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What makes a home? Love and sympathy and confidence. It is a place where

kindly affections exist among all the members of the family. The parents take good
care of their children, and the children are interested in the activities of their parents.
Thus all of them are bound together by affection, and they find their home to be the
cheeriest place in the world.

A home without love is no more a home than a body without a soul is a man.
Every civilized person is a social being. No one should live alone. A man may lead a
successful and prosperous life, but prosperity alone can by no means insure happiness.
Many great personages in the world history had deep affections for their homes.

Your home may be poor and humble, but your duty lies there. You should try to
make it cheerful and comfortable. The greater the difficulties, the richer will be your
reward.

A home is more than a family dwelling. It is a échool in which people are trained
for citizenship. A man will not render good services to his country if he can do noth-
ing good for his home; for in proportion as he loves his home, will be love his coun—
try. The home is the birthplace of true patriotism. It is the secret of social welfare and

national greatness. It is the basis and origin of civilization.
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Companionship of Books

Samuel Smiles

A man may usually be known by the books he reads as well as; by the company
he keeps; for there is a companionship of books as well as of men; and one should
always live in the best company, whether it be of books or of men.

A good book may be among the best of friends. It is the same today that it al-
ways was, and it will never change. It is the most patient and cheerful of compan—
ions. It does not turn its back upon us in times of adversity or distress. It always re—
ceives us with the same kindness; amusing and instructing us in youth, and comfort—
ing and consoling us in age.

Men often discover their affinity to each other by the love they have each for a
book—just as two persons sometimes discover a friend by the admiration which both
have for a third. There is an old proverb, “Love me, love my dog.” But there is more
wisdom in this: “Love me, love my book.” The book is a truer and higher bond of
union. Men can think, feel, and sympathize with each other through their favorite
author. They live in him together, and he in them .

“Books,” said Hazlitt, “wind into the heart; the poet’s verse slides in the current
of our blood. We read them when young, we remember them when old. We feel that
it has happened to our selves. They are to be had very cheap and good. We breathe
but the air of books.”

A good book is often the best of a life; enshrining the best that life could think
out for the world of a man’s life is, for the most part, but the world of his thoughts.
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Thus the best books are treasuries of good words, the golden thoughts, which, re—
membered and cherished, become our constant companions and comforters. “They
are never alone,” said Sir Philip Sidney, “that are accompanied by noble thoughts. ”

The good and true thought may in times of temptation be as an angel of mercy
purifying and guarding the soul. It also enshrines the germs of action, for good words
almost always inspire to good works .

Books possess an essence of immortality. They are by far the most lasting prod—
ucts of human effort. Temples and statues decay, but books survive. Time is of no
account with great thoughts, which are as fresh today as when they first passed
through their author’s minds, ages ago. What was then said and thought still speaks
to us as vividly as ever from the printed page. The only effect of time has been to
sift out the bad products, for nothing in literature can long survive but what is really
good.

Books introduce us into the best society, they bring us into the presence of the
greatest minds that have ever lived. We hear what they said and did, we see them as
if they were really alive, we sympathize with them, enjoy with them, gri€ve with
them; their experience becomes ours, and we feel as if we were in a measure actors
with them in the scenes which they describe.

The great and good do not die even in this world. Embalmed in books, their spirits
walk abroad. The book is a living voice. It is an intellect to which one still listens.
Hence we ever remain under the influence of the great men of old. The imperial intel—
lects of the world are as much alive now as they were ages ago?
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Beauty

There were sensitivity and a beauty to her that have nothing to do with looks.
She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart.

It is said that the true nature of being is veiled. The labor of words, the expres—
sion of art, the seemingly ceaseless buzz that is human thought all have in common
the need to get at what really is so. The hope to draw close to and possess the truth
of being can be a feverish one. In some cases it can even be fatal, if pleasure is one’
s truth and its attainment more important than life itself. In other lives, though, the
search for what is truthful gives life.

I used to find notes left in the collection basket, beautiful notes about my homi-
lies and about the writer’s thoughts on the daily scriptural readings. The person who
penned the notes would add reflections to my thoughts and would always include
some quotes from poets and mystics he or she had read and remembered and loved.
The notes fascinated me. Here was someone immersed in a search for truth and
beauty. Words had been treasured, words that were beautiful. And I felt as if the
words somehow delighted in being discovered, for they were obviously very gener—
ous to the as yet anonymous writer of the notes. 'And now this person was in turn
learning the secret of sharing them. Beauty so shines when given away. The only
truth that exists is, in that sense, free.
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It was a long time before I met the author of the notes.

One Sunday moming, I was told that someone was waiting for me in the office.
The young person who answered the rectory door said that it was “the woman who
said she left all the notes.” When I saw her I was shocked, since I immediately rec—
ognized her from church but had no idea that it was she who wrote the notes. She
was sitting in a chair in the office with her hands folded in her lap. Her head was
bowed and when she raised it to look at me, she could barely smile without pain. Her
face was disfigured, and the skin so tight from surgical procedures that smiling or
laughing was very difficult for her. She had suffered terribly from treatment to re—
move the grdwths that had so marred her face.

We chatted for a while that Sunday morning and agreed to meet for lunch later
that week. As it tumed out we went to lunch several times, and she always wore a
hat during the meal. I think that treatments of some sort had caused a lot of her hair
to fall out. We shared things about our lives. I told her about my schooling and
growing up. She told me that she had worked for years for an insurance company.
She never mentioned family, and I did not ask.

We spoke of authors we both had read, and it was easy to tell that books are a
great love of hers. I have thought about her often over the years and how she strug—
gled in a society that places an incredible premium on looks, class, wealth and all the
other fineries of life.

She suffered from a disfigurement that cannot be made to look attractive. I know
that her condition hurt her deeply.

Would her life have been different had she been pretty? Chances are it would
have. And yet there were a sensitivity and a beauty to her that had nothing to do with
looks. She was one to be listened to, whose words were so easy to take to heart. Her
words came from a wounded but loving heart, very much like all hearts, but she had
more of a need to be aware of it, to live with it and learn from it.

She possessed a fine—tuned sense of beauty. Her only fear in life was the loss of
a friend. .

How long does it take most of us to reach that level of human growth, if we ev—
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er get there? We get so consumed and diminigshed, worrying about all the things that
need improving, we can easily forget to cherish those things that last. Friendship, so
rare and so good, just needs our care—maybe even the simple gesture of writing a
little note now and then, or the dropping of some beautiful words in a basket, in the
hope that such beauty will be shared and taken to heart.

The truth of her life was a desire to see beyond the surface for a glimpse of
what it is that matters. She found beauty and grace and they befriended her, and

showed her what is real.
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