you how if you want,” he offered.  So he taught Snake Child how to hop and together they hopped up and down the path through the bush.  


“Now, watch what I can do!” said Snake Child.  And he crawled on his belly straight up the trunk of a tall tree.  “I’ll teach you if you want.”  So he taught Frog Child how to slide on his belly and climb into trees.  


After a while they both grew hungry and decided to go home for lunch, but they promised each other to meet again the next day.  


“Thanks for teaching me how to hop,” called Snake Child.


“Thanks for teaching me how to crawl up trees,” called Frog Child.  Then they each went home.  


“Look what I can do, Mother,” cried Frog Child, crawling on his belly.  


“Where did you learn how to do that?” his mother asked.  


“Snake Child taught me,” he answered.  “We played together in the bush this morning.  He’s my new friend.”


“Don’t you know the Snake family is a bad family?” his mother asked.  “They have poison in their teeth.  Don’t ever let me catch you playing with one of them again.  And don’t let me see you crawling on your belly, either.  It isn’t proper.”


Meanwhile, Snake Child went home and hopped up and down for his mother to see.  “Who taught you to do that?” she asked.


“Frog Child did,” he said.  “He’s my new friend.”


“What foolishness,” said his mother.  “Don’t you know we’ve been on bad terms with the Frog family for longer than anyone can remember?  The next time you play with Frog Child, catch him and eat him up.  And stop that hopping.  It isn’t our custom.”


So the next morning when Frog Child met Snake Child in the bush, he kept his distance.  “I’m afraid I can’t go crawling with you today,” he called, hopping back a hop or two.  Snake child eyed him quietly, remembering what his mother had told him.  


“If he gets too close, I’ll spring at him and eat him,” he thought.  


But then he remembered how much fun they had had together and how nice Frog Child had been to teach him how to hop.  So he sighed sadly to himself and slid away into the bush.  And from that day onward, Frog Child and Snake Child never played together again.  But they often sat, alone in the sun, each thinking about their one day of friendship.  

The Lover Pleads With His Friend for Old Friends

By William Butler Yates

Though you are in your shining days

Voices among the crowd 

And new friends busy with your praise

Be not unkind or proud

But think about old friends the most

Time’s bitter flood will rise

Your beauty perish and be lost

For all eyes but these eyes.

Helen Keller & Ann Sullivan

There is no friendship more sacred than that between student and teacher.  And one of the greatest of these was the friendship of Helen Keller and Ann Mansfield Sullivan.  Illness destroyed Helen Keller’s sight and hearing when she was not yet two years old, leaving her cut off from the world.  For nearly five years she grew up, as she later described it, “wild and unruly, giggling and chuckling to express pleasure, kicking, scratching, uttering the choked screams of the deaf mute to indicate the opposite.”  Ann Sullivan’s arrival at the Keller’s Alabama home from the Perkins Institution for the Blind in Boston changed Helen’s life.  Sullivan herself had been half blind from an eye infection from which she never fully recovered and she came to Helen with experience, unbending dedication and love.  Through the sense of touch, she was able to make contact with the young girl’s mind, and within three years she had taught Helen to read and write in Braille.  By sixteen, Helen could speak well enough to go to preparatory school and college.  She graduated Cum Laude from Radcliff in 1904 and devoted the rest of her life to helping the blind and deaf-blind as her teacher had done.  The two women continued their remarkable friendship until Anne’s death.  Helen wrote about Ann Sullivan’s arrival in her autobiography, “The Story of My Life.”  


The most important day I remember in all my life is the one on which my teacher, Ann Mansfield Sullivan, came to me.  I am filled with wonder when I consider the immeasurable contrast between the two lives which it connects.  It was the third of March, 1887 - three months before I was seven years old.  


On the afternoon of that eventful day, I stood on the porch dumb, expectant.  I guessed vaguely from my mother’s signs and from the hurrying to and fro in the house that something unusual was about to happen.  So I went to the door and waited on the steps.  The afternoon sun penetrated the mass of honeysuckle that covered the porch and fell on my upturned face.  My fingers lingered almost unconsciously on the familiar leaves and blossoms, which had just come forth to greet the sweet, Southern spring.  I did not know what the future held of marvel or surprise for me.  Anger and bitterness had preyed upon me continually for weeks and a deep languor had succeeded this passionate struggle.  


Have you ever been at sea in a dense fog, when it seemed as if a tangible darkness shut you in and the great ship, tense and anxious, groped her way toward the shore with plummet and sounding line, and you waited with beating heart for something to happen?  I was like that ship before my education began, only I was without compass or sounding line and I had no way of knowing how near the harbor was.  “Light, give me light!” was the wordless cry of my soul.  And the light of love shone on me in that very hour.  


I felt approaching footsteps.  I stretched out my hand, as I supposed, to my mother.  Someone took it and I was caught up and held close in the arms of her who had come to reveal all things to me and more than all things else, to love me.  


The morning after my teacher came she led me into her room and gave me a doll.  The little blind children at the Perkins Institution had sent it and Laura Bridgman had dressed it.  But I didn’t know this until afterward.  When I had played with it a little while, Miss Sullivan slowly spelled into my hand the word D – O – L – L.  I was at once interested in this finger play and tried to imitate it.  When I finally succeeded in making the letters correctly, I was flushed with childish pleasure and pride.  Running downstairs to my mother, I held up my hand and made the letters for doll.  I did not know that I was spelling a word or even that words existed.  I was simply making my fingers go in monkey-like imitation. 


In the days that followed, I learned to spell in this uncomprehending way a great many words.  Among them: pin, hat, cup, and a few verbs like sit, stand and walk.  But my teacher had been with me several weeks before I understood that everything has a name.  


One day, while I was playing with my new doll, Miss Sullivan put my big rag doll into my lap also, spelled D – O – L – L and tried to make me understand that D – O – L – L applied to both.  Earlier in the day we had had a tussle over the words M – U – G and W – A – T – E – R.  Miss Sullivan had tried to impress it upon me that M – U – G is mug and that W – A – T – E – R is water, but I persisted in confounding the two.  In despair, she had dropped the subject for the time, only to renew it at the first opportunity.  


I became impatient at her repeated attempts and seizing the new doll, I dashed it upon the floor.  I was keenly delighted when I felt the fragments of the broken doll at my feet.  Neither sorrow nor regret followed my passionate outburst.  I had not loved the doll.  In the still dark world in which I lived, there was no strong sentiment or tenderness.  I felt my teacher sweep the fragments to one side of the hearth and I had a sense of satisfaction that the cause of my discomfort was removed.  She brought me my hat and I knew I was going out into the warm sunshine.  This thought, if a wordless sensation can be called a thought, made me hop and skip with pleasure.  


We walked down the path to the well house, attracted by the fragrance of honeysuckle with which it was covered.  Someone was drawing water and my teacher placed my hand under the spout.  As the cool stream gushed over one hand, she spelled into the other the word water - first slowly, then rapidly.  I stood still, my whole attention fixed upon the motions of her fingers.  Suddenly, I felt a misty consciousness as of something forgotten, a thrill of returning thought and somehow, the mystery of language was revealed to me.  I knew then that W – A – T – E – R meant the wonderful, cool something that was flowing over my hand.  That living word awakened my soul, gave it light, hope, joy, set it free.  There were barriers still, it is true, but barriers that could in time be swept away.  


I left the well house eager to learn.  Everything had a name and each name gave birth to a new thought.  As we returned to the house, every object which I touched seemed to quiver with life.  That was because I saw everything with the strange new sight that had come to me.  


On entering the door, I remembered the doll I had broken.  I felt my way to the hearth and picked up the pieces.  I tried vainly to put them together, then my eyes filled with tears for I realized what I had done.  And for the first time, I felt repentance and sorrow.  I learned a great many new words that day.  I do not remember what they all were, but I do know that mother, father, sister, teacher were among them, words that were to make the world blossom for me.  Like Aaron’s rod with flowers.  It would have been difficult to find a happier child than I was as I lay in my crib at the close of that eventful day and lived over the joys it had brought me and for the first time, longed for a new day to come.    

Childhood and Poetry

By Pablo Neruda

Chilean poet Pablo Neruda once linked his creation of verse to a simple exchange of gifts in his childhood.  This curious story suggests that every time we offer friendship to someone we do not know we strengthen the bond of brotherhood for all of humanity.  


