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Have a purpose! Certainly if one is
to get on in life with a degree of success,
this seems a practical injunction. To know
one's objective is prerequisite to worthwhile living, for the goal determines the
course to be pursued, and the nature of the
goal influences the method of pursuit.
Objectives are of two kinds, temporal
and eternal; and whether we choose one
or both is a deciding factor in our manner
of living. It is thus that character is built.
"If in this life only we have hope -, we
are of all men most miserable," says Paul.
For him who looks only to temporal objectives, life is a prison, its circumscribed area
surrounded by high walls that exclude any
view of broad horizons, thwart nature's
urge to spring up and grow and reach ever
farther into the glory of the infinite. And
soon such a one forgets how to look into
the immeasurable and mysterious distances
of eternity; finds himself smothered by the
things of today, exhausted by the anxieties
and fears and perplexities of mere existence.
God, let my temporal objectives be
conditioned by the eternal, my hope
abounding in the faith that makes each
day's adventure the promise of a more
glorious tomorrow! Such were my thoughts
one day toward the end of a cr~ss-country
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journey by automobile.
The whole trip had been like the advance of Eisenhower's armies.
At 6: 30
a. m. on a Tuesday we left Cleveland. On
schedule we lunched in Dayton. Cincinnati was entered according to plan at 5: 30
p. m. The next day we failed to make
our noon objective because of an untore-
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seen detour; however, in spite of this delay,
we arrived at our planned night position
only an hour off schedule. And so it had
gone for five days. Home was now only
a few hours away, and the question was:
should we stop for the night or proceed
by hard driving to reach our objective a
few hours earlier'!
Perhaps it was the desert heat; or
perhaps my mind did not wish to make the
decision. I was suddenly weary of concentration on objectives. It is a form of
exercise, on which the mind may become
like the over-trained athlete, or the horse
which is brought to the peak of form too
soon and breaks pace in the middle of the
race. The mental pace was broken for
me, and my thoughts wandered to a summer of long ago, my first visit to Colorado.
Men with teams and carriages for hire
unerringly spotted us as newcomers. They
angled for us with the highly colored bait
of alluring folders and enticing speeches,
and each tour offered seemed to us more
attractive than the one before. We did
them all. Through the Garden of the
Gods in one and a half hours; ten minutes
at the Balanced Rock, five minutes at
Steamboat Rock, time for pictures of the
Kissing Camels and the Sleeping Indian.
Three hours round-trip to the Seven Falls,
allowing forty-five minutes for the climb
up the two hundred and twelve steps (if
you are a good climber there is time to go
on to Helen Hunt Jackson's grave on the
rnountain top, and there you may pause
for a moment to picture the author of
RlPTlo'lUt,
writing in this spot.) Williams
Canyon, Cave of the Winds, North Cheyenne

Canyon,

schedule!
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At last I rebelled against the crack of
the driver's whip and his urgent call to
move, just when I found a place for lingering. One day must be my own.

glorious fury on the mountain

In the cool dawn I was on my way,
warm sweater over my shoulders, stout
walking shoes carrying my feet along as .
though buoyed by the light mountain air.
Before the drivers were at the curbs with
their wheedling calls, I was beyond their
.reach,
The Rocky Mountains' lay before
me for possession. A large objective,
someone says.
But this day I had no
thought of objectives .. I would possess
the mountains by allowing myself to be
possessed.
No scaling of lofty peaks for me that
day, merely to stand at the top and flap
my wings like Chanticleer,
demanding
attention for my exploit.
I found the
secluded, shady canyons where were lush
ferns and columbine untrampled
by the
gawking throng, who craned toward the
barren summits overhead and missed the
lavish beauty at their feet. I drank from
singing waterfalls
unsung by men, and
watched, in quiet pools, the rainbow trout
• that here found refuge from the wiles of
anglers.
I sat enthroned upon a rock,
while the tumbling froth of a noisy stream
leaped at my feet, cooling, refreshing, so
that I walked with new pleasure on my
way. I found a bed of pine needles, and
drowsed to the whispered song of the wind
through the parent trees overhead, until a
distant diapason note aroused me to see
cloud legions in the sky, casting their fiery
lances toward the earth.
Discretion sent me to the nearest road,
which wove its way by devious turns up
the mountain side. And there, basking in
radiant sunshine, I stood serene as Juno
gazing down from Mount Olympus, and
watched the scurrying tribe of mortals
seek shelter from the storm as it broke in
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me. I saw the lightning at my feet, I felt
the mountain
tremble
as the thunder
rolled, and I smelled the sweet, clean odor
of the rain borne to me on the upsweeping
current of the wind. And the sun warmed
me against the chill of the storm, and I
was at peace, while other mortals strove
against the elements.
A bird burst into thrilling song above
my head, giving voice to the rhapsody of
my own soul; and a chipmunk paused in
the door of his hole to share with me the
harmony of this exalted moment.
Perhaps I had had an objective after
all; this union of my being with the mountains, this submerging
of myself to the
moods and charms of natur~, had brought
a sense of peaco that was in itself the
objective toward which all mankind
is
yearning.
By ceasing to strive, I had possessed it.
I turned toward home. 'l'he way was
pleasant; the evening air Was balmy, aglow
with the sunset.
I walked in an aura of
splendid revery. The coachmen flicked the
tired horses with their whips, and the passengers, dusty, weary, surfeited with seeing, sore from reaching to glimpse the un.,
a.ttainable, clung to their seats as the carnages clattered down the pass. In their
eyes I could have seen visions of hot t
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mners, bed
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mountain stream set' my flesh
tingling
anew, and the scent of the
pines and the
rain was in my nostrils.
Today I had had peace
B t t
.
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u omorrow
the whips would crack again and I
Would
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* * * *
'\13~hold ~ §now you a mystery:
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shall not all sleep."
This mystery Paul wrote about, which
he could show to us but not explain: what
is its meaning? This has been a question
in the thoughts of men from the beginning
of time. It lies at the root of all world
religions; it is the mystery that has influenced men for good or evil throughout
the history of the world.
Sleep itself is a mystery. Who knows
whither the soul takes flight while we are
sleeping'? Impossible that it should go to
the realm of our dreams! - to that unseen
landscape peopled by fantastic, yet vaguely
familiar figures. The trivia and chaos of
that realm surely cannot encompass the
greatness of the human soul! No, dreams
cannot be a vane to point my soul's course
when I am sunk in slumber.
Perhaps,
then, my soul is also in repose, needing like
the body, rest and refreshment from the
stress of daily life; perhaps it, too, but
sleeps until the dawn of a new day.
But there is a deeper sleep, a sleep
from which I shall not arise to resume the
daily business of living. What then of my
soul?

