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Dear Ones, 
 
Many folks who donôt pay attention to trees any other time will turn their eyes toward them this 
month.   In honor of October I was all prepared to use this space to write about trees.   I was 
loaded up with interesting facts.  For example, did you know that other than people and God, 
trees are mentioned in the Bible more than any other living thing?   That we find trees in the first 
chapter of Genesis and the last chapter of Revelation, along with the very first Psalm?  I was go-
ing to quote Joyce Kilmerôs, ñI think that I shall never see, a poem lovely as a tree.ò  You know 
the poem.  Critics called it sappy, simple, sentimental and overly religious.  These days, this kind 
of condemnation is a sure sign I will very much like what is being panned.   
 
But before I could put pen to paper about trees, I was reading our esteemed News-Argus and a 
small filler article on the back page caught my eye: ñDriver Helps Rescue Baby Crawling Across 
Street.ò  Or something like that.  It was in yesterdayôs paper and as we are currently without un-
trained puppies and caged birds, thereôs not much sense in holding on to the News-Argus for 
more than a day.   
 
The article was necessarily brief and lacking details.  A man was driving along a  busy street.  He 
saw what he first thought was a toy moving in the roadé.then, to his utter shock, saw that the 
toy was in fact a toddler.  He lurched to the curb, jumped from his car, and stopped traffic.  For 
such he was lauded as a hero.   
 
The villain in the story, of course, was the hapless mother.  Neighbors guided the rescuers to the 
house of the offender.  The article noted that a toddler answered the door.  (A TODDLER!!!)  It 
quoted the mother as saying that the back door had been left open ñby accident.ò  (BY ACCI-
DENT!!)  The rush to judgment was on.  The very idea!!  What a lousy mother!!  Finishing the 
article, I joined in the chorus of ñtsk tsking.ò 
 
Then I remembered something that happened when I was a toddler.  Actually, it happened before 
I was old enough for my memory to latch on to things, but the story has been repeated often 
enough that I can visualize every detail.  My mother stopped at the cleaners to pick up a dress.  
She left in the car my brother, 3 İ and yours truly, a truly terrible two year old.  For such an act 
today she would be drawn and quartered, but remember, this was before we discovered that chil-
dren are wilting violets and danger lurks behind every unpadded corner.  If you have ever been 
challenged with two toddlersé boys, at that, I donôt need to explain her decision to you.  The 
car was right in front of the store, for heavenôs sake.  What could go wrong?  Who could have 
figured that a two year old would: a) roll down a car window; and b) climb out, suspend himself 
like an escaping con, and c) drop to the sidewalk.  A minute later, when mother returned to the 
car, she found her 3 year old crying, and pointing at the open window.  Child number 2 was no-
where to be seen.   
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You can imagine her horror.  My brother must have managed a feeble, ñhe went thata way.ò  She 
turned the corner and caught sight of me.  Apparently, I caught sight of her.  She ran toward me.  
Had I run toward her, crying in repentance, I believe I would have been OK.  But I doubled 
down, turned tail, and skedaddled.  This simply gave her time to make the emotional shift from 
ñmy poor baby, you could have been run over,ò to ñIôll teach you not to run away from me when 
I call you.ò   
 
She did.  Today, they would have thrown her under the jail. 
 
Putting down the article, I hushed my ñtsk tsking.ò  ñJudge not, that ye be not judged,ò Jesus 
said.  Itôs likely that his own mother had to teach him not to run away from her, too.  She was a 
good mother, just as mine was.  My grandfather, in honor of his favorite poem, named my moth-
er, ñJoyce Kilmer.ò   
 
I donôt know about the mother in the article, but having been a parent, I know itôs not easy and 
every mother and father needs all the mercy God can give.  I pray it for her, and for you, too. 
 
Love, 
Bob 
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Sunday, October 14  
 

After worship in the  
activity center  

 
Funds raised are to  
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Challenge team for the  

soup kitchen.  

 

BBQ, sides and dessert  

Will be served  

 

 


