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Last Saturday morning we had a late
breakfast. The children had scattered
as they often do on a day off from
school and I propped up in bed with a
manuseript which needed final editing.
Mid-morning, after cleaning up the
bathroom, making the beds, and run-
ning the vacuum, Jackie went down
and fixed eggs with cheddar cheese
(my favorite), sausage, and grits. I put
on a bathrobe and took my work down
to the table.

I've been doing this for years—
reading while I eat. It saves a great
deal of time. In fact, I read while I doa
lot of things. I'm perplexed at women
who don’t seem to have the same sense
of efficiency, but then, most women
are not given to this masculine type of
logical thinking. While a man thinks
“One, two, three, four,”—a woman
often thinks, “Nine, thirteen, six, one,
forty-two.” Or, as someone else said: A
man thinks with his head—a woman
with her heart.

Therefore it wasn't unusual for
Jackie to eat her breakfast in silence as
I read. Nor was it out of the ordinary
for her to finally begin a conversation
with the top of my head, which was
bent over the well-marked paper be-
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side my now empty plate.

Sipping on a cup of spiced tea, she
began to ramble about something she
had discovered while reading the crea-
tion story in Genesis. I grunted an oc-
casional noise of recognition, not really
hearing but not wanting to offend her,
either.

Like most husbands, I've learned
it's best to give an impression of in-
terest. Perhaps it's a hangover from
the time I used to rush back to the door
of the church after a Sunday morning
service to shake hands with my
parishioners. Smiling, always smiling.
And agreeing. But never really listen-
ing. If someone did try to tell me some-
thing I would give them a big “God
bless you, brother,” all the while pull-
ing him through the door as I shook his
hand. This way, to carry on a conver-
sation he’d have to look back over his
shoulder, which was discouraging
since by that time I'd be shaking hands
with the person behind him. It's a trick
used by politicians and preachers—
both notorious as people who never
listen.

“Guess what I discovered in Genesis
this morning,” Jackie said to the top of
my head.
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“Uh, that’s nice,” I mumbled, trying
not to lose my place. Then vaguely
realizing I had given a stupid reply, I
added, “Ah...what did you learn?”

“I learned that God gave Adam the
command not to eat of the tree in the
garden long before Eve was created.”

“That’s interesting,” I answered.
(By the way, this is a phrase I picked
up from Pat Robertson which means,
“I don’t know what you're talking
about but I don’t want to question you
since it might stimulate you to keep on
talking.”)

She kept on talking. “The whole
problem with the human race, all the
problems of the world, stem from one
thing.”

She was determined to press on.

“Uh huh, what’s that?”

“Adam didn’t talk to his wife. That’s
where all the problems came from. He
knew everything God wanted, but he
just didn’t communicate with Eve. He
was too busy ‘dressing the garden.’
When he wouldn’t talk to her, she fi-
nally wandered off and found a slick
fellow who would talk.”

Somehow, in my state of semi-
concentration, I sensed I shouldn’t
pursue this topic of conversation. I ad-
justed my glasses and hastily blue-
penciled a redundant sentence which
was trying to creep into print.

“What do you think about that?”
Jackie was determined to get some
kind of response.

“That’s interesting,” I mumbled. I
could tell by the way the table was
vibrating she was about to erupt.
Avoiding her eyes, 1 glanced at my
watch, picked up the stack of papers
and started out of the room. “Thanks
for a great breakfast,” I said sincerely.
“It’s nice to be here with you on Satur-
day morning.”

“Butyou aren't ‘with me,”” she said,
a trace of pain in her voice. “All those
women out there think you're God’s
man of faith and power—writing all
those things about husbands loving
their wives, about men being the
priests in their homes, about proper
spiritual covering. But all I ever see is
the top of your head at the table and
the back of your head at the type-
writer.”

I smiled and patted her shoulder.
We make a great team. She makes all
the minor decisions such as which col-
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lege the kids will attend and what
brand of tires to put on the car, while I
make the big decisions such as how to
settle all the problems in the Kingdom.
I started up the steps toward my
studio, reading as I went. I read while
I do a lot of things.

“Where are you going?”

“Well...uh...er...I've got to dress
the garden...I mean, finish typing this
manuseript. By the way, what's for
lunch?”

“Apples,” she said with a note of
resignation. “Fresh from the tree.”

I nodded. “Uh...that’s interesting.”
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TEACHING CRUISES
CONDUCTED BY:

R.G. Mohrman

Qutstanding Ministers of the Word.
We are delighted to offer brothers
and sisters in Christ the opportun-
ity to accompany them on any of
these

Rachel Titus

4 CRUISES

(one or two weeks)

Mar 15, 1976 to Mexico
May 15, 1976 to Caribbean
So. America &
Mexico via the
Canal.
Aug 15, 1975 to Alaska

Rachel Titus: over 15 yrs minister-
ing in churches overseas and
U.S.A. In depth Bible teaching on
“The Home", “Gifts on the Spirit”,
“Ministries for Women."”

R.G. Mohrman: 27 yrs a Pastor,
Teacher and Conference Speaker.
Subject “Fruit of the Holy Spirit.”

BETHESDA COLLEGE

Post Office Box 1215
Wenatchee, Wa. 98801
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