One time, investigating in the backyard of our house in Tebuko, the tiny objects and miniscule beings of my world, I came upon a hole in one of the boards of the fence.  I looked through the hole and saw a landscape like that behind our house, uncared for and wild.  I moved back a few steps because I sensed vaguely that something was about to happen.  All of a sudden a hand appeared, a tiny hand of a boy about my own age.  By the time I came close again, the hand was gone and in its place there was a marvelous white sheep.  The sheep’s wool was faded, its wheels had escaped; all of this only made it more authentic.  I had never seen such a wonderful sheep.  


I looked back through the hole but the boy had disappeared.   I went into the house and brought out a treasure of my own, a pine cone, opened, full of odor and resin which I adored.  I set it down in the same spot and went off with the sheep.  I never saw either the hand or the boy again.  And I have never again seen a sheep like that, either.  


The toy I lost finally in a fire, but even now in 1954, almost 50 years old, whenever I pass a toyshop I look furtively into the window.  But it’s no use; they don’t make sheep like that anymore.


I have been a lucky man.  To feel the intimacy of brothers is a marvelous thing in life.  To feel the love of people whom we love is a fire that feeds our life.  But to feel the affection that comes from those whom we do not know, from those unknown to us, who are watching over our sleep and solitude, over our dangers and our weaknesses, that is something still greater and more beautiful because it widens out the boundaries of our being and unites all living things.    

Work

What are you going to be when you grow up?  This is a question about work.  What is your work in the world going to be?  These are not fundamentally questions about job and pay; these are questions about life.  Work is applied effort.  It is whatever we put ourselves into, whatever we expend our energy on for the sake of accomplishing or achieving something.  Work in this fundamental sense, is not what we do for a living, but what we do with our living.  

The Little Red Hen

Retold by Penwrin W. Cousins


A little red hen once found a grain of wheat.  “Who will plant this wheat?” she said.


“I won’t,” says the dog.


“I won’t,” says the cat.


“I won’t,” says the pig.


“I won’t,” says the turkey.


“Then I will,” says the little red hen.  “Cluck-cluck.” 


So she planted the grain of wheat and very soon the wheat began to grow and the green leaves came out of the ground.  The sun shone and the rain fell and the wheat kept on growing until it was tall, strong and ripe.  


“Who will reap this wheat?” says the little red hen.


“I won’t,” says the dog.


“I won’t,” says the cat.


“I won’t,” says the pig.


“I won’t,” says the turkey.


“I will, then,” says the little red hen.  “Cluck-cluck.”  So she reaped the wheat.  
“Who will thrash this wheat?” says the little red hen.


“I won’t,” says the dog.


“I won’t,” says the cat.


“I won’t,” says the pig.


“I won’t,” says the turkey.


“I will, then,” says the little red hen.  “Cluck-cluck.”  So she threshed the wheat.


“Who will take this wheat to the mill to have it ground,” says the little red hen.


“I won’t,” says the dog.


“I won’t,” says the cat.


“I won’t,” says the pig.


“I won’t,” says the turkey.


“I will, then,” says the little red hen.  “Cluck-cluck.”  So she took the wheat to the mill and by and by she came back with the flour.  


“Who will bake this flour,” says the little red hen.


“I won’t,” says the dog.


“I won’t,” says the cat.


“I won’t,” says the pig.


“I won’t,” says the turkey.


“I will, then,” says the little red hen.  “Cluck-cluck.”  So she baked the flour and made a loaf of bread.  


“Who will eat this bread?” says the little read hen.


“I will,” says the dog.


“I will,” says the cat.


“I will,” says the pig.


“I will,” says the turkey.


“No, I will,” says the little red hen.  “Cluck-cluck.”  And she ate up the loaf of bread.  

Work While You Work

Work while you work

Play while you play

One thing each time

That is the way.  

All that you do

Do with your might

Things done by halves 

Are not done right.  

 The Rebellion Against the Stomach

Variations on this story about cooperation and communal effort were common in classical antiquity.  Paul employs one such variation in I Corinthians: chapter 12, verses 14-26.  This version reminds us of the responsibilities involved in the division of labor.  It also reminds us that industry keeps the whole body healthy and that those who live on nothing but complaints may well die fasting.  


Once a man had a dream in which his hands and feet and mouth and brain all began to rebel against his stomach.  


“You good for nothing slugger,” the hand said.  “We work all day long, sawing and hammering and lifting and carrying.  By evening we’re covered with blisters and scratches and our joints ache and we’re covered with dirt and meanwhile you just sit there hogging all the food.”


“We agree,” cried the feet.  “Think how sore we get walking back and forth all day long and you just stuff yourself full, you greedy pig, so that your that much heavier to carry about.”


“That’s right,” whined the mouth.  “Where do you think all that food you love comes from?  I’m the one that has to chew it all up and as soon as I’m finished you suck it all down for yourself.  Do you call that fair?”  


“And what about me?” called the brain.  “Do you think it’s easy being up here having to think about where your next meal is going to come from?  And yet I get nothing at all for my pains.”


And one by one the parts of the body joined the complaint against the stomach, which didn’t say anything at all.  


“I have an idea,” the brain finally announced.  “Let’s all rebel against this lazy belly and stop working for it.”


“Superb idea,” all the other members and organs agreed.  “We’ll teach you how important we are, you pig.  Then maybe you’ll do a little work of your own.”  So they all stopped working.  


The hands refused to do any lifting or carrying.  The feet refused to walk.  The mouth promised not to chew or swallow a single bite.  And the brain swore it wouldn’t come up with any more bright ideas.  


At first, the stomach growled a bit, as it always did when it was hungry, but after a while it was quiet.  Then, to the dreaming man’s surprise, he found he could not walk.  He could not grasp anything in his hands, he could not even open his mouth and he suddenly began to feel rather ill.  


The dream seemed to go on for several days.  As each day passed, the man felt worse and worse.  “This rebellion had better not last much longer,” he thought to himself, “or I’ll starve.”


Meanwhile the hands and feet and mouth and brain just lay there, getting weaker and weaker.  At first they roused themselves just enough to taunt the stomach every once in a while.  But before long, they didn’t even have the energy for that.  Finally the man heard a faint voice coming from the direction of his feet.


“It could be that we were wrong,” they were saying.  “We suppose the stomach might have been working at his own way all along.”


“I was just thinking the same thing,” murmured the brain.  “It’s true he’s been getting all the food, but it seems he’s been sending most of it right back to us.”


“We might as well admit our error,” the mouth said.  “The stomach has just as much work to do as the hands and feet and brain and teeth.”


“Then let’s all get back to work!” they cried together.  And at that, the man woke up.  To his relief, he discovered his feet could walk again.  His hands could grasp.  His mouth could chew and his brain could now think clearly.  He began to feel much better.  


“Well, there’s a lesson for me,” he thought as he filled his stomach at breakfast.  “Either we all work together, or nothing works at all.”

Great Men

By Ralph Waldo Emerson

Not gold but only man can make

A people great and strong 

Men who for truth and honor’s sake

Stand fast and suffer long

Brave men who work while others sleep

Who dare while others fly

They build the nation’s pillars deep

And lift them to the sky

The Ballad of John Henry

The John Henry of American folklore was a black railroad worker celebrated for his feats of great strength and skill.  His most famous exploit was his classic man verses machine battle against the new steam drill, which threatened to take the place of the steel driving men who hammered long steel bits into solid rock to make holes for dynamite.  The story is said to be based on the digging of the Big Bend Tunnel for the Chesapeake and Ohio Railroad in West Virginia’s Allegany Mountains in the 1870s.  It is a great American tale of pride and dignity in work.

John Henry was a little baby boy

You could hold him in the palm of your hand

He gave a long and lonesome cry

Gonna be a steel driving man, Lord, Lord

Gonna be a steel driving man

They took John Henry to the tunnel

Put him in the lead to drive

The rock was so tall John Henry so small

That he laid down his hammer and he cried, Lord, Lord

He laid down his hammer and he cried.  

John Henry started on the right hand

The steam drill started on the left

‘For I’d let that steam drill beat me down

I’d hammer my fool self to death, Lord, Lord

Hammer my fool self to death.

John Henry told his captain

A man ain’t nothing but a man

“For I let your steam drill beat me down

I’ll die with this hammer in my hand, Lord, Lord

Die with this hammer in my hand.

Now the captain told John Henry

I believe my tunnel’s sinking in

Stand back captain and don’t you be afraid

It’s nothing but my hammer catching wind, Lord, Lord

It’s nothing but my hammer catching wind.

John Henry told his captain

Look yonder, boy, what do I see

Your drills done broke and your hole’s done choke

And you can’t drive steel like me, Lord, Lord

You can’t drive steel like me.

