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SCHOOL DAYS—DEAR OLD GOLDEN

RULE DAYS 5, sisiop Holliman

There’s a blurb on TV—and I've seen it ona
bumper sticker—that says, “If you can read this,
thank a teacher”” Well, I did just that a few years
ago, and if I never do anything else in life thats
worth remembering, I can say I did something
right, at least once. I went back home and
visited my 7th grade English teacher, and
thanked her for all she had done for me when I
was a young school boy.

The world was young—and so was Mrs.
McClendon—when I was in the 7th grade.
Babe Ruth was still hitting home runs and FDR
was making fireside chats. The most popular
radio program was “Amos an’ Andy,” and

“Mrs. Mac,” as we respectfully called her, was
teaching a bunch of ragamuffins the basic rules
of grammar.

When I visited her on a December day in her
home she was as knowledgeable and articulate
as | had remembered her many years ago. Her
mind and wit were as sharp and clear as a May
morning, and this gave me the chance to tell
how grateful I was for the influence she had had
on my life.

Tt was Mrs. Mac who taught Depression-
plagued boys and girls the importance of
speaking and writing correctly. She taught us to
diagram and analyze sentences and to conjugate
verbs. We learned the parts of speech and that
a verb has to agree with its subject. Mrs. Mac
drilled into our heads the rules of punctuation
and the difference between a simple sentence
and a compound sentence. We learned that an
adjective modifies a noun and pronoun, and
that a preposition takes an object.

Mrs. Mac was a strict teacher. When she
spoke, we listened. When she pronounced a
doctrine, that's they way it was, and we did

not get equal time to debate the merits of the
case. She reinforced her pronouncements with
the application of a yardstick that was always
handy, and most students could expect a trip to
the woodshed when they got home if they gota
spanking in school.

In that day and in that school, students and
parents alike looked upon the teacher as an
authority figure, and teachers had the support
of the parents whose children were entrusted to
their care.

Mis. Mac showed me the old school bell given
to her when she retired some years before. It was
a hand-rung bell with a clapper—no electronics
then—that was rung to call school to order each
morning and too, to dismiss classes and to call
us in from recess. When that bell rang, like the
bugle call that summoned Teddy Roosevelt’s
Rough Riders up San Juan Hill, it commanded
unquestioned obedience; and when it was tapped
the second time that meant no more talking in
line. We marched in quietly and smartly like
soldiers, not off to fight a foreign foe but to do
battle against dangling participles.

Mirs. Mac never had any children of her own

50 she always called her students “my boys and
girls,” and she kept up with many long after she
retired. As we talked in her living room on that
winter day I could see some of her “boys and
girls” from that long-ago time.

Most came from homes riddled by the Great
Depression, homes lacking in educational
opportunities. Yet, most of her “boys and girls”
had parents who viewed “getting an education”
a passport to a better life and they knew that
teachers like Mrs. Mac could make it possible.

Mrs. Mac succeeded because she cared, and

she had the support of the community and the
parents who also cared. And that made the
difference, we concluded, as she and I measured
today’s school environment against that of
yesterday.

Later in the year after my visit with Mrs. Mac, a
group of her “boys and girls” honored her with
a dinner and a special celebration where we each
had the chance to telf her, before time ran out,
how much she had meant to us. Boys and girls,
now men and women in advanced age, came
from Texas, Arizona, Georgia, and Tennessee to
pay their respects to this gallant lady.

There was no merit pay, no bonuses and no
special awards for teachers when Mrs. Mac was
in the classroom, buc if the state had paid her
what she was worth, theyd have had to double
the sales tax!

Now, if you have been able to read this, go thank
a teacher while there is still time.
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AET ME COUNT THE WAYS ., 5. siinr

Our friends in Indiana and Cookeville
frequently ask how we like living in
McKendree Village. I always answer them
with the dassic line from Elizabeth Barrete
Browning:  “Let me count the ways.”

But before I count them, let me set the scene:

Ellen and I are now in our fourth month of
residing in Towers Apartment 1203, having
moved here May 26th from Cookeville and
Woodbum, Indiana. Weve been married
seven years and have spent our summers
in Indiana where she had a house and our
winters in Cookeville where I had one.

Keeping up two homes was becoming an
expensive operation and moving back and
forth each year was a burden. So early in
January of this year we began to consider an
alternative to our then current life style and
began to look around at other possibilities.

I had known about McKendree through
our church in Cookeville, so it was not a
complete stranger to me, and one day the

- of moving here popped into my mind.
Jn a bright January day, with our friends
Don and Gerry Feick from Fairfield Glade,

we drove down here to look the place over,

not really thinking we'd move here any tim

Bur the most troubling question of
all: What do we do with Skippy, our
nine year old Bichon, a bundle of
white fluff, who was the darling of our
lives? It would indeed be a tearful time!

There were other issues to be considered.
Leavingfriendsoflong-standing, our church,
family members on both sides, and familiar
sights and sounds wed become accustomed
t0, would not be casy. Having to deal with
lawyers and real estate people was not our
cup of tea and an ordeal we did nor refish.

Right off, 1 could see our move would be
a stressful experience, and in the process, 1
asked myself several times, “are you sure you
wantto go through with this?” Nevertheless,
we made our decision to go in a different
direction, givingup the old and taking on the
new. Ellen went back to Indiana to sell her
house and I stayed in Cookeville to sell mine.
We thought it would take all summer, so we
did not expect to move for several months.

To our surprise, both houses sold as soon
as we let it be known we were moving,
even before a “for sale” sign ‘went. up.

Theresoon followed several days of yard sales
at both places, children taking cherished

+* items theyd remembered from childhood, -
Aziﬁd_ several drop-offs: at Goodwill and t:hc

Rescue 1d

The service personnel get high marks for
courteous and timely responses o our
needs. The dining room folks especially
deserve a tip of the hat for their patience
and kindness in taking care of us hungry
pilgrims. The servers always smile and call
us by name and that is pleasing to our ears.

I like the camaraderie around the dinner
table as we partake of the nutritious
meals the kitchen crew have cooked up.

The security and care McKendree provides
gives us peace of mind, and irs comforting
to know someone will come to our aid if we
need them. You can't put a price on that.

1 like the convenience of the library and the
fact 'm not fined if I keep a book too long.
1 like the short walk to the church next door
and the Sunday evening hymn sing, and the
Friday night piano recital by Pauline Gamble.

I like the beautiful Woodlands and the
well-manicured grounds that send a message
that McKendree is a firs-class operation.
I like having a bank and a barber shop
on the premises, precluding the need to
get in the car and battle heavy traffic.
1 like that medical facilities and personnel
are just an elevator-ride away, and that a

tis on hand to dispense the pills

te our ‘pains. -1 like not having

e
e S
ity caryill pay
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OCTOBER IS
MISSIONARY MONTH!

