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What’s it all About?

DF. Papaderos, what is the
meaning of life?” | asked the
aging German professor of
Greek culture and history.

The usual laughter followed,
and people stirred to go.

Papaderos held up his hand,
stilled the room, and looked at
me for a long time, asking with
his eyes if | was serious and
seeing from my eyes that | was.

“I will answer your
question.” Taking his wallet out
of his hip pocket, he fished into
a leather billfold and brought
out a very small round mirror,
about the size of a quarter.And
what he said went like this:

“When | was a small child,
during the war, we were very
poor and we lived in a remote
village. One day, on the road, |
found the broken pieces of a
mirror.A German motorcycle

had been wrecked in that place.

[dried to find all the pieces and
put them together, but it was
not possible, so | kept only the
largest piece.This one.And by
scratching it on a stone | made
it round.

IR X

“THIERF D L, v i
B At A 7 A
WL LA A A TE . iR
—hr H#EEZ S E N

A= BAGIEHE -, B
MR Y 1 — PRt 5 R,
MNITuhEE B R, HE BT
AR P A5E T F, RE
fI1Zss Mk Al 73—
=), WEREEZH.
AHHIK T, BEASGEIAH.

“CRA BRI .7
YE, MRS T
— R, OB
H— M EE NS T, E
RL)RAAT25R M E A K
SRJE, ARULH TN A IX B
i

“H/NRIEAR, EE R
i IRE, FAMRTT, {E
- MRE IS H. 5
—R, WA LRI T L
B DRUOVAR B A — 4l
(O R BB T 7

“ FARRBIL A FIrAT AR
Fro SRR EE e,
(HIALAZR]; FrEL, Fomlh
W T — ek, i
K fre WAk BT E
HZJm, MEateE=m T He
SOEZTIES



| began to play with it as a toy
and became fascinated by the fact
that | could reflect light into dark
places where the sun would
never shine—in deep holes and
crevices and dark closets. It
became a game for me to get
light into the most inaccessible
places | could find.
[1 I kept the little mirror, and as
| went about my growing up, |
would take it out in idle
moments and continue the
challenge of the game.As |
became a man, | grew to
understand that this was not just
a child’s game but a metaphor for
what | might do with my life. |
came to understand that | am not
the light or the source of light.
But light—truth, understanding,
knowledge—is there, and it will
only shine in many dark places if |
reflect it.
[ I am a fragment of a mirror
whose design and shape | do not
know. Nevertheless, with what |
have | can reflect light into the
dark places of this world—into
the black places in the hearts of
men—and change some things in
some people. Perhaps others may
see and do likewise.This is what |
am about. This is the meaning
of my life”
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And then he took his small
mirror and, holding it carefully,
caught the bright rays of daylight
streaming through the window
and reflected them onto my face
and onto my hands folded on
the desk.

Much of what | experienced in
the way of information about
Greek culture and history that
summer is gone from memory.
But in the wallet of my mind I still

carry a small round mirror.
—Ted Cashion

Only a life lived for others is a
life worthwhile.

—Albert Einstein (1879-1955)
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A Brother Like That

A friend of mine named Paul
received an automobile from his
brother as a present.VWhen Paul
came out of his office, a street
urchin was walking around the
shiny new car, admiring it.

“Is this your car, Mister?”
he asked.

Paul nodded.“My brother
gave it to me.”

The boy was astounded. “You
mean your brother gave it to you
and it didn’t cost you nothing?
Boy, | wishT_ He hesitated.

Of course Paul knew what he
was going to wish for. He was
going to wish he had a brother
like that. But what the lad said
jarred Paul all the way down to
his heels.

“I wish,” the boy went on,
“that | could be a brother
like that.”

Paul looked at the boy in
astonishment, then impulsively he
added,“Would you like to take a
ride in my automobile?”

“Oh yes, I'd love that!”

After a short ride, the boy
turned and with his eyes aglow,
said, “Mister, would you mind
driving in front of my house?”
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Paul smiled a little. He
thought he knew what the lad
wanted. He wanted to show his
neighbors that he could ride
home in a big automobile. But
Paul was wrong again.“Will you
stop where those two steps are?”
the boy asked.

He ran up the steps.Then in a
little while Paul heard him coming
back, but he was not coming fast.
He was carrying his crippled
younger brother. He sat him
down on the bottom step, then
sort of squeezed up against him
and pointed to the car.

“There she is, Buddy, just like |
told you upstairs. His brother
gave it to him and it didn’t cost
him a cent. And some day I'm
gonna give you one just like it. []
And then you can ride around
and see for yourself all the things
that I've been trying to tell
you about.”