John Henry hammering in the mountain

Till the handle of his hammer caught on fire

He drove so hard till he broke his poor heart

Then he laid down his hammer and he died, Lord, Lord

He laid down his hammer and he died.

They took John Henry to the tunnel

And they buried him in the sand

And every locomotive come rolling by

Say there lies a steel driving man, Lord, Lord

There lies a steel driving man.

Courage

We become brave by doing brave acts, Aristotle wrote in the Nikomekean Ethics.  The brave person is not one who is never afraid, that is rather the description of a rash or reckless person – someone who may be more harm than help in an emergency.  It is hard to educate such a person on the spot.  The coward on the other hand, the one who characteristically lacks confidence and is disposed to be overly fearful may be susceptible to the encouragement of example.  The infectious nature of strikingly courageous behavior on the part of one person can inspire and also can shame a whole group.  It was one key to the kind of courage displayed by those who silently suffered abuse when they joined the ranks with Gandhi and Martin Luther King Jr. in acts of non-violent protest directed at rousing the public conscience against injustice.  Another key to their success, of course, was reason.  Practical reason delivered with a kind of eloquence that is informed by a real command of ones cultural heritage and that can help steel the will to take intelligent action.  The mere inclination to do the right thing is not in itself enough.  We have to know what the right thing to do is.  We need wisdom, often the wisdom of a wise leader to give our courage determinate form - to give it intelligent direction.  And we need the will, the motivating power that inspiring leaders can sometimes help us discover within ourselves – even when we are unable to find it readily on our own.  

If

By Rudyard Kipling

If you can keep your head when all about you 

Others are losing theirs and blaming it on you

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you

But make allowance for their doubting too

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting

Or being lied about don’t deal in lies

Or being hated don’t give way to hating

And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise

If you can dream and not make dreams your master

If you can think and not make thoughts your aim

If you can meet with triumph and disaster

And treat those two imposters just the same

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken

Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools

Or watch the things you gave your life to

Broken and stoop and rebuild them up with worn out tools

If you can make one heap of all your winnings

And risk it on one turn of pitch and toss

And lose and start again at your beginnings

And never breathe a word about your loss

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

To serve your term long after they are gone

And so hold on when there is nothing in you

Except the will, which says to them, “hold on”

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue

Or walks with kings nor lose the common touch

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you

If all men count with you but none too much

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

With sixty seconds worth of distance run

Yours is the earth and everything that’s in it

And which is more, you’ll be a man, my son.

Susan B. Anthony

By Johanna Strong and Tom B. Leonard

The 19th Amendment to the constitution, which provides for full women’s suffrage, was not ratified until fourteen years after Susan B. Anthony’s death in 1906.  Nevertheless, her name more than any other is associated with American women’s long struggle to vote.  Her firm resolve made her one of our greatest examples of political courage.  


“What the blazes are you doing here?” shouted the man at the big desk. “You women go home about your business.  Go home and wash the dishes and if you don’t clear out of here fast, I’ll get the cops to put you out.”  Everybody in the store stopped and listened.  Some of the men just turned around and sneered.  Others looked at the fifteen women mockingly and guffawed.  


One man piped, “Beat it yous dames, you kids are dirty.”  And at that, every man in the place bellowed with laughter.  But this banter didn’t faze the tall, dignified woman who stood with a piece of paper in her hand at the head of the fourteen other ladies.  She didn’t budge an inch.  


“I’ve come here to vote for the President of the United States,” she said.  “He will be my President as well as yours.  We are the women who bear the children who will defend this country.  We are the women who make your homes; who bake your bread, who rear your sons and give you daughters.  We women are citizens of this country just as much as you are and we insist on voting for the man who is to be the leader of this government.”  


Her words rang out with the clearness of a bell and they struck to the heart.  No man in the place dared move now.  The big man at the desk who had threatened her was turned to stone.  And then in silence and dignity, Susan B. Anthony strode up to the ballot box and dropped into it the paper bearing her vote.  Each of the other fourteen women did the same while every man in the room stood silent and watched.   


It was the year 1872.  Too long now had women been denied the rights that should naturally be theirs.  Too long now had they endured the injustice of an unfair law, a law that made them mere possessions of men.  Women could earn money, but they might not own it.  If a woman was married and went to work, every penny she earned became the property of her husband.  In 1872, a man was considered complete master of the household.  His wife was taken to be incapable of managing her own affairs.  She was supposed to be a nitwit, unable to think clearly, and therefore the law mercifully protected her by appointing a guardian – a male guardian of course, over any property that she was lucky enough to possess.  


Women like Susan Anthony writhed at this injustice.  Susan saw no reason why her sex should be discriminated against.  “Why should only men make the laws,” she cried.  “Why should men forge the chains that bind us down?  No!” she exclaimed, “it is up to us women to fight for our rights.”  And then she vowed that she would carry on an everlasting battle as long as the Lord gave her strength to see that women were made equal in the sight of the law.  



And fight she did.  Susan B. Anthony was America’s greatest champion of women’s rights.  She traveled unceasingly from one end of the country to the other.  She made thousands of speeches, pleading with men and trying to arouse women to fight for their rights.  She wrote hundreds of pamphlets and letters of protest.  It was a bitter and difficult struggle that she entered upon, for the people who opposed her did not hesitate to say all kinds of ugly and untrue things about her and her followers.  “No decent woman would talk like that.  No refined lady would force her way before judges and men’s associations and insist on talking!  She is vulgar!”


Many women who knew that Susan Anthony was a refined, intelligent and courageous woman were afraid to say so.  They were afraid that they would be looked down on.  But in time, they grew to love her for trying to help them.  


After a while, many housewives gained courage from her example.  Then, in great meetings, they joined her by the thousands.  Many a man began to change his notions when his wife, inspired by Susan B. Anthony, made him feel ashamed at the unfair treatment accorded women.  Slowly, the great Susan B. Anthony was undermining the fierce stubbornness of men. 

 
On that important day in 1872, she and her faithful followers cast their first ballots for President.  But though the men in the polling place were momentarily moved, their minds were not yet opened.  In a few days, Susan was arrested and brought before a judge, accused of having illegally entered a voting booth.  


“How do you plead?” asked the judge.  


“Guilty,” cried Susan.  “Guilty of trying to uproot the slavery in which you men have placed us women.  Guilty of trying to make you see that we mothers are as important to this country as are the men.  Guilty of trying to lift the standard of womanhood so that men may look with pride upon their wives’ awareness of public affairs.”  And then, before the judge could recover from this onslaught she added, “But your honor, not guilty of acting against the Constitution of the United States which says that no person is to be deprived of equal rights under the law.  Equal rights!” She thundered.  “How can it be said that we women have equal rights when it is you and you alone who take upon yourselves the right to make the laws, the right to choose your representatives, the right to send only sons to higher education.  You!  You blind men have become slaveholders of your own mothers and wives.”


The judge was taken aback.  Never before had he heard these ideas expressed to him in such a forceful manner; however, the law was the law.  The judge spoke quietly and without much conviction.  


“I am forced to fine you $100,” he said.  


“I will not pay it,” said Susan Anthony.  “Mark my words: the law will be changed.”  And with that, she strode from the court.  


“Shall I follow her and bring her back?” said the court clerk to the judge.  


“No, let her go,” answered the elderly judge.  “I fear that she is right and that the law will soon be changed.”  And Susan did go on, on to further crusades, on across the vast stretches of the United States proclaiming in every hamlet where her feet trod her plea for womanhood.  


Today, voting by women is an established fact.  Women may keep what they earn and whether married or single, own their own property.  It is taken for granted that a women may go to college and work in any business or profession she may choose, but these rights enjoyed by the women of today, were secured through he valiant effort of many fighters for women’s freedom such as the great Susan B. Anthony.  

The Moses Of Her People

By Sarah Bradford

Harriet Tubman was born into slavery on a Maryland plantation around 1821.  Like most slaves, she received no education and could not read or write.  In 1844, her owner forced her to marry a fellow slave, John Tubman.  One summer night in 1849 she began to walk north toward her freedom.  She later returned to help members of her family escape and eventually made some twenty trips into the South to guide 300 slaves along the Underground Railroad to northern havens.  With the outbreak of the Civil War, she traveled to South Carolina with the Union Army to serve as a nurse, cook, scout and spy.  After the war, she continued to work to improve the  freed slaves’ conditions.  The following account is from the first biography of Harriet Tubman published in 1869 and in revised form in 1886.  It rightly calls her, “the Moses of her people.”