1 have always been a little in awe of
Christians who are willing to answer
God’s call to go halfway around the
world, leave family and friends, learn
a new language and a new culture,

to share God’s love. Missionaries are
a special group of Christians in my
book, and we are privileged to have
had several living here at McKendree
through the years. During the month
of October we have invited several of
our neighbors who have spent time in
the mission field to share their story
and God's story in worship. At Sunday
Worship and Wednesday Chapel we
will hear from these special folks.

HERE IS THE SCHEDULE:

SUNDAY OCTOBER 7
10:45 Worship
David Butler, Tunisia & Algeria

SUNDAY OCTOBER 14

10:45 Worship
Ernest Hollaway, Japan

SUNDAY OCTOBER 21

10:45 Worship

Dot Evins, Malaysia
SUNDAY OCTOBER 28

10:45 Worship

Ron Meyers, The Congo
WEDNESDAY OCTOBER 3RD
Chapel

Carol Butler, Tunisia and Algeria
WEDNESDAY OCTOBER 10TH
Chapel

Jim Robinson, VIM Panama
& St Vincent

\ WEDNESDAY OCTOBER 17TH
\  Chapel

+  AnnaTews, Russia

N

\ Make your plans to attend
Y each of these services and

learn more about how God is
oving throughout the world.

v

HEAR THAT TRAIN BLOW LOVE,

HEAR THAT TRAIN BLOW

By: Bishop Holliman

The sweetest music to a train lover's ears is the sound of
adistant whistle, followed by “Yonder she comes,” and
finally, the conductor’s “All Aboard”

That sound of music was once heard throughout the
land by members of our generation—the one Tom
Brokaw calls “The Greatest.” But, alas, that sound is
‘hardly a murmur today, as the passenger train has abour
reached the end of the line, much like the demise of
penny candy, front porches and homemade ice cream.
And thar’s a sad state of affairs for folks like me who want
to ding to a time that once was, knowing full well it will
never be again.

Arthe peak of their popularity over 20,000 trains a day
carried travelers across the U.S., and thousands of first-
class passengers bedded down in Pullman cars each night
as the Iron Horse thundered through the darkness.

The passenger train was a major thread in the social
fabric of our nation. Tt put small-town America in touch
with the rest of the country, and if you went any distance
from home before 1950, you probably went by train.
Itwas the train thar took us off to war and brought us
home when the war was over. Young folks boarded the
afternoon train to go off to college, or to the Big City to
seek fame and forrune, and honeymooners “shuffied off
to Buffalo” on the Lakawanna Line, according toa 1934

Broadway show tune.

But notanymore. Americas love affair with the
passenger train ended with the coming of the jet age, the
interstate highways and Holiday Inns at every exit. The
only thing that saved it from extinction was the creation
of the Amtrak system in 1971.

Except for commutets trains in the major cities there

s very little rail service for the rest of the country.

You can count on your two hands the number of
long-distance trains still running. The only Amtrak
presence in Tennessee is the “City of New Otleans” that
runs through Memphis late at night on its way to the
Crescent City from Chicago. Nashwille once hosted
the “Floridian” on its way to Miami but low ridership
sidetracked it in 1979.

When I retired from my job, as a train buff I fele it my
duty to dowhat I could to keep the trains running, so I
setout to ride every long-distance Amtrak route that my
money, my health and my wife would allow. I've not
yet reached my goal, but 'm still down at the station,
‘waiting for the next train to come in.

My latest sail foray was a round trip on the “Capital
Limited” from Waterloo, Indiana, to Washingron, D.C.
My first-class ticket induded a roomette for sleeping,
spacious windows for viewing the passing scenery as we
meandered through the West Virginia mountains, and
meals in the dining car. Eating on the train hasalways

been the high point of my rails experiences as my
appetite perks up as the world rushes by my window.
Meals on Amtrak trains are not as good as they were
in thar Golden Age of rail travel but they're better than
eating off a tray on a 737 at 37,000 feet.

The crown jewel of Amtmalds flet is the “California
Zephyr” that leaves Chicago each aftemoon for San
Frandsco. This train enjoys a huge following so you have
1o make reservations well ahead of your departure date.
The “Zephyr” gets into Denver the next moming
for an hour stop to prepare for its Jong haul over the
Rockies. From there ic's a daylight ride almost to Salt
Lake City, and around every curve there’a picture-
window of snow-capped peaks, the raging Colorado
River, canyons and tunnels.

The second day out of Chicago is spent dlimbing the
High Sierras, looping around Donner Pass, and giving
passengers more views of Western wonders before
dropping down to the fertile fields of the Sacramento
valley, and ending finally in early afternoon at “The
Ciyby he By’

EBven if riding the train is not your favorite sport you
would be impressed by the service, the scenery and.
amenities the “Zephyr” provides. Try it—youll lie it.

But the ultimate in splendor, service and scenery
comes with a ride on the “Rocky Mountaineer,”

a tourist train that runs from Calgary, Canada, to
Vancouver. This train carries bi-level dome cars in
its consist, with huge curved windows, lots of leg
room and serves delicious meals for hungry tourists.
Ahostess on board delivers a nunning commentary
abour the history and culture of the “Mountaineer”
route, which makes your trip even more enjoyable.

‘The “Mountaineers” first stop is in Banff for a view of
the majestic mountains, then weaves its way around
Lake Louise, skirts the Columbia Ice Fields, and ends
the day ar Kamloops where you spend the night
inahotel. You board again the next moming and
continue your ride through the Rodkies, following the
Frazier River, curving through mountain passes, over
trestles and through tunnels all the way to Vancouver.
Folks come from around the world to ride the “Rocky
Mountaineer,” to taste the sights and sounds of what is
surely one of the world's most spectacular rail offerings.
A ticket for this train doesn't come cheap. But “you get|
what you pay for,” my mother used to say.

