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In "The Sand Pebb]es“ Richard McKenna tells the story of the crew
of a gun boat on the China River. For many monthé the crew had had all the
menial kausekeeping tasks aboard ship déhe by cheap Chinese labor who lived
aboard. They did the laundry and washing, dishes, even scrubbing the floor.
But then the Chinese labor ran away and left the crew members holding the bag--
the laundry bag, that is. |

Thus one of the great aspects of the story is how the crew regained
their own self-respect by being forced to do their own work--under the pressure

" of a life and death situation. ‘ .

McKenna makes a nice point by relating the satisfaction it bave this
bunch of toughened sailors to do their own work, washiﬁg out their own clothes,
fo]ding'them and putting them away when through.

It seems that there was a certain therapy involved in this type thing.
Really, th#$ was the turning point of the whole story. If there is one thing
wrong with our automated society--it is that it is automated. There is a point
at which the gifts of our machines become a curse. It is no surprise that
mental institutions often put their patients on "hand work" to help restore the
nervous system that has fallen apart under the pressures of computers.

A preacher friend of mine lays bricks in his off hours. Not that he
needs the money, but he needs the therapy. Now who would ever have thought of
brick laying as a therapy. But he says it gives him a clear-cut sense of
accomplishment. You know, so many rows of brick laid in so many hours. He can
watch what he is doing with his hands and it gives him a feeling of satisfaction
to accomplish something that will be there next year--just as he built it.

Most ministers need this type feeling, for many go on year after
year without ever feeling that they have aaccomplished a thing. Judson in

Burma labored 7 years as a missionary before he saw his first convert. Had

he not been translating the Bible into the native language, he would have

probably wound up weaving baskets too.



A man needs a senge of accoplishment. But we can't all lay bricks.
Or serve on the China river. Or even work in a garden and watch plants come up.
So we need to find it in oher things...littlé things. As Julia Carney said:

Little drops of water, little grains of sand,

Make a mighty ocean and the plesant land.

Little deeds of kindness, little words of love,

Help to make the earth happy like the heavén above.

Maybe that's it. Everybody is after us to think about

world problems. Vietnam...the middle-east...the presidential election...riots...racésm.
and so we worry or demonstrate ourselves practiéa11y insane over troubles we
can't do a thing about. '

Maybe the way to sdlve the large issues is to pull together. And
maybe, just maybe, the way to‘pu11 together is for everyone to wash out a few

of his own underclothes.