One day there were scared faces seen in a Negro quarter and hurried whispers passed from one to another.  No one knew how it had come out, but someone had heard that Harriet and two of her brothers were very soon, perhaps today, perhaps tomorrow, to be sent far south with the gang; bought up for plantation work.  Harriet was about 20 or 25 years old at this time and the constantly recurring idea of escape at some time took sudden form that day.  And with her usual promptitude of action, she was ready to start at once.  She held a hurried consultation with her brothers in which she so wrought upon their fears that they expressed themselves as willing to start with her that very night for that far north where, could they reach it in safety, freedom awaited them.  


The brothers started with her but the way was strange; the North was far away and all unknown.  The masters would pursue and recapture them and their fate would be worse than ever before.  And so they broke away from her and bidding her goodbye, they hastened back to the known horrors of slavery and the dread of that which was worse.  Harriet was now left alone but after watching the retreating forms of her brothers, she turned her face toward the North and fixing her eyes on the guiding star and committing her way unto the Lord, she started again upon her long, lonely journey.   Her farewell song was long remembered in the cabins and the old mother sat and wept for her lost child.  No intonation had been given her of Harriet’s intention, for the old woman was of a most impulsive disposition and her cries and lamentations would have made known to all within hearing Harriet’s intended escape.  


With only the North Star for her guide, our heroine started on the way to liberty.  And so without money and without friends, she started on through unknown regions; walking by night, hiding by day, but always conscious of an invisible pillar of cloud by day and of fire by night under the guidance of which she journeyed or rested.  Without knowing whom to trust or how near the pursuers might be, she carefully felt her way and by her native cunning or by God given wisdom, she managed to apply to the right people for food and sometimes for shelter, though often her bed was only the cold ground and her watchers, the stars of night.    


After many long and weary days of travel, she found that she had passed the magic line, which then divided the land of bondage from the land of freedom.  But where were the lovely white ladies whom in her vision she had seen, who with arms outstretched welcomed her to their hearts and homes?  All these visions proved deceitful; she was more alone than ever.  But she had crossed the line.  No one could take her now.  And she would never call any man master more.  


It would be impossible here to give a detailed account of the journeys and labors of this intrepid woman for the redemption of her kindred and friends during the years that followed.  Those years were spent in work, almost by night and day, with the one object of the rescue of her people from slavery.  All her wages were laid away with this sole purpose and as soon as a sufficient amount was secure, she disappeared from her northern home, and as suddenly and mysteriously, she appeared some dark night at the door of one of the cabins on a plantation where a trembling band of fugitives, for-warned as to time and place, were anxiously awaiting their deliverer.  Then she piloted them north, traveling by night, hiding by day; scaling the mountains, fording the rivers, threading the forests, lying concealed as the pursuers passed them.  She, carrying the babies drugged with paregoric in a basket on her arm, so she went nineteen times, and so she brought away over three hundred pieces of living and breathing property with God given souls.  


On one of their journeys to the north, as she was piloting a company of refugees, Harriet came, just as morning broke, to a town where a colored man had lived who’s house had been one of her stations of the Underground or Unseen Railroad.  They reached the house and leaving her party huddled together in the middle of the street in a pouring rain, Harriet went to the door and gave the peculiar rap, which was her customary signal to her friends.  There was not the usual ready response and she was obliged to repeat the signal several times.  


At length, a window was raised and the head of a white man appeared with the gruff question, “Who are you and what do you want?”  Harriet asked after her friend and was told that he had been obliged to leave for harboring niggers.  


Here was an unforeseen trouble.  Day was breaking and daylight was the enemy of the hunted and flying fugitives.  Their faithful leader stood one moment in the street and in that moment she had flashed a message quicker than that of the telegraph to her unseen protector and the answer came as quickly in a suggestion to her of an almost forgotten place of refuge.  Outside of the town there was a little island in a swamp were the grass grew tall and rank and where no human being could be suspected of seeking a hiding place.  To this spot she conducted her party; she waded the swamp carrying in a basket two well-drugged babies - these were a pair of little twins whom I have since seen well-grown young women – and the rest of the company following.  She ordered them to lie down in the tall, wet grass and here she prayed again and waited for deliverance.  


The poor creatures were all cold and wet and hungry and Harriet did not dare to leave them to get supplies for no doubt the man at whose house she had knocked had given the alarm in the town and officers might be on the watch for them.  They were truly in a wretched condition.  But Harriet’s faith never wavered, her silent prayers still ascended and she confidently expected help from some quarter or other.  


It was after dusk when a man came slowly walking along the solid pathway on the edge of the swamp.  He was clad in the garb of a Quaker and proved to be a friend, in need and indeed.  He seemed to be talking to himself, but ears quickened by sharp practice caught the words he was saying.  “My wagon stands in the barnyard of the next farm across the way.  The horse is in the stable, the harness hangs on a nail.”  And the man was gone.  



Night fell, and Harriet stole forth to the place designated.  Not only a wagon, but a wagon well provisioned stood in the yard, and before many minutes the party were rescued from the wretched position and were on their way rejoicing to the next town.  


Here dwelt a Quaker whom Harriet knew and he readily took charge of the horse and wagon and no doubt returned them to their owner.  How the good man who thus came to their rescue had received any intonation of their being in the neighborhood Harriet never knew, but these sudden deliverances never seemed to strike her at all strange or mysterious.  Her prayer was the prayer of faith and she expected an answer.

The Road Not Taken

By Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood

And sorry I could not travel both 

And be one traveler, long I stood 

And looked down one as far as I could 

To where it bent in the undergrowth

Then took the other as just as fair 

And having perhaps the better claim

Because it was grassy and wanted wear 

Though as to that, the passing there

Had worn them really about the same 

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black

Oh I kept the first for another day

Yet knowing how way leads on to way

I doubted if I should ever come back

I shall be telling this with a sigh 

Somewhere ages and ages hence,

Two roads diverged in a wood and I,

I took the one less traveled by

And that has made all the difference

Perseverance

“The noblest question in the world,” observed Benjamin Franklin in Poor Richard, “is what good may I do in it?”  While “hang in there” is more than an expression of encouragement to someone experiencing hardship or difficulty, it is sound advise for anyone intent on doing good in the world.  Whether by leading or prodding others or improving oneself or contributing in the thick of things to some larger cause, perseverance is often crucial to success.  Like most other virtues, persistence and perseverance cannot operate for good in the world in isolation from practical intelligence.  A person who is merely persistent may be a carping, pestering, irksome annoyance, having no salutary effect whatsoever.  But given the right context, occurring in the right combination with other virtues, perseverance is an essential ingredient in human progress.  How do we encourage our children to persevere, to persist in their efforts to improve themselves, their own lot and the lot of others?  By standing by them and with them and behind them, by being coaches and cheerleaders and by the witness of our own example.  

Persevere

The fisher who draws in his net too soon

Won’t have any fish to sell

The child who shuts up his book too soon

Won’t learn any lessons well

If you would have your learning stay

Be patient; don’t learn too fast

The man who travels a mile each day

May get ‘round the world at last

The Little Steam Engine

A little steam engine had a long train of cars to pull.  She went along very well until she came to a steep hill.  But then, no matter how hard she tried she could not move the long train of cars.  She pulled and she pulled, she puffed and she puffed.  She backed and started off again.  Choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo-choo.  But no, the cars would not go up the hill.  


At last she left the train and started up the track alone.  Do you think she had stopped working?  No, indeed!  She was going for help.  “Surely I can find someone to help me,” she thought.  Over the hill and up the track went the little steam engine. “Choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo!”


Pretty soon she saw a big steam engine standing on a sidetrack.  He looked very big and strong.  Running alongside she looked up and said, “Will you help me over the hill with my train of cars?  It is so long and so heavy that I can’t get it over.”


The big steam engine looked down at the little steam engine.  Then he said, “Don’t you see that I’m through my day’s work?  I’ve been all rubbed and scoured, ready for my next run.  No, I cannot help you.”


The little steam engine was sorry, but she went on. “Choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo!”  


She came to a second big steam engine standing on a sidetrack.  He was puffing and puffing and he was tired.  “He may help me,” thought the little steam engine.  She ran alongside and asked, “Will you help me bring my train of cars over the hill?  It is so long and so heavy that I can’t get it over.”


The second big steam engine answered, “I’ve just come in from a long, long run.  Don’t you see how tired I am?  Can’t you get some other engine to help you this time?”  


“I’ll try,” said the little steam engine.  And off she went. “Choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo, choo-choo!”  


After a while, she came to a little steam engine just like herself.  She ran alongside and said, “Will you help me over the hill with my train of cars?  It is so long and so heavy that I can’t get it over.”