Butlisten ... .T hear a distant whiste——Yonder she
comes!——All Aboard— LET’S GOl

SCTOBER, 2007
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WRITER'S CORNER

A NEW YEAR S
A NEW OPPORTUNITY

Bv ( ure Silverthorne

'Wejust had an Adven[, a
“coming™ called Christmas. Did -
you take advantage of i?’ Now -
we have another Advent; a new"
coming, a new opportumty A
New Year. i i
Are you happy with your life, :
your friends, your work, and your
relationship with your God, your
family and your neighbors? Only
you can assess your life and make
the improvements to your life
that will brmg you happmess and
deeper meaning. -

THIS IS A NEW YEAR,
HOWTO PROCEED”

Businesses take i venwry 2
of their previous year’s stock -

to determine where they made
mistakes and where they were -
sygxccessful‘ Thus, they learn what
not to repeat and what o pursue

s

and mpl(ahzc on their

inventory to see what we can
improve in the New Year and
where we can “cut our losses.” -
Here are some areas that I am

taking a close look at :

.. EMPLOYEE. -
S BEA BETTER

year, Tam lookmg for a n
1 pray you will find yor

IT MAY BE PRETTY BUT IT AIN'T HEALTHY

by Bishop Holliman

If my cousin Jamie had been a preacher or a
poet or a professor, he might have been written
up in “Bartlert’s Familiar Quotations.” Instead,
he was just a 12 year-old boy, living on a farm
during the days of the Great Depression when
he had his brush with literary fame. Yet, his
profound utterance became a part of family
lore and is alive and well to this day.

Jamie and I were the same age and were as close
as little boy cousins could be, even though he
lived in the adjoining county, about 35 miles
from Birmingham where I lived. To spend a
couple of weeks each summer with him on the
farm was the highight of the year for me when
I was entering my teen year. We worked in
the fields chopping cotton and thinning corn,
and it was then I decided I wouldn't make it
farming, It was hard work.

But it was a fun time back in that day for two
liccle boys. We swam and fished in Kelly's
Creek, climbed Bald Rock Mountain and
picked watermelons from the field and cooled
them in the spring water that flowed through
the pasture. That’s how our summers went
during that idyllic time and place, and two
little barefoot boys relished every moment of
their time together.

Finally, though, it was time for Jamie to visit
his city cousins, and one September, before
school began and after the crops were gathered,
he came to spend a few days seeing what life in
the city was like. After all, we had street cars,
picture shows and ten-cent stores and other
contraptions denied folks down on the farm.
Also, we had smog, noise and crime—things
they didn't have where Jamie lived.

But now, it was our time to shine. We could
hardly wait to begin our tour of the city that
we knew would make him envious. After a
drive through downtown we ended up on
top of Red Mountain for a night view of the
city lights below. This was a “must see” stop
for every out-of-towner, and we knew Jamie
would be impressed. Hed have to admit that
St. Clair County had nothing to match the
scene before him.

So we waited patiently for Jamie to say
something. “Well, what do you think?” we

finally asked, expecting him to do cartwheels,
1 guess. After a brief pause he said, “Well, it
may be pretty but it ain't healthy.” That’s all he
could say, “It may be pretty but itain’t healthy.”
Did we ever get our comeuppance!

‘We didn’t know then but Jamie had just uttered
a profound truth that my family remembers
to this day-—-one we've applied through the
years when confronted with temptation or
some questionable venture we couldn't afford.
We could simply bow out of a situation by
admitting that though it looked good, it was
not something we ought to do. It kept us out
of trouble many times, and we owe it all to
Jamie.

Well, the years went by and Jamie and I drifted
apart as relatives often do, and we went 50
years without seeing cach other. Not long
ago I decided to make amends and go by and
visit him--—a visit I knew I should have made
earlier. He still lives near the old home place
and still attends the Bethel Baptist Church
where we went to singing school one summer.
His health is not good but he survives, thanks
to “Meals-On-Wheels” and the VA.

We spent a whole morning talking about those
long-ago days, our families and what we'd done
with the years. His mother and my mother
were sisters so we had lots of catching up to
do. Finally, I had to ask, “do you remember
that time on Red Mountain when you said “it
may be pretty but it ain't healthy?” Of course
he remembers, and I told him how I'd used his
words so many times through the years.

But now, I knew it was time to go. How do
your say good-bye to one you haven't seen
in 50 years and are not likely to see again. It
wasn easy. All I could do was put my arms
on his shoulder and say, “hang in there and
keep the faith.” I got in the car and started the
motor, and I could tell he had something else
to say. “Yes, what is it?” I asked.

Jamie was still at the top of his game: “Bishop,
you may be healthy but you ain’t pretty!”

1 drove off as fast as I could---laughing and
remembering two little boys swimming in

Kelly’s Creek.

MCKENDREE VILLAGER
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As the Christian year moves from

Lent into Easter, the Pastoral Care
Department offers worship and
devotional opportunities for residents,
families and staff. The fourth and fifth
Sundays in Lent, worship will be held as
usual at 9:00 in the Health Center and at
10:45 in the Chapel.

On PALM SUNDAY, MARCH 18, the faith
community celebrates Jesus’ triumphal
but humble entry into Jerusalem as we
enter into Holy Week. During the week
before Easter, Holy Week services will

be held at 10:30 in the Chapel on Holy
‘Wednesday, Maundy Thursday and
Good Friday (March 19-21).

On EASTER SUNDAY, the holiest and
most celebrative day in the Church
calendar, worship will be held at 9:00

in the Health Center and at 10:45 in

the Chapel. All persons are welcome to
participate in any or all worship services.
In addition, regular devotionals will
continue to be offered throughout the
campus on Mondays during Lent and on
Easter Monday, March 24th.

May God bless our community during
this holy season of preparation and
celebration as we journey with Christ to
Jerusalem and beyond to resurrection.

HAPPY NEW YEAR!

by Bishop Holliman

I let the New Year, 2008; slip in without
making any new resolutions. Just as

well as I've never kept any that I ever
made anyway. Once [ read that “New
Year's Resolutions are like babies crying
in church—they should be carried out
immediately!” The one who said that will
get my vote.

Instead of resolutions I focus on things
that bother me in my old age and things
T'wish I could do something about. I've
made a list of things I would change if I
could and here it is:

TV news anchor-men who keep saying,
“When we come back.” I'd just as
soon they stay away, most of the time.
And TV weathercasters (is there such

a word?) who talk so fast I can't keep
up with them. I think they get paid by
the number of words they utter, or else
they're afraid the weather will change
before they've finished.

James Russell Lowell penned the
immortal words: “What s so rare as
aday in June.” Well, there are a lot

of words out there today that aren’t
“immortal” and ought to be put to rest.
Among them: “basically,” “hopefully,”
and “politically correct.” “Awesome” is
another word that gets tossed about too
frequently, especially by sports writers
and political pundits describing the Notre
Dame Football team and the President’s
responsibilities.

Some other things I can do withour: A
telephone voice that says, “This call may
be recorded for quality assurance,” and
TV close-ups of a baseball player with a
wad of tobacco in his mouth.

"The other day I read abour a politician
who said, “The future is out there in
front of us.” Can you believe that? That
was not only a profound thing to say, it
was “awesome.”

=

Some other things I worry about: Why
does smoke always “curl” from the
chimney? Can't it just rise? And why
are hills always “rolling”? Can't they just
stand there? And have you ever met a
misconception: that wasn't “popular”?

