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The smile

Anonymous

any Americans are familiar with the Little Prince, a wonderful book

by Antoine de Saint—Exupery. This is a whimsical and fabulous book

and works as a children's story as well as a thought provoking adult fable. Far
fewer are aware of Saint-Exupery's other writings,novels and short stories.

Saint-Exupery was a fighter pilot who fought against the Nazis and was killed
in action. Before World Warll, he fought in the Spanish Civil War against the
fascists. He wrote a fascinating story based on that experience entitled the Smile.
It is this story which I'd like to share with you now. It isn't clear whether or not he
meant this to be autobiographical or fiction. I choose to believe it to be the former.

He said that he was captured by the enemy and thrown into a jail cell. He
was sure that from the contemptuous looks and rough treatment he received from
his jailers he would be executed the next day. From here, I'll tell the story as 1
remember it in my own words.

"I was sure that 1 was to be killed. I became terribly nervous and distraught.
I fumbled in my pockets to see if there were any cigarettes, which had escaped
their search. I found one and because of my shaking hands, I could barely get it to
my lips. But I had no matches, they had taken those.

"1 looked through the bars at my jailer. He did not make eye contact with
me. After all, one does not make eye contact with a thing, a corpse. I called out to
him 'Have you got a light?' He looked at me, shrugged and came over to light my
cigarette.

"As he came close and lit the match, his eyes inadvertently locked with
mine. At that moment, I smiled. I don't know why I did that. Perhaps it was
nervousness, perhaps it was because, when you get very close, one to another, it
is very hard not to smile. In any case, I smiled. In that instant, it was as though

a spark jumped across the gap between our two hearts, our two human souls. I



knew he didn't want to, but

my smile leaped through

the bars and generated a

smile on his lips, too. He lit

my cigarette but stayed near,

looking at me directly in the eyes

and continuing to smile.

"I kept smiling at him, now

aware of him as a person and not just

a jailer. And his looking at me seemed

to have a new dimension, i00. 'Do you have
kids?' he asked.

"'"Yes, here, here.' I took out my wallet and nervously fumbled for the pictures
of my family. He, too, took out the pictures of his family and began to talk about
his plans and hopes for them. My eyes filled with tears. I said that I feared that
I'd never see my family again, never have the chance to see them grow up. Tears
came to his eyes, too.

"Suddenly, without another word, he unlocked my cell and silently led me
out. Out of the jail, quietly and by back routes, out of the town. There, at the edge
of town, he released me. And without another word, he turned back toward the
town.

"My life was saved by a smile.”

Yes, the smile is the unaffected, unplanned, natural connection between
people. I tell this story in my work because I'd like people to consider that
underneath all the layers we construct to protect ourselves, our dignity, our titles,
our degrees, our status and our need to be seen in certain ways and underneath all
that, remains the authentic, essential self. I'm not afraid to call it the soul. I really
believe that if that part of you and that part of me could recognize each other, we
wouldn't be enemies. We couldn't have hate or envy or fear. I sadly conclude thal
all those other layers, which we so carefully construct through our lives, distance
and insulate us from truly contacting others. Saint—-Exupew's story speaks of that
magic moment when two souls recognize each other.

I've had just a few moments like that. Falling in love is one example. And
looking at a baby. Why do we smile when we see a baby? Perhaps it's because we
see someone without all the defensive layers, someone whose smile for us we know
to be fully genuine and without guile. And that babysoul inside us smiles wistfully

in recognition.
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The cobbler and the banker

La Fontaine

cobbler passed his time in singing from morning rill night; it was

A.wonderful to see, wonderful to hear him; he was more contented in
making shoes than was any of the seven sages. His neighbor, on the contrary,
who was rolling in wealth, sung but little, and sleepless. He was a banker, when
by chance he fell into a doze at day—break, the cobbler awoke him with his song.
The banker complained sadly that providence had not made sleep a saleable
commodity, like edibles or drinkables. Having at length sent for the songster, he
said to him, "How much a year do you earn, Master Gregory?"

"How much a year, sir?" said the merry cobbler laughing, "I never reckon in
that way, living as I do from one day to another; somehow I manage to reach the
end of the year; each day brings its meal."

"Well then! How much a day do you earn, my friend?"

"Sometimes more, sometimes less; but the worst of it is, and, without that our
earnings would be very tolerable, a number of days occur in the year on which we
are forbidden to work; and the curate, moreover, is constantly adding some new
saint to the list."

The banker, laughing at his simplicity, said. "In the future I shall place you
ahove want. Take this hundred crowns, preserve them carefully, and make use of
them in time of need."

The cobbler fancied he beheld all the wealth which the earth had produced in
the past century for the use of mankind. Returning home, he buried his money and
his happiness at the same time. No more singing; he lost his voice, the moment he
acquired that which is the source of so much grief. Sleep quitted his dwelling; and
cares, suspicions, and false alarms took its place. All day, his eye wandered in the
direction of the treasure; and at night, if some stray cat made a noise, the cat was
robbing him. At length the poor man ran to the house of his rich neighbor; "Give

me back,” said he, "sleep and my voice, and take your hundred crowns."
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The most beautiful heart

Anonymous

ne day a young man was standing in the middle of the town proclaiming

()that he had the most beautiful heart in the whole valley. A large crowd
gathered and they all admired his heart for it was perfect. There was not a mark or
a flaw in it. Yes, they all agreed it truly was the most beautiful heart they had ever
seen. The young man was very proud and boasted more loudly about his beautiful
heart.

Suddenly, an old man appeared at the front of the crowd and said, "Your
heart is not nearly as beautiful as mine." The crowd and the young man looked
at the old man's heart. It was beating strongly, but full of scars, it had places
where pieces had been removed and other pieces put in, but they didn't fit quite
right and there were several jagged edges. In fact, in some places there were deep
gouges where whole pieces were missing.

The peopie stared—how can he say his heart is more beautiul? The young
man looked at the old man's heart and saw its state and laughed. "You must be
joking," he said. "Compare your heart with mine, mine is perfect and yours is a
mess of scars and tears."”

"Yes," said the old man, "Yours is perfect looking but I would never trade

with you. You see, every scar represents a person to whom I have given my

love I tear out a piece of my heart and give it to them, and often they give
me a piece of their heart which fits into the empty place in my heart, but because

the pieces aren't exact, | have some rough edges, which I cherish, because they



remind me of the love we shared. Sometimes I have given pieces of my heart away,
and the other person hasn't returned a piece of his heart to me. These are the
empty gouges—giving love is taking a chance. Although these gouges are painful,
they stay open, reminding me of the love [ have for these people too, and I hope
someday they may return and fill the space in my heart. So now do you see what
true beauty is?"

The young man stood silently with tears running down his cheeks. He walked
up to the old man, reached into his perfect young and beautiful heart, and ripped
a piece out. He offered it to the old man with trembling hands.

The old man took his offering, placed it in his heart and then took a piece
from his old scarred heart and placed it in the wound in the young man's heart. It
fit, but not perfectly, as there were some jagged edges. The young man looked at
his heart, not perfect anymore but more beautiful than ever, since love from the

old man's heart flowed into his. They embraced and walked away side by side.