“Yes, indeed!” said the second little steam engine.  “I’ll be glad to help you if I can.”


So the little steam engines started back to where the cars had been standing all this time.  One little steam engine went to the head of the train and the other went to the end of it.  “Puff, chug-chug, choo-choo!”  Off they started.  Slowly the cars began to move.  Slowly they climbed the steep hill.  As they climbed, each little steam engine began to sing, “I think I can, I think I can, I think I can, I think I can, I think I can, I think I can, I think I can, I think I can, I think I can,” and they did!  Very soon they were over the hill and going down the other side.  


Now they were on the plain again and the little steam engine could pull her train herself.  So she thanked the little engine who had come to help her and said goodbye.  And as she went merrily on her way she sang to herself, “I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could, I thought I could...”

Carry On
By Robert Cervis

It’s easy to fight when everything’s right

And you’re mad with the thrill and the glory

It’s easy to cheer when victory’s near

And wallow in fields that are gory

It’s a different song when everything’s wrong

When you’re feeling infernally mortal

When it’s ten against one and hope there is none

Buck up, little soldier and chortle

Carry on, carry on

There isn’t much punch in your blow

You’re glaring and staring and hitting out blind

You’re muddy and bloody but never you mind

Carry on, carry on

You haven’t the ghost of a show

It’s looking like death, but while you’ve a breath

Carry on, my son, carry on

And so in the strife in the battle of life

It’s easy to fight when you’re winning

It’s easy to slave and starve and be brave

When the dawn of success is beginning

But the man who can meet despair and defeat

With a cheer, there’s the man of God’s choosing

The man who can fight to heaven’s own height

Is the man who can fight when he’s losing

Carry on, carry on things never were looming so black

But show that you haven’t a cowardly streak

And though you’re unlucky you never are weak

Carry on, carry on, brace up for another attack

It’s looking like hell, but you never can tell

Carry on, old man, carry on

There are some who drift out in the deserts of doubt

And some who in brutishness wallow

There are others I know who in piety go

Because of a heaven to follow

But to labor with zest and to give of your best

For the sweetness and joy of the giving

To help folks along with a hand and a song

Why there’s the real sunshine of living

Carry on, carry on fight the good fight and true

Believe in your mission; greet life with a cheer

There’s big work to do and that’s why you are here

Carry on, carry on let the world be better for you

And at last when you die let this be your cry:

Carry on, my soul, carry on.

I Decline To Accept The End of Man

By William Faulkner

William Faulkner gave this short but spectacular address on the evening of December 10, 1950 at a State dinner in Stockholm, Sweden, where he had traveled to accept the Nobel Prize for Literature.  It is foremost an exhortation to young writers, a reminder that artistic creation does have duties and that forgetting those duties relegates one’s work to the ranks of mediocrity.  But his words speak to every reader of literature as well.  Faulkner reminds us that what we study in school and what we read in our precious spare time matters.  Great literature, the kind we cannot afford to miss, speaks to problems of the spirit - the human heart in conflict with itself and nothing less.  It lifts our eyes to the virtues we possess and the nobility we would acquire and it helps us to prevail. 


I feel that this award was made not to me as a man, but to my work - a life’s work in the agony and the sweat of the human spirit.  Not for glory, and least of all for profit, but to create out of the materials of the human spirit something which did not exist before.  So this award is only mine in trust.  It will not be difficult to find a dedication for the money part of it commensurate with the purpose and significance of its origin.  But I would like to do the same with the acclaim, too.  By using this moment as a pinnacle from which I might be listened to by the young men and women already dedicated to the same anguish and travail; among whom is already that one who will someday stand here where I am standing.  


Our tragedy today is a general and universal physical fear, so long sustained by now that we can even bear it.  There are no longer problems of the spirit, there is only the question, “When will I be blown up?”  Because of this, the young man or woman writing today has forgotten the problems of the human heart in conflict with itself, which alone can make good writing because only that is worth writing about; worth the agony and the sweat.  He must learn them again.  He must teach himself that the basest of all things is to be afraid and teaching himself that, forget it forever, leaving no room in his workshop for anything but the old verities and truths of the heart.  The old universal truths, lacking which any story is ephemeral and doomed; love and honor and pity and pride and compassion and sacrifice. 


 Until he does so, he labors under a curse.  He writes not of love but of lust, of defeats in which nobody looses anything of value, of victories without hope and worst of all, without pity or compassion.  His griefs grieve on no universal bones, leaving no scars.  He writes not of the heart, but of the glands.  


Until he relearns these things, he will write as though he stood among and watched the end of man.  I decline to accept the end of man.  It is easy enough to say that man is immortal simply because he will endure.  That when the last ding-dong of doom has clanged and faded from the last worthless rock hanging titlist in the last red and dying evening, that even then there will still be one more sound – that of his puny, inexhaustible voice still talking.  


I refuse to accept this.  I believe that man will not merely endure - he will prevail.  He is immortal, not because he alone among creatures has an inexhaustible voice, but because he has a soul - a spirit capable of compassion and sacrifice and endurance.  The poet’s, the writer’s duty is to write about these things.  It is his privilege to help man endure by lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage and honor and hope and pride and compassion and pity and sacrifice which have been the glory of his past.   The poet’s voice need not merely be the record of man, it can be one of the props - the pillars to help him endure and prevail.  

The Gettysburg Address

By Abraham Lincoln

When Abraham Lincoln rose on November 19, 1863 to dedicate the Soldier’s National Cemetery at Gettysburg, Pennsylvania, where four months earlier thousands of Northern and Southern soldiers had fallen, he wanted to tell the country that if it could sustain the will to fight, the Union ultimately would triumph.  In two minutes, he said as much and more.  He told the world the United States would fight on, not just for its own sake, but for all the nations conceived in liberty and dedicated to equality.  Here it is – the greatest and most famous speech ever delivered on American soil.  


Four score and seven years ago, our fathers brought forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.  Now we are engaged in a great civil war.  Testing whether that nation or any nation so conceived and so dedicated can long endure.  We are met on a great battlefield of that war.  We have come to dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting place for those who here gave their lives that that nation might live.  It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.  But in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate, we cannot consecrate, we cannot hallow this ground.  The brave men living and dead who struggled here have consecrated it far above our poor power to add or detract.  The world will little note nor long remember what we say here but it can never forget what they did here.  It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work, which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced.  It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us: that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion.  That we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain, that this nation under God shall have a new birth of freedom and that government of the people, by the people, for the people shall not perish from the earth.  

Honesty

To be honest is to be real, genuine, authentic and bonafide.  To be dishonest is to be partly fain, forged, fake or fictitious.  Honesty expresses both self respect and respect for others.  Dishonesty fully respects neither oneself nor others.  Honesty imbues lives with openness, reliability and candor.  It expresses a disposition to live in the light.  Dishonesty seeks shade, cover or concealment.  It is a disposition to live partly in the dark.  How is honesty best cultivated?  Like most virtues, it is best developed and exercised in harmony with others.  The more it is exercised the more it becomes a settled disposition.  But there is a quick answer that may be given in three words:  take it seriously.  Take recognition of the fact that honesty is a fundamental condition for human intercourse and exchange, for friendship, for all genuine community.  But be sure to take it seriously for itself – not just as “the best policy.”  “Honesty is better than all policy,” as the philosopher Emanuel Caughn perceptibly put it.  There is all the moral difference in the world between taking the condition of oneself seriously and taking pains not to get caught.  Parents often say, “don’t let me catch you doing that again” and that’s all right, but a good honest life is more than that.  Moral development is not a game of catch me if you can, it is better to focus clearly on what really matters - the kind of person one is.  

The Boy Who Cried Wolf
By Aesop


There was once a shepherd boy who kept his flock at a little distance from the village.  Once he thought he would play a trick on the villagers and have some fun at their expense.  


So he ran toward the village, crying out with all his might, “Wolf!  Wolf!  Come and help!  The wolves are at my lambs!”


The kind villagers left their work and ran to the field to help him.  But when they got there, the boy laughed at them for their pains for there was no wolf there.  Still another day the boy tried the same trick and the villagers came running to help and were laughed at again.  


Then one day a wolf did break into the fold and began killing the lambs.  In great fright the boy ran back for help.  “Wolf!  Wolf!” he screamed.  “There’s a wolf in the flock!  Help!”  The villagers heard him but they thought it was another mean trick.  No one paid the least attention or went near him and the shepherd boy lost all his sheep.  
That is the kind of thing that happens to people who lie.  Even when they do tell the truth, they will not be believed.  