When I was a young lad my heroes were
the Birmingham Barons baseball team.
But now, I've switched my allegiance to
a different breed. My favorites are Mart
Dillon, Andy Taylor, Jed Clampett and
Bear Bryant. And here’s why:

Marshall Dillon kept law and order in
Dodge, and he didn’t ler Miss Kitty's
charms interfere with his duties. Sheriff
Andy Taylor was a decent man and he
was loyal to his Deputy, Barney Fife. Jed
Clampetr of the Beverly Hillbillies had

a lot of common sense and he didn't let
wealth go to his head. And he kept Jethro
in tow. Bear Bryant evidently was a great
motivator, but more than that, he could
beat Auburn and the Vols!

But what do I know about all these things?
T'm the fellow who predicted in 1961 the
“Andy Griftith Show” wouldn't last—it’s
still running after nearly 50 years. I said
pre-packaged meat would not be popular
with housewives. (I've had to cat my
words as well as the meat.) In 1958 I was
sure the Edsel was the car of the future so
I went out and bought one. (Just a few
more months and I'll have it paid for.)

So here Iam. IfI were a Cardinal I could
probably deal with these issues better. But
I'm just a lowly Bishop and I do the best I
can..... HAPPY NEW YEAR!

MARCH, 2008
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~VARCHING TO ZION ..............

say what you will, we Methodists love to sing, and we are good
at what we do! Just hear us when we open Sunday morning
services with “Oh For A Thousand Tongues To Sing,” or “All
Hail the Power of Jesus’ Name.” If that doesn’t convince you,
attend the opening session of an Annual Conference and hear
the preachers lift their voices in “And Are We Yet Alive.” You'll
think you're hearing the Mormon Tabernacle Choir!

One of the features that artracted Ellen and me to McKendree
was the Sunday night hymn sing. Those old songs remind

us of our “Church in the Wildwood” heritage, of summer
revivals, youth assemblies and church suppers. I'm sure there
are many folks here who have such events stored in their
memory banks, and when they sing “I'll Go Where You Want
Me to Go, Dear Lord, I'll Say What You Want Me to Say,”
they're ready to answer the call again.

It was Fred Waring, a big-band leader in the days when

radio was king, who said, “The old songs are the best or they
wouldn't have lived to become old.” So come with me one
more time for a stroll down memory lane for a visit with three
old hymns that have played a big role in my quest for “Higher
Ground.” Songs I still remember when and where I first heard
them, and whose message resonates with me to this day.

,%\:r first stop is in Memphis, Tennessee, the week after
ristmas in 1935. Young Methodists from all over the
South gathered for five days to hear the giants of Methodism
proclaim the faith. I stayed at the famous Peabody Horel,
and I still remember how dazzled I was by the tall, lighted
Christmas tree that stood in the lobby.

One of our speakers was the noted Japanese Christian,
Kagawa, who ranked high in Methodist circles ar the time.
The theme song for this youth conference had not yer made
its way into our old Cokesbury song book, but it was one that
would become a classic: “ARE YE ABLE” We sang it every
day, and we still sing it with gusto! It’s an “old” hymn now,
but its message is always new and challenging.

Now, it’s five years later, 1941, and I'm at Lake Junaluska

at another youth meeting. Iam now 20 years old and have
three years of college behind me. War drums are being heard
throughour the land and much of our attention is focused

on world peace. But before the year is out, this rose-colored
summer of my youth will be just a memory, as I will be waging
war instead of peace.

But sustaining us that summer at the Lake was a new hymn
that many of us were hearing for the first time: “GOD OF
GRACE AND GOD OF GLORY, ON THY PEOPLE
POUR THY POWER.” What a powerful message those
words conveyed, and they gave us young folks hope and
encouragement that our “warring madness” could still be cured.
It would be all right with me if we sang that song every Sunday.

It's now two years past that golden summer of 1941, and 'm
on a U.S. Naval vessel, heading for New York after taking
part in the invasion of Sicily in WWIL. Its a bright Sunday
morning and we're still several days from home. Our ship
doesn't carry a chaplain so one of our officers conducts a
Protestant service, the first semblance of worship we've heard
since the Captain’s prayer the night of the invasion.

Ordinarily, sailors are not given to reciting prayers and singing
hymns, but this Sunday morning was different. We had escaped
unscathed enemy bombs and U-boats and we were thankful.
The hymn we sang was one that was new to most of us, but yet
was a very old one, and would become an American anthem:
“AMAZING GRACE.” Ir was the third verse that touched our
hearts and brought tears to some eyes: “Through many dangers,
toils and snares, I have already come, “Tis grace hath brought me
safe thus far, and grace will lead me home.”

That’s a time and place—and a song—you never forget, no
matter how old you are.

Yes, we Methodist love to sing, and we can thank John and
Charles Wesley, Fanny Crosby and all the other saints who've
inspired us to stay the course in our march to ZION.

BEAUTEOUS MAY & joi siition

Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her
The flow'ry May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose.
. Hail, beauteous May, that dost inspire
& Mirth, and youth, and warm desire;

i Woods and groves are of thy dressing,
. Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.
hus we salute thee with our early song,
And welcome thee, and wish thee long.

WEDNESDAY CHAPEL SPEAKERS

MAY 7

REV. DR. CARMEN LILE-HENLEY
McKendree Chaplain

REV. ROB MCCRAY, PASTOR

MAY 14
Donelson Church of Christ

REV SUSAN GARDNER, PASTOR
Crievewood UMC

REV MARCY THOMAS, CHAPLAIN
Vanderbilt Medical Center

MAY 21

MAY 28
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Although readers find Aunt Polly
real, Holliman knows otherwise

Many readers who regularly follow
the Aunt Polly column in the
Dispatch, find her not only a quite
believable person, but also “‘quite a
character.”

The fact that Aunt Polly is in reality
a creation of the mind of Bishop
Holliman, district manager of the
local Seocial Security Office, makes
her no more less real to her fans.

This is because Holliman has not
made her a fanciful creature, but has
drawn from his own real life ex-
periences--he has by no means led a
drab or humdrum existence--and
those of acquaintances, in rounding
out the character of Aunt Polly.

Holliman said that Aunt Polly’s
character is a composite of many
people and not one person, but that ‘I
guess, in the back of my mind, I was
thinking of my own Mother when I
came up with the idea of Aunt Polly.

According to Holliman, much of the
warm-hearted charm of Aunt Polly is
drawn from the memory of his
Mother, but many other experiences
throughout his own life have also
, embellished his creation.

Holliman describes his meeting and
courting of his wife to be, a girl named
Gerry Stansberry, as one of those
‘‘unbelievable but true World War II
romanes."’ It is the type of story that
would have warmed Aunt Polly’s
heart, he admits.