I read,
The dead know not anythingtheir love and their hatred and their
envy is now perished;
neither have they any more a portion
forever in anything that is done under
the sun. for there is no work, nor
device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom,
in the grave, whither thou goest."
Ecclesiastes 9: 5,6,10

Is there, then, nought but oblivion ahead?

* * * *
I was engulfed in a viewless eternity.
of ebb tide, and the
ocean was asleep, and all life with it. The
cushion of sand on which I rested might
have been the velvet padding of a casket.
No sound reached my ear; my eyes strained
to catch an elusive gleam in the blackness

It was the moment

which pressed so closely that I dared not
move my arms, a hand, a finger, lest I find
narrow, trammeling walls. Now and then
I seemed to sense, rather than to see, a
glint of light, a fleeting reflection of a star
in the unruffled water. Or was it an illusion, product of the longing of the eye to
pierce the gloom? A ghostly shadow
hovered momentarily and was gone. Then,
swiftly it returned bringing a legion with
it.
The smothering silence of the fog,
enfolded me. Earth and heaven had slipped away, and I was alone in an eternity
of hopelessness where no life stirred.
"The dead know not anything."
Ah,
oblivion were sweet escape from this dread
solitude.

* * * *
"There is one glory of the sun, and
another glory of the moon, and another
glory of the stars: - so also is the resurrection of the dead." I Corinthians 15:41,42
I stood at the brink of eternity. About
me, faintly seen in the gloom that precedes
the dawn, were ghostly figures that appeared somehow to move; and I was moving
with them. The earth itself was reeling
gently, and I felt the rhythm of the spheres
as they swung and swayed to the music of
the universe. I could go no farther; before
me there lay neither earth nor sea. A
mystic vapor moved restlessly under the
first kiss of dawn. Off in the distance a
faint glow touched a snow-crowned summit, slipped on to bestow its caress on
other beauties; and in its wake it left a
windening blush of rosy light.
My soul was yearning toward

that

brightness, which seemed so near yet was
so far beyond my reach.
I could only
stand and watch while a miracle took
place. Down into the shade of eternity's
chasm the light made its way. The rosy
tint of the mountain peaks was changed
to golden brightness. which reflected upon
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the misty depth imparting a glowing radiance. Shadows of form and color came
into being, veiled in the clinging mist but
giving hope that here was no lonely void.
And then the sun leaped over the loftiest
mountain top, dispelling every trace of
uncertainty and doubt.
The mysterious
chasm at my feet became a scintillating

jewel, as the glorious azure of Crater Lake
caught the sun's rays and flung them joyously upward to the sky again.
No longer was I standing on the brink
of the unknown.
Here was joy, and freedom, and glorious existence, realities that
neither life nor death can dim. "Behold,
I show you a mystery; we shall not sleep."
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The woman's arms were tired, and
her back, as she pushed the iron. But the
pain of her body was somehow outside
her, and she was only her thoughts. There
was so much to do before Grandma's party.
After Mrs. Knox's ironing was done there
was hall and living room to clean, the cake
to ice, and lunch to fix for Grandma and
the baby. If only Ella May's time hadn't
come early, she could have helped with
the easy things.
She'd been early with
Carol, too, though, and they might have
known.
It seemed awful not to be with the
poor girl. But there was so much to do.
And Ella May was a big strong girl. And
this time they even had money enough for
her to go to the hospital. Almost nobody
had trouble having babies in the hospital.
It wouldn't be like when Ella May herself
was born. The woman smiled a little at
the slip on the ironing board. Once in a
while she'd thought it would have been as
well if she'd died then and Ella May too.
But that wasn't so. Sometimes it was very
good to be alive.
And sometimes even
cleaning people's houses wasn't so bad.

Most people were awfully nice. They sent
you jellies and chicken when you were
sick. And look at Mrs. Pohl, A hundred
dollars for Grandma - one for each year.
Certainly was lucky, seeing that Ella May
had had to go so quickly. Babies might be
a lot of trouble, but it was fun to watch
them grow up. And to think of all the
times Grandma'd seen that.
It was lucky
too that Mrs. Pohl had said she could
clean on Friday this week or she never
would have got ready for the party.
The slip was the last thing in the
basket, and as she folded it she planned
what she'd do ne.xt. First the cleaning.
She'd hung the curtains last night, and
there was only the floor and the dUsting
to do. She put the ironing things away in
the closet and then stood still a mnute.
Pushing back her hair with her arm, she
sighed a little. Her forhead was wet, and
she could smell the perspiration
from
under her arms.
W,ith a big cap on her head and brooms
and mops urrdor her arms, she went into
the living room. The sun shining in and
the starched white curtains made it lOOk
pretty nice and cheerful even ~f the flOor
wasn't cleaned. And with Grandma in her