The Indian Cinderella

Retold by Cyrus McMillan

This North American Indian tale, one of honesty rewarded and dishonesty punished, was recorded in Canada in the early part of the twentieth century.  Gloose Cap, mentioned in the opening paragraph, was a god of the Eastern Woodlands Indians.  


On the shores of a wide bay on the Atlantic coast, there dwelt in old times a great Indian warrior.  It was said that he had been one of Gloose Cap’s best helpers and friends and that he had done for him many wonderful deeds.  But that, no man knows.  He had, however a very wonderful and strange power; he could make himself invisible.  He could thus mingle unseen with his enemies and listen to their plots.  He was known among the people as Strong Wind the Invisible.  He dwelt with his sister in a tent near the sea and his sister helped him greatly in his work.  Many maidens would have been glad to marry him and he was much sought after because of his mighty deeds and it was known that Strong Wind would marry the first maiden who could see him as he came home at night.  Many made the trial, but it was a long time before one succeeded.  


Strong Wind used a clever trick to test the truthfulness of all who sought to win him.  Each evening as the day went down, his sister walked on the beach with any girl who wished to make the trail.  His sister could always see him but no one else could see him and as he came home from work in the twilight, his sister, as she saw him drawing near would ask the girl who sought him, “Do you see him?”  And each girl would falsely answer: 


“Yes.”


And his sister would ask, “With what does he draw his sled?”


And each girl would answer, “With the hide of a moose” or “with a pole” or “with a great cord.”  And then his sister would know that they had all lied, for their answers were mere guesses.  And many tried, and lied, and failed, for Strong Wind would not marry any who were untruthful.  


There lived in a village a great chief who had three daughters.  Their mother had long been dead.  One of these was much younger than the others.  She was very beautiful and gentle and well beloved by all, and for that reason, her older sisters were very jealous of her charms and treated her very cruelly.  They clothed her in rags that she might be ugly and they cut off her long black hair and they burned her face with coals from the fire that she might be scarred and disfigured.  And they lied to their father, telling them that she had done these things herself.  But the young girl was patient and kept her gentle heart and went gladly about her work.  


Like other girls, the chief’s two eldest daughters tried to win Strong Wind.  One evening as the day went down they walked on the shore with Strong Wind’s sister and waited for his coming.  Soon, he came home from his day’s work, drawing his sled.  And his sister asked as usual, “Do you see him?” and each one, lying, answered:


“Yes.”


And she asked, “Of what is his shoulder strap made?”


And each, guessing, said, “Of rawhide.”  Then they entered the tent where they hoped to see Strong Wind eating his supper and when he took off his coat and his moccasins they could see them, but more than these they saw nothing and Strong Wind knew that they had lied and he kept himself from their sight.  And they went home, dismayed.  


One day, the chief’s youngest daughter, with her rags and her burned face, resolved to seek Strong Wind.  She patched her clothes with bits of birch bark from the trees and put on the few little ornaments she possessed and went worth to try to see the invisible one as all the other girls of the village had done before.  And her sisters laughed at her and called her, “fool”.  And as she passed along the road, all the people laughed at her because of her tattered frock and her burned face.  But silently, she went her way.  


Strong Wind’s sister received the little girl kindly and at twilight, she took her to the beach.  Soon Strong Wind came home, drawing his sled and his sister asked:


“Do you see him?”


And the girl answered, “No.”


And his sister wondered greatly, because she spoke the truth.  And again she asked, “Do you see him now?”


And the girl answered, “Yes, and he is very wonderful.”  


And she asked, “With what does he draw his sled?”


And the girl answered, “With a rainbow,” and she was much afraid.


And she asked further, “Of what is his bowstring?”


And the girl answered, “His bowstring is the Milky Way.”  Then Strong Wind’s sister knew that because the girl had spoken the truth at first, her brother had made himself visible to her and she said:


“Truly, you have seen him.”  And she took her home and bathed her and all the scars disappeared from her face and body and her hair grew long and black again like the raven’s wing and she gave her fine clothes to wear and many rich ornaments.  Then she bade her take the wife’s seat in the tent.  Soon Strong Wind entered and sat beside her and called her his bride.  The very next day she became his wife and ever afterward she helped him to do great deeds.  


The girl’s two elder sisters were very cross and they wondered greatly at what had taken place.  But Strong Wind, who knew of their cruelty, resolved to punish them.  Using his great power, he changed them both into aspen trees and rooted them in the earth.  And since that day, the leaves of the aspen have always trembled and they shiver in fear at the approach of Strong Wind.  It matters not how softly he comes, for they are still mindful of his great power and anger because of their lies and their cruelty to their sister long ago.  

George Washington and the Cherry Tree

Adapted from J. Berg Essenwien and Marietta Stochard

The chopping down of the cherry tree is surely the most famous truth-telling tale in America.  It first appeared in 1806 in the fifth edition of Mason Lochweed’s Imaginative Biography of Washington, entitled “The Life of George Washington With Charming Antidotes, Equally Honorable to Himself and Exemplary to his Young Countrymen.”  Here is an early twentieth century rendition.  


When George Washington was a little boy, he lived on a farm in Virginia.  His father taught him to ride and he used to take young George about the farm with him so that his son might learn how to take care of the fields and the horses and cattle when he grew older.  Mr. Washington had planted an orchard of fine fruit trees: there were apple trees, peach trees, pear trees, plum trees and cherry trees. 


 Once, a particularly fine cherry tree was sent to him from across the ocean.  Mr. Washington planted it on the edge of the orchard.  He told everyone on the farm to watch it carefully to see that it was not broken or hurt in any way.  It grew well, and one spring it was covered with white blossoms.  Mr. Washington was pleased to think that he would soon have cherries from the little tree.  


Just about this time, George was given a shiny new hatchet.  George took it and went about chopping sticks, hacking into the rails of fences and cutting whatever else he passed.  At last, he came to the edge of the orchard and thinking only of how well his hatchet could cut, he chopped into the little cherry tree.  The bark was soft and it cut so easily that George chopped the tree right down and then went on with his play.


That evening when Mr. Washington came from inspecting the farm, he sent his horse to the stable and walked down to the orchard to look at his cherry tree.  He stood in amazement when he saw how it was cut.  Who would have dared to do such a thing?  He asked everyone, but no one could tell him anything about it.  


Just then George passed by.  “George!” his father called in an angry voice.  “Do you know who killed my cherry tree?”  This was a tough question and George staggered under it for a moment but he quickly recovered.  


“I cannot tell a lie, Father,” he said.  “I did it with my hatchet.”


Mr. Washington looked at George; the boy’s face was white but he looked straight into his father’s eyes.  “Go into the house, son,” said Mr. Washington sternly.  George went into the library and waited for his father.  He was very unhappy and very much ashamed.  He knew he had been foolish and thoughtless and that his father was right to be displeased.  


Soon Mr. Washington came into the room.  “Come here, my boy,” he said.  George went over to his father.  Mr. Washington looked at him long and steadily.  “Tell me son, why did you cut the tree?”


“I was playing and I didn’t think,” George stammered. 


“And now the tree will die; we shall never have any cherries from it.  But worse than that, you have failed to take care of the tree when I asked you to do so.”  George’s head was bent and his cheeks were red from shame.  


“I’m sorry, Father,” he said.  


Mr. Washington put his hand on the boy’s shoulder.  “Look at me,” he said.  “I’m sorry to have lost my cherry tree, but I’m glad that you were brave enough to tell me the truth.  I would rather have you truthful and brave than to have a whole orchard full of the finest cherry trees.  Never forget that, my son.”


George Washington never did forget.  To the end of his life, he was just as brave and honorable as he was that day as a little boy.  

Loyalty

Our loyalties are important signs of the kind of person we have chosen to become.  They mark a kind of constancy or steadfastness in our attachments to those other persons or groups or institutions or ideals with which we have deliberately decided to associate ourselves.  To be a loyal citizen or friend means to operate within a certain framework of caring seriously about the well being of ones country or comrade.  This is very different from being a rubber stamp.  Loyalty operates on a higher level than that.  For example, the President takes an oath of loyalty to the Constitution of the United States and so do other Federal employees, law enforcement personnel and members of the armed forces.  Citizens across the nation pledge allegiance to the flag.  These expressions leave plenty of room for disagreement apart from the fundamentals they emphasize.  Ceremonial expressions aside, loyalty is like courage in that it shows itself most clearly when we are operating under stress.  Real loyalty endures inconvenience, withstands temptation and does not cringe under assault.  Yet the trust that genuine loyalty tends to generate can pervade our whole lives.