The boy from Alabama was
stationed with a ship in the big Navy
shipyard in Philadelphia just waiting
to “ship out” for overseas, when one
day he decided to go see a friend
named Charles in nearby Atlantic
City, N. J. Just after arriving in
Atlantic City, he met and was im-
mediately attracted to a young lady
who with her mother had also made
the trip to Atlantic City from
Philadelphia.

In the course of conversation with
the girl and her mother, he found that
although then residing  in
Philadelphia, they had moved to the
City of Brotherly Love not long before
from Bristol, Tenn. He found that the
girl, Gerry Stansberry, was not only a
Methodist as was he, but that they had
a common friend, a Methodist
minister named Worley in the Ten-
nessee girl’s hometown of Bristol.

As Holliman recalls, “I forgot all
about meeting Charlie--1 never saw
him at all that trip.” He spent the day
instead, visiting with Gerry and her
mother at the Atlantic resort, then
*‘all the way back to Philly on the
train.”

Romance flared briefly, there were
a few dates, then as was so often the

- case in those war-torn days, the sailor

from Birmingham sailed with his ship

to action in Europe, leaving behind
the girl from Tennessee.

There had been the usual promises
to faithfully write the girl, Bishop
said, but as was all to often the case in
such times, the boy at sea promptly
*‘got too busy” and forgot all about
writing.

“I guess I thought there was no way
I'd ever see her again, so there was no
need to write.”

“But I thought a lot about that girl
back there in Philly, worrying about
me, not knowing if I'd been killed or
maybe captured, and finally, after a
long time, I got up nerve to write her.

It was rare in those times for a ship
to come back to the same port, yet
some time after he departed, Bishop
Holliman once more disembarked at
Philadelphia, and decided to call and
see “if that girl is still single.”

He said she greeted him a lot more
cordially than I guess I deserved, but
that their romance was once more cut
short when he soon shipped out” again
for overseas duty.

Miraculously, he returned on his
ship again some time later but Gerry
and ‘‘her folks soon moved back to
Tennessee. By this time things were
pretty serious.”

When he returned yet again to
Philadelphia, it was Gerry who made
the journey to see him, and they were
married in the church she had at-
tended while residing in Philadelphia.

He was expecting to ship out again,
but the war ended before that hap-
pened, so Holliman took his bride and
returned to Alabama to finish college
on the GI Bill.

Holliman first taught school for six
years after graduation from college,
and says “I was just lucky to get into
Social Security. I lived next door in
Birmingham to a man who worked in
Social Security and he told me about
this centralized program center of the
Social Security Administration.”

As a result, Holliman got his first
job working with files in the cen-
tralized office, but welcomed the
opportunity to transfer to Johnson
City where the work was more in-
teresting—-‘‘where you really get to
meet, work with and help old people
and others.”

Promotions followed--to operations
superintendent in Columbia, S.C., to
assistant manager, first in Florence,
S.C., then in Gadsden, Ala., before his
final promotion to the office here.

“I don’t see how I could have been
so lucky as to get into such a place as
Cookeville. We wanted a small college
town and right away decided, this ‘is
the place.’ I've had the opportunity to

;move ‘up’ several times, but refused--

this is the place I want to be.”

Some of the admiration for Aunt
Polly came from a lot closer than
Holliman at first realized. A few years
ago--Holliman won’t disclose how
many-the staff of the local Social
Security office honore their manager
on his 50th birthday with a party.

At the party Mrs. Mildred Lassiter,
claims representative for the office,
surprised Holliman with a gift-
wrapped oil painting of Aunt Polly.
Mrs. Lassiter used as a model the
sketch that often appears with the
column, drawn at Holliman’s request
in 1965 by an artist at the Social
Security headquarters in Baltimore.

As an' example of how Holliman
sometimes puts a little of his own self
into the Aunt Polly feature, he waved
to numerous paintings and pictures of
locomotives and trains lining his
office wall. “As you can see, Aunt
Polly likes trains, so I try to oc-
casionally write about them,” he
remarked.

Sometimes the column is chock full
of information about Social Security
with very little philosophizing” and

sometimes there is a bare mention of .

Social Security, just caough to get in
“the plug.”

A case in point is an Aunt Polly
column which was printed in The
Dispatch some years ago. It was a
highly sentimental account of the time
when the Hollimans had to dispose of
two dogs, long time pets of the family.
The column began"

‘1t finally happened. The time had
come to dispose of Snoopy and But-
terball. This was a heart-rending
thing for Aunt Polly. But they were
getting old, and were in the way. So
what do you do with a mother beagle
and her seven-year-old daughter?

“Well, we found a good home for
them in the country. A man who likes
beagles and enjoys hunting rabbits
took them off our hands...”

The column went-on to describe
Aunt Polly’s tears and the ordeal of
leaving the dogs, which evoked
memories, not just of the pets but of
the Holliman children, now grown and
married, and their romps with the
dogs.

At the very bottom of the column
was a brief plug for Social Security,
skillfully led into by a comment about
how giving away the dogs is ‘life,”
and that ‘‘time catches up with all of
us” and such things as Social Security
retirement and monthly checks
become increasingly important.

This was Holliman, and-or Aunt
Polly at their best--and typifies what
has become a landmark institution in
Social Security public information.
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THE WHISTLE STOP REVISITED
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When the Whistle Stop Café first opened for business Calvin
Coolidge was in the White House, Babe Ruth was on his way
to 60 home runs and the “Charleston” was the favorite dance
craze. The year was 1927.

The Whistle Stop began as a hamburger stand, but as the
years passed it evolved into a higher-class eatery, and finally
in 1987 it attained national fame. That was the year that
Fannic Flagg’s best scller “Fried Green Tomatoes at the
Whistle Stop Café” hit the marker. And if that wasn't
endorsement enough, the 1992 movie adapration brought it
world-wide acclaim.

I know abour the Whistle Stop because I was part of that
time and place. The setting for Miss Flagg's story is Irondale,
Alabama, a small community on the edge of Birmingham,
where I was born and lived until entering the navy in 1941.
The café was operated by Flagg’s relatives who lived in the
town and who passed on to her tales about the goings-on
amongst all the folks who frequented the Whistle Stop in
the 1930’s when the Grear Depression was rampant. The
characters in the book and the movie are from real life, so
much so I can recognize some of them in her fictionalized
account.

The Whistle Stop was located across the street from the train
depot, next to the hardware store and Dr. Brock’s drug store.
I passed it every day on my way to and from school, and

the aroma from burgers frying on the grill always tempred
me to go in and partake. But I never did because they sold
beer in there and my mother did not look kindly on such an
iniquitous place.

