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Everyone Is Looking For Youl

The great architect Frank Lloyd Wright was fond of an incident that may have seemed
insignificant at the time, but had a profound influence on the rest of his life. The winter
he was 9, he went walking across a snow-covered field with his reserved, no-nonsense
uncle. As the fwo of them reached the far end of the field, his uncle stopped him. He
pointed out his own tracks in the snow, straight and true as an arrow's flight, and then
young Frank's tracks meandering all over the field. "Notice how your tracks wander
aimlessly from the fence to the cattle to the woods and back again," his uncle said. "And
see how my tracks aim directly Yo my goal. There is an important lesson in that." Years
later the world-famous architect liked to tell how the experience had contributed to his
philosophy in life. "I determined right then" he'd say with a twinkle in his eye, "not to
miss the things in life, that my uncle had missed".

Frank Lloyd Wright saw in those tracks what his uncle could not: It is easy to let the
demands of life keep us from the joys of living. We all recognize that any goal in life
worth achieving demands a great deal of our energy.

If you are a doctor you must spend vast hours alone and in residency studying the human
body. The life of your patient demands it.

If you are a teacher you must live in the library researching and preparing for your
lecture. The mind of your student demands it.

If you are a carpenter you must patiently measure the building before you drive the first
nail. The integrity of the structure depends on it.

If you are a mother you must sacrifice your life for another. Your children require it.

We could not live if we did not set goals and work to fulfill them. No sane person would
argue otherwise. But here's what young Wright discovered at the tender age of 9, and
what some don't learn until 59: The objective in life is not the goal but the journey on
the way to the goal.

The whole city had gathered around the door, pressing in to see Jesus. The demands on
him were already piling up. He cured many, cast out demons, and taught constantly. And
his disciples didn't help matters. When he left in the morning early to pray, they went
searching for him. And when they found him they said, "What are you doing, everyone is
searching for you?" How do we enjoy the journey when everyone and everything is
searching for you, wanting a piece of you, and demanding your time?



All Our Strength

The story is told of a little boy and his father. They were walking along a road when they
came across a large stone. The boy looked at the stone and thought about it a little.
Then he asked his father, "Do you think if I use all my strength, I can move that rock?"
The father thought for a moment and said, "I think that if you use all your strength, you
can do it." That was all the little boy needed. He ran over to the rock and began to push
on it. He pushed and he pushed, so hard did he try that little beads of sweat appeared on
his forehead. But the rock didn't move - not an inch, not half an inch. After a while, the
little boy sat down on the ground. His face had fallen. His whole body seemed to be just a
lump there on the earth. "You were wrong," he told his dad. "I can't do it." His father
walked over to him, knelt beside him, and put his arm around the boy's shoulder. "You can
do it," he said. "You just didn't use all your strength. You didn't ask me to help." The
world in which we live tells us that it is all up to us. It tells us that we have to be strong
and independent. It tells us we can't and shouldn't count on anyone or anything else. And
yet, what faith tells us and what Jews and Christians have known forever is that we have
a ready resource in God, strength for those who ask. (by Donald M. Tuttle)

Solitude and Silence

A father took his small son with him fo town one day fo run some errands. When
lunchtime arrived, the two of them went to a familiar diner for a sandwich. The father
sat down on one of the stools at the counter and lifted the boy up to the seat beside him.
They ordered lunch, and when the waiter brought the food, the father said, "Son, we'll
just have a silent prayer." Dad got through praying first and waited for the boy to finish
his prayer, but he just sat with his head bowed for an unusually long time. When he finally
looked up, his father asked him, "What in the world were you praying about all that
time?" With the innocence and honesty of a child, he replied, "How do I know? It was a
silent prayer." (Adapted from Our Daily Bread)

Coping with Pressure
Countless icebergs float in the frigid waters around Greenland. Some are tiny; others
tower skyward. At fimes the small ones move in one direction while their gigantic
counterparts go in another. Why is this? The small ones are pushed around by the winds
blowing on the surface of the water, but the huge ice masses are carried along by deep
ocean currents.