Penelope’s Web

Adapted from James Baldwin

Penelope’s long wait for her husband’s return from the Trojan War may be our ultimate tale of fidelity.  The Ithacan queen’s patience, resourcefulness, constancy and love make her one of Greek Mythology’s most memorable characters.  The story comes from Homer’s Odyssey.  In this retelling, Odysseus is called by his Latin name, Ulysses.


Of all the heroes who fought against Troy, the wisest and shrewdest was Ulysses, King of Ithaca.  Yet he went unwillingly to war.  He longed to stay at home with his wife, Penelope, and their baby boy, Telemacus, but the princess of Greece demanded that he help them and at last he consented.  


“Go, Ulysses,” said Penelope, “and I will keep your home and kingdom safe until you return.”


“Do your duty, Ulysses,” said his old father, Laertes.  “Go, and may wise Athena speed your coming back.”  And so, bidding farewell to Ithaca and all he held dear, he sailed away to the Trojan War.  


Ten long years passed and then news reached Ithaca that the weary siege of Troy was ended; the city lay in ashes and the Greek Kings were returning to their native lands.  One by one, all the heroes reached their homes.  But of Ulysses and his companions, there came no word.  Every day Penelope and young Telemacus and feeble old Laertes stood by the shore and gazed with aching eyes far over the waves, but no sign of sail or glinting oars could they discern.  Months passed by and then years and still no word.  


“His ships are wrecked and he lies at the bottom of the sea,” sighed old Laertes.  And after that, he shut himself up in his narrow room and went no more to the shore.  But Penelope still hoped and hoped.  


“He is not dead,” she said.  “And until he comes home, I will hold this fair kingdom for him.”  Everyday his seat was placed for him at the table, his coat was hung by his chair, his chamber was dusted and his great bow that hung in the hall was polished.  


Ten more years passed with constant watching.  Telemacus became a tall, gentle-mannered young man and throughout all Greece, men began to talk of nothing but Penelope’s great nobility and beauty.  


“How foolish of her,” the great princes and chiefs said, “to be forever looking for Ulysses.  Everyone knows he is dead.  She ought to marry one of us now.”  So one after another, the chiefs and princes who were looking for wives sailed to Ithaca, hoping to win Penelope’s love.  They were haughty and overbearing fellows, glorying in their own importance and wealth.  Straight to the palace they went, not waiting for an invitation, for they knew they would be treated as honored guests whether they were welcome or not. 


“Come now, Penelope,” they said, “we all know Ulysses is dead.  We have come as suitors for your hand and you dare not turn us away.  Choose one of us and the rest will depart.”  


But Penelope answered sadly, “Princes and heroes, this cannot be.  I am quite sure Ulysses lives and I must hold his kingdom for him ‘til he returns.”


“Return, he never will,” said the suitors.  “Make your choice now.”


“Give me a month longer to wait for him,” she pleaded.  “In my loom I have a half finished web of soft linen.  I am weaving it for the shroud of our father, Laertes, who is very old and cannot live much longer.  If Ulysses fails to return by the time this web is finished, then I will choose – though unwillingly.”


The suitors agreed and made themselves at home in the palace.  They seized the best of everything.  They feasted daily in the great dining hall, wasting much, and helped themselves to all the wine in the cellar.  They were rude and uproarious in the once quiet chambers of the palace and insulting to the people of Ithaca.  


Every day, Penelope sat at her loom and wove.  “See how much I have added to the length of the web?” she would say when evening came.  But at night, when the suitors were asleep, she raveled out all the threads she had woven during the day.  Thus, although she was always at work, the web was never finished.  


As the weeks passed, however, the suitors began to grow weary of waiting.  “When will that web be finished?” they impatiently asked.  


“I am busy with it every day,” Penelope answered, “but it grows very slowly.  Such a delicate piece of work cannot be completed so quickly.”


But one of the suitors, a man named Egelaus, was not satisfied.  That night he crept quietly through the palace and peeked into the weaving room.  There he saw Penelope busily unraveling the web by the light of a little lamp while she whispered to herself the name of Ulysses.    


The next morning the secret was known to every one of the unwelcome guests.  “Fair queen,” they said, “you are very cunning, but we have found you out.  That web must be finished before the sun rises again and then tomorrow, you must make your choice.  We shall wait no longer.”


The following afternoon, the unwelcome guests assembled in the great hall.  The feast was set and they ate and drank and sang and shouted as never before.  They made such an uproar that the very timbers of the palace shook.  While the turmoil was at its height, Telemacus came in followed by Eumeus, his father’s oldest and most faithful servant.  Together they began to remove all the shields and swords that hung on the walls and rattled from so much commotion.  


“What are you doing with those weapons?” shouted the suitors who finally noticed the old man and the youth.  


“They are becoming tarnished with smoke and dust,” said Eumeus, “and will keep much better in the treasure room.”  


“But we will leave my father’s great bow that hangs at the head of the hall,” added Telemacus.  “My mother polishes it everyday and she would sadly miss it if it were removed.”


“She won’t be polishing it much longer,” the suitors laughed.  “Before this day is over Ithaca will have a new king.”


At that moment, a strange beggar entered the courtyard.  His feet were bare, his head was uncovered, his clothes were in rags.  He approached the kitchen door were an old greyhound, Argos, was lying on a heap of ashes.  Twenty years before, Argos had been Ulysses favorite and most loyal hunting dog.  But now, grown toothless and almost blind, he was only abused by the suitors.  When he saw the beggar slowly moving through the yard, he raised his head to look.  Then a strange look came suddenly into his old eyes, his tail wagged feebly and he tried with all his failing strength to rise.  He looked up lovingly into the beggars face and uttered a long but joyful howl like that which he had once uttered in his youth when greeting his master.  The beggar stooped and patted his head.  


“Argos, old friend,” he whispered.  The dog staggered to his feet, then fell and was dead with the look of joy still in his eyes.  


A moment later the beggar stood in the doorway of the great hall where he was seen whispering a few words to Telemacus and faithful Eumeus.  “What do you want here, old rags?” the suitors called, hurling crusts of bread at his head.  “Get out.  Be gone!”  But at that moment, down the stairs came Penelope, stately and beautiful, with her servants and maids around her.  “The queen, the queen!” cried the suitors.  “She has come to choose one of us!”


“Telemacus, my son,” said Penelope, “what poor man is this whom our guests treat so roughly?”


“Mother, he is a wandering beggar whom the waves cast upon our shores last night,” answered the prince.  “He says that he brings news of my father.”


“Then he shall tell me of it,” said the queen.  “But first he must rest.”  At this, she caused the beggar to be led to a seat at the farther side of the room and gave orders that he be fed and refreshed.  An old woman, who had been Ulysses’ nurse when he was a child, brought a great bowl of water and towels.  Kneeling on the stones before the stranger, she began to wash his feet.  Suddenly she sprang back, overturning the bowl in her confusion.


“Oh, master, the scar!” she muttered quietly.  


“Dear nurse,” whispered the beggar, “you were ever discrete and wise.  You know me by the old scar I have carried on my knee since boyhood.  Keep well the secret, for I bide my time and the hour of vengeance is neigh.”  


This man in rags was indeed Ulysses, the king.  Alone in a little boat, he had been cast that very morning upon the shore of his own island.  He had made himself known to Telemacus and old Eumeus alone, and by his orders they had removed the weapons that hung on the wall of the great hall.  


Meanwhile the suitors again had gathered around the feast table and were more boisterous than before.  “Come, fair Penelope,” they shouted, “this beggar can tell his tale tomorrow.  It is time for you to choose a new husband.  Choose, now!”  


“Chiefs and Princes,” said Penelope in trembling tones, “let us leave this decision to the gods.  Behold, there hangs the great bow of Ulysses, which he alone was able to string.  Let each of you try his strength in bending it and I will choose the one who can shoot an arrow from it the most skillfully.”  


“Well said!” cried all the suitors and they lined up to try their strength.  The first took the bow in his hands and struggled long to bend it.  Then loosing patience, he threw it on the ground and strode away. 


“None but a giant can string a bow like that,” he said.  Then one by one, the other suitors tried their strength, but all in vain.  


“Perhaps the old beggar would like to take part in this contest,” one said with a sneer.  Then Ulysses, in his beggar’s rags, rose from his seat and went with halting steps to the head of the hall.  He fumbled with the great bow, gazing at its polished back and its long, well shaped arms, stout as bars of iron.  


“Me thinks,” he said, “that in my younger days I once saw a bow like this.”


“Enough, enough!” shouted the suitors, “Get out, you old fool!”