The café sat facing the tracks of four
mainline railroads that came right smack
through the middle of the town, and trains
were running often four at a time. “Rock
Music” was still out there waiting to make its
appearance, but Irondale knew how to shake,
rattle and roll long before. Passengers on the
“City of Miami” from Chicago to Florida,
the “Southerner” from New York to New
Orleans and the “Cotton States Special” to
Washington, D.C. could glimpse the Whistle

Stop from their Pullman seats.

Folks no longer come by train to the Whistle
Stop. No, they come now by tour busses and
cars from every state in the union. And even
from other countries to taste the delicacies

they've eaten at the Whistle Stop. In addition to the fried
chicken, butter beans and creamed corn, the house specialty,
of course, is fried green tomatoes, over 500 pounds a week.

The Whistle Stop still stands in the same location where it
first saw the light of day, a more spacious and elaborate place
now than before Fannie Flagg brought it fame. Not long ago
I went “back home” to try to reclaim some of my yesterdays,
and I stood out front and let my mind wander up and down
a street filled with memories of a time long past. The depot
was no longer there. Nor was the hardware store. Nor the
drug store. The folks on the street seemed so young and I
didn't know a soul.

Across the way a slow freight was working its way up to the
rail yard on the east side of town where my friend “Huck”
and I used to play ball. Soon, Amrtrak’s “Southern Crescent”
came barreling through on its way to Atlanta and New York,
the only passenger train left now. My eyes followed it until
it disappeared around the curve. For a fleeting moment I
was a 15 year old boy again. Bur a blast from the “Crescent”
jarred me back to reality. I went inside the Whistle Stop and
ordered a serving of fried green tomatoes.

My mother would say it was alright to eat there now as they
no longer sell beer.

PS. If you're looking for some delightfully easy reading 1
suggest you latch on to one of Fannie Flagg’s books. Two
are in our library here: “Can’t Wait to Get to Heaven.” And
“Standing on the Rainbow.” She’s also authored “Red Bird
Christmas” and “Welcome to the World Baby Girl.”

dished up by the kitchen crew and to say
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ON THE ISLE OF CAPRI

by Bishop Holliman

Recently, I asked a friend if I had told

him about my grandchildren. He replicd
immediately, “No, and I appreciate it.” 1
got the same response when I asked if hed
heard about my vacation of last year. Some
folks are like that. But be of good cheer—I
won't tell you about my Grands but I will
tell you about the cruise Elfen and I took
last September, so stay with me.

We flew from Nashville to Copenhagen

where we boarded the Royal Princess for a
15 day cruise, with shore excursions in Holland, Belgium,
France, Portugal, Gibraltar, Spain and Italy. We strolled
the boulevards on the French Riviera, saw Princess Grace's
palace at Monaco, explored the ruins of Pompeii, and
rode the gondola on the Grand Canal at Venice. But two
‘main destination points of our tour were Omaha Beach at
Normandy where American forces landed June 6, 1944,
64 years ago next Friday, in WW II, and the Isle of Capri,
two places I had long wanted to see.

At La Havre, France, we boarded the motor coach for

a short drive through the apple orchard country of
Normandy to the beaches where our heroic men went
ashore. There are still remnants on the shore to remind
us of that awful time, and German bunkers still line the
steep cliffs at Ponte-du-Hoc. In a nearby village there are
souvenir shops, a museum and other attractions to take
us back to that long-ago day, lest we forget.

But the main attraction at Omaha Beach is the American
cemetery. If a cemetery can be called “beautiful,” this
one is tops. Thousands of white head stones stand like
sentinels, cach bearing the soldier’s name, rank, home
state and date of death. As you walk over the sparkling
green grass on a Sunday morning the silence is deafening.
The only sound is from waves lapping up on the beach
across the road and from a bird warbling in a tree. You
think of all the young men buried there who lived, loved,
and dreamed just as you have, and you ask, “Was it the
‘luck of the draw,” or their age, or just what was it that
singled them out to die on Omaha Beach?” “Why them
and not you or me?”

Those are things old soldiers think about as they walk
over this sacred soil, and they have to wonder how
many rivers of tears were shed when mothers and fathers
received those dreaded telegrams. The whole experience
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is fraught with reverence, awe and humility, and you
leave there shaking your head and wiping away a tear and
remembering.

After two days at sea, we docked in Naples and a
hovercraft whisked us to the base of the plateau that is
“The Isle of Capri.” When I was in high school, back
in the Middle Ages, a popular song was “On the Isle of
Capri,” and it still conjures up memories of youthful,
carefree days, of high school romances and visions of
faraway places. Back then I had no idea where Capri
was and I was sure I'd never be able to go there, no
matter where it was. But now I was there, and I was not
disappointed.

Capri is surely one of God’s most beautiful creations!

The island is populated with tropical gardens, lush
vegetation jn abundance, olive trees, luxurious villas,
restaurants and shops. Great wealth is in evidence around
every corner, and flowers of all colors grace the streets
that are filled with expensive automobiles. All of this
splendor and beauty is capped off with a view of the blue,
blue Mediterranean in every direction, far down below.
Sipping a soda at a sidewalk café in the midst of such
pomp and glamour is a memory we'll cherish; I'm sure,
for a long time. Suffice to say, if you ever go to Capri,
you'll want to return.

But now, it was time to say “Goodbye on the Isle of
Capri.” The next day we were in Rome, and after
spending several hours in the airport there and a few
more in Atlanta, we arrived in Nashville. McKendree
never looked so good! Would we go again? Does a cat
meow? Does a dog bark?

Now aren'’t you glad you asked me about my vacation?

MCKENDREE VILLAGER
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The annua] McKendrce Vlllage Revival
was well-attended by residents and staff
this year. During the three-day revival, our
spirits were nurtured as we had a gathering
time of singing the old-fashioned and
beloved hymns in the Cokesbury hymnal,
followed by sharing thanksgivings, joys
and prayer concerns. Special music was
provided by staff persons Leah Jack, Cindy
Weise, (Leaning on the Everlasting Arms)
Jim Robinson (An Evening Prayer) and
Carmen Lile-Henley (He Lifted Me). In
addition, our song leader for the revival,
Tommy Vann of Columbia First United
Methodist Church, sang beautiful solo
selections (Great Is Thy Faithfulness and
Stranger of Galilee). Our pianist was
Towers resident Pauline Gamble, who
shared her vast musical talent for all three
services.

On the first afternoon of the revival, the
worship was followed with dinner-on-the-
grounds in the Woodlands and Pavillion,
where residents, family and staff enjoyed
a delicious meal provided by our Food
Services staff.

Our preacher for the revival was the
Rev. Pat Barrett of the Board of Higher
Education and Ministry of the United
Methodist Church. Rev. Barrett took the
letter of Philippians as her text, sharing
with the congregation our need for
“thinking on these things , “having one
mind” and “the commumon of saints”.