Paul got out and lifted the lad
to the front seat of his car.The
shining-eyed older brother
climbed in beside him and the
three of them began a
memorable ride. That day, Paul
learned “It is more blessed to give

than to receive.”
—Dan Clark
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Reach Out—and See What HEBIZFE, EF 1A

One Person Can Do e/t A7
As the old man walked the RS 9, B —hiE

beach at dawn he noticed a youth A\ IEEFEEM F, fiEFE
ahead of him picking up starfish FEAbET I — PR N IEE
and flinging them into the sea. WERE, SR XIEei
Finally, catching up with the youth, @Rl HE =, &F, g I
he asked him why he was doing TN ERN, b N4

this. The answer was that the BUX A ? ERR N A2
stranded starfish would die if left R E AR B
in the morning sun. [J 1, SRR T
But the beach goes on for miles F, “YHE, X)PDEMRKIES
and there are millions of B, =F AR
starfish,[cbuntered the old Mt 7 ZAN I EE:  “AR
man. Hbw can your effort XA AR ESR g 2 7
make any difference?[] PPN EBRANE TEBRCD
The young man looked at FH i £, RGEE
the starfish in his hand and ‘et 2R R
then threw it to the safety of the “XTIXHMEE R FIASR Y T Ak
waves. [tiwill make a difference to  IXFERIE L. ——AGEREL.
this one, bk said. —Brian + L& (Brian Cavanaugh),
Cavanaugh, The Sower’s Seeds e (FEFERRT)
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A most important question

During my second month of
nursing school our professor
gave us a pop quiz. | was a
conscientious student and had
breezed through the questions,
until | read the last one: What
is the first name of the woman

. who cleans the school?[]

Surely this was some kind of
joke. | had seen the cleaning
woman several times. She was
tall, dark-haired, and in her 50s,
but how would | know her
name! | handed in my paper,
leaving the last question blank.

Before class ended, one
student asked if the last
question would count toward
our quiz grade. Bbsolutely, [shid
the professor. [nlyour careers
you will meet many people. All
are significant. They deserve
your attention and care, even if
all you can do is smile and
say hello.[]

I've never forgotten that
lesson. | also learned her name

was Dorothy.
—JoAnn C. Jones
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The Water

It was one of the hottest days
of the dry season.We had not seen
rain in almost a month.The crops
were dying. Cows had stopped
giving milk. The creeks and streams
were long gone, having faded back
into the earth.

Every day my husband and his
brothers would go about the
arduous process of trying to get
water to the fields. Lately this
process had involved taking a truck
to the local water rendering plant
and filling it up with water. But now
severe rationing had cut everyone
off. If we didn’t see some rain soon,
we would lose everything. It was
on this day that | learned a true
lesson of sharing, and witnessed the
only miracle | have seen with my
own eyes.

| was in the kitchen making
lunch for my husband and his
brothers when | saw my six-year-
old son Billy walking toward the
woods. He wasn’t walking with the
usual carefree abandon of youth,
but with a serious purpose. He was
obviously walking with great effort,
trying to be as still as possible.
Minutes after he disappeared into
the woods, he came running out
again, toward the house
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| went back to making sandwiches,
thinking that whatever task he had
been doing was completed. Moments
later; however, he was once again
walking with that slow purposeful
stride toward the woods.

This activity went on for an hour:
walk carefully to the woods, run back
to the house. Finally | couldn’t take it
any longer, and | crept out of the
house and followed him on his
journey. He was cupping both hands
in front of him as he walked, being
very careful not to spill the precious
water he held in them, maybe two or
three tablespoons in his small hands.

| sneaked close as he went into
the woods. Branches and thorns
slapped his face, but he did not try to
avoid them. He had a much higher
purpose.As | leaned in to spy on him,
| saw the most amazing sight. Several
large deer loomed in front of him.
Billy walked right up to them. |
almost screamed for him to get away.
A huge buck with elaborate antlers
was dangerously close. But the buck
did not threaten him. He didn’t even
move as Billy knelt down.And | saw a
tiny fawn lying on the ground,
obviously suffering from dehydration
and heat exhaustion, lift its head with
great effort to lap up the water
cupped in my beautiful boy’s hands.
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When the water was gone, Billy
jumped up to run back to the
house and | hid behind a tree. |
followed him back to the house,
to a spigot that we had shut off
the water to. Billy opened it all the
way and a small trickle began to
creep out. He knelt there, letting
the drip-drip slowly fill up his
makeshift “cup,” as the sun beat
down on his little back. It took
almost twenty minutes for the
drops to fill his hands.When he
stood up and began the trek back,
| was there in front of him. His
eyes just filled with tears.“I’'m not
wasting,” was all he said.

As he began his walk, | joined
him, with a small pot of water
from the kitchen. | let him tend to
the fawn. | stayed away. It was his
job. | stood on the edge of the
woods watching the most
beautiful heart | have ever known
working so hard to save another
life.

As the tears that rolled down
my face began to hit the ground,
they were suddenly joined by
other drops ... and more drops
... and more. | looked up at the
sky. It was as if God Himself was
weeping with pride.
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Some will probably say that this
was just a huge coincidence.That
miracles don’t really exist.That it
was bound to rain sometime.And
| can’t argue with that—I'm not
going to try.All | can say is that
the rain that came that day saved
our farm, just like the actions of a
little boy saved a life.

- Author unknown
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