FROM PASTOR GARY’S PEN . . . (
One of the joys of my childhood was taking a nickel or a dime or sometimes even a quarter and heading to Main Street in my hometown of Denver, PA. My destination was Anderson’s Drug Store (still there by they way), where in the dark ages you could buy a small cherry coke for five cents. That is 5¢! I would have my money in my pocket and enough money to buy an ice cream sundae. I smiled at the thought of lots of whipped cream and that luscious red cherry on top. My family did not have much money, so the trips to Anderson’s were infrequent, but that just heightened and deepened the joy of the experience. I would sit at the counter as big as I could be and Mr. Anderson would take my order, and soon I would be in heaven as I slurped away or dug to the bottom of a sundae.


This all came back to me as I read a story that came via the Internet. I cannot tell you if the story is true, but it does not matter. It is about a ten-year-old boy who entered a coffee shop and sat at a table. The waitress came and put a glass of water on the table in front of him. The boy asked how much an ice cream sundae would cost. An ice cream sundae was fifty cents. The boy pulled his hand out of his pocket and counted the money he had.


He looked to the waitress and asked how much a regular dish of ice cream would cost. The story indicates that the waitress was getting a mite bit impatient because other customers were waiting for the table. She replied that a plain dish of ice cream was thirty-five cents. Again the boy counted his money and finally indicated he wanted a plain dish of ice cream. The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill on the table and walked away. The boy finished the ice cream, paid the cashier and left.


When the waitress came back, her eyes filled with tears as she cleared the table. There, next to the empty bowl, she found neatly stacked, two nickels and five pennies.


In a time when we hear almost every day of death and destruction, of bombs exploding, of captives being taken, walls being built to separate people, of a political process that includes name calling and dirty tricks, isn’t it wonderful to hear about a boy who seeks his own pleasure but still has a heart for someone else.


In a time when religion itself divides people and calls people to draw lines, lines willingly defended by violence, isn’t it challenging to hear a story of a young man’s loving generosity toward another.


What I know is that each day I can make that same choice. Each day, God help me!
Pastor Gary