Many thanks to all who helped make

our revival a great success: chapel
volunteers, food services staff, musicians,
neighbors who helped transport friends in
wheelchairs, and others who shared in the
work and worship. God is good, and we
have been blessed. As the hymn “Sweet,
Sweet Spirit” says: “without a doube we'll
know that we have been revived when we
shall leave this place.”

I'VE BEEN.RIDING. ON THE RAILROAD

It’s about five o'dock in the afternoon and 'm
sitting in the dining car of Amtraks Empire
Builder, going lickety split across “Big Sky
Country” thar’s Montana, on a cold January

day. I'm in the second day of my journey out of
Chicago on my way to Seatde, where I'll board the
“Coast Starlight” for a ride down the west coast

0 San Francisco. T'll retum to Chicago on the
“California Zephyr” through Reno and Denver.

1 left the Windy City yesterday afternoon, and
before this trip is ended I will have spent five
nights and parts of eight days riding the rails. My
schedule will allow me to spend a day in Seatdle
where I'll visit the Space Needle and catch a
glimpse of M. Rainier. In the City by the Bay,
Tl ride the cable cars and go out to Muir Woods
g my three day stay there. Tll be in Reno
and night, enough time to explore the
Little City in the World.”

like 2 rigorous underraking for one old
Lindbergh’s flighe, but the

and I must answer the call.
mﬂmgmrgmmdmw hands me a menu

:, Bishon o

interstates, including a shower, toilet facilities and
meals. But going first-class does not come cheap.
1 could Ry for less. “Bur it’s only money,” I tell
myself, “and besides, this may be my last hurrah,
50 live it up!”

But now, before I've finished my meal, darkness
has setted over the land. The temperature sign in
this litde town says its ten degrees, and the snow
continues to pile up along the rail bed. Its warm
and cozy inside the train and I'm glad I don't have
to drive or fly tonight.

‘The twinkling lights that dance across the snow
from the distant farm houses remind you that
folks do actually live out here in this desolate,
barren land, and you wonder about them. What
do they think about the country and where it's
headed? What’s their take on the evening news? =
And do they ever have the urge to ger aboard the
“Empire Builder” and ride off to the

OCTOBER 2008
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The revival we had here in the chapel in
September rekindled memories of the
revivals we had in the church I attended
when I was a teen-ager, back in the Dark

Ages. The annual revival was usually the
high-water mark of the summer in those
Depression-plagued days, meaning we'd
have a place to go each night for two
weeks, to see and be seen and do a little
courting. Those meetings played a big
role in shaping our lives back then, and
I still harbor many memories of hearing
“Revive Us Again” sung from the heart.

The revival that stands out in my
memory was the one called the “Bob
Jones Revival,” conducted by two
evangelists from Bob Jones College, then
located in Cleveland, Tennessee. It was
a meeting like none other, the old-timers
said. The preaching and singing stirred
folks to new heights. Every night the
church was filled—even some of the
Baptists came to hear the word preached
and to sing the great songs of Zion!

1 was just beginning to think about
college that summer, and when the Bob
Jones team heard that, they immediately
looked upon me as a prime prospect

for Bob Jones College, to be followed

by a career in the ministry. That would
have pleased my mother mightily as she
always wanted one of her boys to be a
preacher. They said thirty-two dollars

a month would cover all my expenses
and they were sure I could get that many
members from our church to cough up a
dollar a month.

Well, I knew that plan would never fly,
so I didn’t pursue it. Besides, the focus
of attention that summer was on one
“Daddy” George and other wayward
souls, and not on a likely struggling
college freshman like me.

ishap Flolliman

“Daddy” George was an old bachclor
who worked for Mr. Burgess in the
hardware store. He was well-respected
in the town, didn’t bother anyone and
tended to his own business. The only
fault people found with him was he
didn’t go to church, didn't believe in

it and wondered why anyone else did.
That was a strange attitude to have, folks
felt, since Mr. Burgess was a pillar in the
church and its treasurer.

So, as the religious fervor swept over the
lietle town that summer, you can guess
whose name was at the top of the list of
those standing in the need of prayer—
“Daddy” George’s. “If only he would
come and hear the preacher just once,”
folks said. Well, it was Wednesday night
of the second week tha their prayers
were answered. While we were singing
the second verse of “Dwelling in Beulah
Land”, “Daddy” George strolled in.

I don’t know if there was rejoicing in
heaven that night bur there was at the
Irondale Methodist church. Prayers had
been answered! And “Daddy” George's
presence energized the preacher, and
when he spoke of the lost sheep being
found we all knew whom he meant.

Now, we all wondered if the “lost sheep”
would respond to “Just As I Am,” come
to the altar and repent. We sang the

first verse, the second and third. No
movement. Surely he wouldn't let time
run out. Finally, the last verse. “Daddy”
George did not budge. After the
benediction he walked out with his head
held high. No mere mortal could tell
what was in his heart, but it appeared he
left just as he was when he came in.

“Maybe he'll come back tomorrow
night,” some ventured to hope. It was
wishful thinking. He did not return that
night nor the next. As far as I know, he
never went to church again—anywhere.
But for one glorious time he was there,
and for a long time afterward, people
talked about the Bob Jones preacher who
got “Daddy” George to come to church.

The years passed. When I returned from
World War II in 1945, both “Daddy”
George and Mr. Burgess were gone and
the hardware store was now called “Daly
Hardware.” The Bob Jones Revival was
ancient history and no one mentioned it.
Many years later, after he became famous,
1 learned that Billy Graham had been a
freshman at Bob Jones College the same
year I would have been there had I gone.
Surely in that small school our paths
would have crossed and maybe some of
his magic would have rubbed off on me
and I might have amounted to something
after all!

My mother would be pleased.

IN LOVING MEMORY |

POWELL HALL
MILDRED KELLEY

- MARGARET NELSON

KATHRYN SHADOIN

NOVEMBER 2008
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A NOT “SO-SILENT”” NIGHT .5, ..

Christmas Eve will soon be upon us. If one ever has the sensation
and clear knowledge that he is lifting his voice into space to be
heard and answered by its own echo, it’s on this night!

As 1 ponder the mystery and magic of Christmas Eve in the

year 2008 I am transported back in time to Christmas Eve

1943. WW 11 was raging throughout the world and this would
be my third Christmas away from home, and was destined, I
thought, to be a very lonely one. My ship was anchored off

the coast of Portland, Maine, in Casco Bay, along with many
other navy destroyers, awaiting another crossing to Russia or
England. Thousands of sailors and soldiers populated the arca,
and civilians were doing their bit to make the season a merry one
for all of us.