Suddenly a great change came over the stranger.  Almost without effort, he bent the great bow and strung it.  Then he rose to his full height and even in his beggar’s rags appeared every inch a king.  


“Ulysses, Ulysses!” Penelope cried.  The suitors were speechless.


Then in the wildest alarm, they turned and tried to escape from the hall, but the arrows of Ulysses were swift and sure and not one missed its mark.  


“Now I avenge myself upon those who have tried to destroy my home!” he cried.  And thus, one after another, the lawless suitors perished.  


The next day Ulysses sat in the great hall with Penelope and Telemacus and all the joyful members of the household.  And he told the story of his long wanderings over the sea and Penelope, in turn, related how she had faithfully kept the kingdom as she had promised though beset by insolent and wicked suitors.  Then she brought from her chamber a role of soft, white cloth of wonderful delicacy and beauty and said, “This is the web, Ulysses.  I promised that on the day of its completion, I would choose a husband.  And I choose you.”  

Yudishtera At Heaven’s Gate
This story is from the Mahabharata, which, with the Ramayana, is one of the two great epic poems of India.  Here, loyalty is literally the test to gain entrance to heaven.  


Good King Yudishtera had ruled over the Pandova people for many years and had led them in a successful but very long war against giant forces of evil.  At the end of his labors, Yudishtera felt that he had had enough years on earth and it was time to go on to the kingdom of the immortals.  


When all his plans were made, he set out for the high mount Meru to go from there to the celestial city.  His beautiful wife, Drapadi went with him and also his four brothers.  Very soon, they were joined by a dog, which followed quietly behind him.  


But the journey to the mountain was a long and sorrowful one.  Yudishtera’s four brothers died one by one along the way and after that his wife, the beautiful Drapadi.  The king was all alone then, except for the dog, which continued to follow him faithfully up and up the steep, long road to the celestial city.  


At last the two, weak and exhausted, stopped before the gates of heaven.  Yudishtera bowed humbly there as he asked to be admitted.  Sky and earth were filled with a loud noise as the god Indera, god of a thousand eyes, arrived to meet and welcome the king to paradise.  But Yudishtera was not quite ready.  


“Without my brothers and beloved wife, my innocent Drapadi, I do not wish to enter heaven, oh lord of all the deities,” he said.  


“Have no fear,” Indera answered.  “You shall meet them all in heaven.  They came before you and are already there.”  But Yudishtera had yet another request to make.


“This dog has come all the way with me, he is devoted to me.  Surely for his faithfulness I cannot leave him outside.  And besides, my heart is full of love for him.”  Indera shook his great head and the earth quaked. 


“You yourself may have immortality,” he said, “and riches and success and all the joys of heaven.  You have won these by making this hard journey, but you cannot bring a dog into heaven.  Cast off the dog, Yudishtera, it is no sin.”


“But where would he go?” demanded the king.  “And who would go with him?  He has given up all the pleasures of earth to be my companion, I cannot desert him now.”


The god was irritated at this.  “You must be pure to enter paradise,” he said firmly.  “Just to touch a dog will take away all the merits of prayer.  Consider what you are doing, Yudishtera.  Let the dog go.”


But Yudishtera insisted.  “Oh, god of a thousand eyes, it is difficult for a person who has always tried to be righteous to do something that he knows is unrighteous – even in order to get into heaven.  I do not wish immortality if it means casting off one that is devoted to me.”


Indera urged him once more.  “You left on the road behind you your four brothers and your wife.  Why can’t you also leave the dog?”


But Yudishtera said, “I abandoned those only because they had died already and I could no longer help them nor bring them back to life.  As long as they lived, I did not leave them.”


“You are willing to abandon heaven, then, for this dog’s sake?” the god asked him. 


“Great god of all gods,” Yudishtera replied, “I have steadily kept this vow, that I will never desert one that is frightened and seeks my protection, one that is afflicted and destitute or one that is too weak to protect himself and desires to live.  Now I add a fourth:  I have promised never to forsake one that is devoted to me.  I will not abandon my friend.”  Yudishtera reached down to touch the dog and was about to turn sadly away from heaven when suddenly, before his very eyes, a wonder happened.  The faithful dog was changed into Dharma, the god of righteousness and justice.  


Indera said, “You are a good man, King Yudishtera.  You have shown faithfulness to the faithful and compassion for all creatures.  You have done this by renouncing the very gods themselves instead of renouncing this humble dog that was your companion.  You shall be honored in heaven, O King Yudishtera, for there is no act which is valued more highly and rewarded more richly than compassion for the humble.” 


So Yudishtera entered the celestial city with the god of righteousness beside him.  He was reunited there with his brothers and his beloved wife to enjoy eternal happiness.    

Only A Dad

By Edgar Guest

Only a dad with a tired face

Coming home from the daily race

Bringing little of gold or fame

To show how well he has played the game

But glad in his heart that his own rejoice

To see him come and to hear his voice

Only a dad with a brood of four

One of ten million men or more

Plodding along in the daily strife

Bearing the whips and the scorns of life

With never a whimper of pain or hate

For the sake of those who at home await

Only a dad neither rich nor proud

Merely one of the surging crowd

Toiling, striving from day to day

Facing whatever may come his way 

Silent whenever the harsh condemn

And bearing it all for the love of them

Only a dad but he gives his all

To smooth the way for his children small

Doing with courage stern and grim

The deeds that his father did for him

And this is the line that for him I pen

Only a dad, but the best of men.

Faith

Faith, hope and love are formally regarded as theological virtues in traditional Christian doctrine.  They mark dispositions of persons who are flourishing in life from the religious perspective.  This is nothing distinctly Christian, however, in recognizing that religious faith adds a significant dimension to the moral life of humanity worldwide.  Faith is a source of discipline and power and meaning in the lives of the faithful of any major religious creed.  It is a potent force in the human experience.  A shared faith binds people together in ways that cannot be duplicated by other means.  A human being without faith, without reverence for anything is a human being morally adrift.  The world’s major religions provide time-tested anchors for drifters.  They furnish ties to a larger reality for people on the loose.  Faith can contribute important elements to the social stability and moral development of individuals and groups.  Many parents are themselves insecure in their faith.  Like the 19th century English radical John Thelwall, they think it unfair to influence a child’s mind by inculcating any opinions before the child should have come to years of discretion and be able to choose for itself.  There is an enlightening antidote in Samuel Taylor Coleridges’ “Table Talk” for July 27, 1830:  


I showed John my garden and told him it was my botanical garden.  “How so,” 
said he, “it is covered with weeds.”  “Oh,” I replied, “that is only because it has 
not yet 
come into its age of discretion and choice.  The weeds, you see, have 
taken 
liberty to grow and I thought it unfair in me to prejudice the soil toward 
roses and strawberries.”

Now I Lay Me Down To Sleep

I have read that John Adams said this one every night throughout his adult years.  Well, the Bennet family says it every night, too.  

Now I lay me down to sleep

I pray the Lord my soul to keep

If I should die before I wake

I pray the Lord my soul to take.

The Twenty-third Psalm

The book of psalms was the ancient hymnal of the Jewish people.  Most of the psalms were probably written for use in worship.  One finds among them songs of praise, thanksgiving, adoration, devotion, doubt and complaint.  Martin Luther called the Psalter, “a Bible in miniature.”  Psalm 23, a hymn of trust in God, is probably the most widely loved.  

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures

He leadeth me beside the still waters

He restoreth my soul

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for His name’s sake

Ye, though I walk through the shadow of death

I will fear no evil for thou art with me

Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me

Thou preparests a table before me in the presence of mine enemies

Thou anointest my head with oil

My cup runneth over

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life

And I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.

Amazing Grace

By John Newton

John Newton, the London-born author of this hymn, went to sea at age eleven, was later imprisoned on a Man of War, escaped to work on a slave trading vessel and eventually became a slave ship captain.  They hymn is a personal testimony to the amazing grace that turned Newton’s life around.  He later became an ardent abolitionist.  After his ordination into the ministry of the Church of England in 1764, Newton and William Cooper produced the Allney Hymns, one of the greatest of the Anglican Hymnals.  

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound

That saved a wretch like me 

I once was lost, but now am found

Was blind, but now I see

‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear

And grace my fears relieved

How precious did that grace appear

The hour I first believed

Through many dangers, toils, and snares

I have already come

‘Tis grace has brought me safe thus far

And grace will lead me home


The Lord has promised good to me

His word my hope secures

He will my shield and portion be 

As long as life endures.  

When we’ve been there ten thousand years

Bright shining as the sun

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise

Than when we first begun.







