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tobiograph Frank I{m tells how he preached his heart out to
SE ‘-~

his people. Delivered the truth in his seul one day. ;@. soHi s““ to him,

ﬂl@ngl_ly came in., llis only remark was "It is ramlnﬁ outsig Ile
went out and cw_ying. He wgg_h&u}e WlthOllt 4unbrellaa ércnchedj

0y the rain, entered his little room.

—_—

Ile I&Wt and his abiliity to minister. e geftSthe min%s;ry.

I read that and thought -@ould not just/ onehlave said a word of
‘ ¢ to town and asked the owner of a if he could use wﬂhﬂn.ﬁﬁg
n,couragement‘é), Man M - legs. Natura ing rather shocked, he asked the farmer where he could get so many. The
farmer answered p at home just full gf them. They d day.

Fake | A7 fouH “After an was maﬁe fo d ?Og]sishthle lel(:merh;etfume i ome.
Yooy Mak 4é/  |later he came back wi dqra er foolish look on his face.
& he said to the restaurant owner. “There were justf two frogs in my pond, but they were sure

making a
time you hear what seems.to be a lot of noise about
thlsymﬂ It igbrobably no oz than a couple o! éﬁ:humc gggggers who

ing more to do than grouch and groak
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It takes so little to make us salil‘;“ =
Ye no
Just a slighting word, a doubtful sneer,
,J Just a scornful smile on some lips held dear
| And our footsteps lag though the goal seem near,

| And we lost the joy and hope we had.

It takes so little to make us sad.

, It takes so little to make us glad,

' Just a cheering clasp of some friendly hand.
Just a word from one who could understand,
And we finish the task we so long had planned.
We lose the fear and doubt we had.

It takes so little to make us glad,