By the luck of the draw, 1 was invited to spend Christmas Eve
with an elderly couple, the Harveys, who lived not far out of
town in an old New England farm-house—a place that reminded
one of a “Currier and Ives” print. To this day that Christmas
remains among my most “unforgettable”, and each year I unlock
my memory bank and cash a few checks on that long ago event.

Mr. Harvey picked me up at the dock and we drove over icy
roads to their home where Mrs. Harvey was already preparing a
feast on a cook stove that helped heat the house, as did a huge
fire-place in the “parlor.” By late afternoon snow had begun

to fall again and in no time at all the whole countryside looked
like a white fluffy ball. Across the way, little yellow lights from
neighboring farm houses played peck-a-boo with us as we stood
at the window gazing at the winter wonderland.

After supper we sat in front of the roaring fire and talked a
little. The war scemed far away at the moment and we didn't

us had dozed off though for we were startled by the sound
of bells, laughter and heavy boots pounding the front porch.
Mr. Harvey sauntered over to the window to see what the
commotion was about and I followed him.

Out front were two horse-drawn sleighs—I had never seen
anything like that before—and on the porch were a passel

of people—young and old==who had come from the village
church to sing carols. It was a sight to behold! With gas
rationing on and roads becoming impassable, a “one horse open
sleigh” was perfect for the occasion. A Hollywood script writer
couldn’t have planned it better.

The singers were appropriately dressed for the frigid weacher
and they didn’t mind standing out in the cold to sing. And
sing their hearts our, they did! They went through the

book. And when they sang “O Little Town of Bethlchem” I
got a lump in my throat as I wondered how the folks in my
hometown were faring and if I would ever get back to celebrate
Christmas there again.

After awhile Mr. Harvey invited the carolers in to warm
themselves before going on to the next house. There were no
refreshments so they just chattered away. A righe jolly bunch,
I thought, spreading sunshine on a snowy Christmas Eve. . .
Soon, as if on cue, a stillness came over the room, the firelight
flickered and voices were lifted in “Silent Night, Holy Night,”
and we all sang “All is calm, All is Bright,” and I've never heard
it sung any better than I heard it that night.

And then they were gone. The logs in the fire place crackled
and sent sparks up the chimney, reminding me of sparklers we
lighted back in Alabama at Christmas. We talked about the
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STANDING IN THE NEED OF PRAYER

By Bishop Holliman

I never did understand all the commotion
over the “prayer in school” amendment
that swept the country not so long ago.
Everybody knows that as long as they teach
algebra and give final exams kids will pray
in school.

The prayer squabble reminded me of the
man who took his young son to Washington
1o see how Congress works. When the
session was ovet, the little boy asked: “Dad,
why did preacher come out, look over the
group and then pray for them?” The dad
replied, “He didn't do it that way. When
the preacher looked over the group, he
prayed for the country”

My grandmother, 'm sure, could have set
the country straight on the issue of prayer,
as she knew a good bit about praying. She
lived to be 96, and her religion was the old-
fashioned kind with a lot of common sense
mixed with it. Born in the early days of the
Civil War, she was a wiry sort of person,
given to plain talk and plenty of it. She had
the looks and vitality of “Granny” on the
old Beverly Hillbillies TV show; and there
wasn't any doubt about where she stood on
any issue. I[ ‘was he.[ common sense, ﬂa(\l—ml
instincts and her faith that enabled her to
live so long without the help of computers,
TVs and diet colas.

My grandmother could predict the weather
better than they can on TV. She could tell
when it was going to rain by whether or not
the “pot boiled dry” If her knees ached,
that was sign of dry weather. Gardening
was one of her specialties, and she knew to
plan corn when the moon was “right.” You
didn't visit a doctor’s office in her day, and
none ever came to the house until she was
passed 90 and had to go to the hospital for
the first time.

During the week she always wore a bonnet
and an apron—not matter where she
went—a bonnet and an apron. Except

on Sunday when she would dress in her
finest, and that meant a blue dress and a

hat with a wide brim. In my collection

of unforgettable memories there is that
picture of her sitting on her front porch on a

warm Sunday afternoon, still dressed in her

“church” clothes. She had been reading her
Bible and fallen asleep. The book was open
and her hand was resting on the page.

My grandmother would not have
understood the issues flowing from the
prayer amendment, nor would she have
perceived the effects such legislation would
have on public education. But that would
not have bothered her. She would have
been astonished that the issue even came
up, and she would have wondered why
folks couldn't pray any time, anywhere.
The assertion that “God has been expelled
from the school” would have been a bunch
of foolishness in her mind, I think. Her
God was too big to be expelled from

any place, and I think her response to
politicians and church leaders that “God
has been outlawed” would have been “Your
God is too small.”

No Supreme Court could have kept her
from praying because her God was not
limited to the classroom, the principal’s
office or the Baptist church. God was
everywhere she wanted Him to be and she
prayed to Him, wherever she was—over

the wash rub, the cook stove or at the
kitchen sink. She prayed to Him at odd
times and at odd places. No doubt she
would ask why students can't do the same if
they want to. I'm sure she wouldn't expect
the government to come to her aid in the
exercise of her faith and the development of
her prayer life. In short, I think she would
tell the politicians to back off and find
another horse to ride.

Finally, I suspect my grandmother’s
assessment of the whole furor about school
prayer would be summed up this way:
“Not everybody who's talking about prayer
these days is praying.”

BISHOP HOLLMAN HAS BEEN A REGULAR
CONTRIBUTOR TO THE VILLAGER NEWSLETTER.
HE:HAS RECENTLY MOVED OUT OF STATE AND
THIS IS HIS LAST CONTRIBUTION TO OUR PAPER.
WE WILL MISS HIS HUMOR, WIT AND ABILITYTO
SHOW US PICTURES OF BYGONE DAYS THAT ARE
SWEETLY REMEMBERED. THANK YOU, BISHOP,
FOR SHARING YQUR TALENT WITH US!
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A NOTE FROM
BISHOP HOLLIMAN:

Greetings to the folks at McKendree Village!

We ate back home again in Indiana, where the
Wiabash flows and the tall corn grows! Not all the
furniture is in place yet, but we’re working at it.
There wete seven inches of snow on the ground the
day we attived, and even now patches still are piled
up in the parking lots in the malls and in low places.

We ate located in a small town north of Fort
‘Wayne—a town with one stop light. It reminds you
of Maybetry and you almost expect to see Barney
Fife and Sheriff Andy Taylor to make an appearance
on the street. We ate within walking distance of

the Post office, the bank and the library. Our town
has three churches, and the Methodist chutch is on
the main street. We attended last Sunday and were
impressed with the service, and we know we’re going
to fcel at homc there
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