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WHO'S IN CHARGE?

There is a cute little story concerning two monks who were
one day discussing how difficult it was to refrain from smoking while
they were supposed to be meditating in the cloister. One of them
suggested that perhaps it was all right to smoke and that they should
both write the Pope for his advice in the matter. A few weeks later
they met again to compare notes. The first monk reported that he had
heard from the Pope but that the head of the church had severely
reprimanded him for even asking such a question. The second monk
asked him what he had said in his letter. He replied, "I asked the
Pope if it was all right if I smoked while I was meditating."
"Well, you asked the wrong question," said the second monk. "I asked
his holiness if it was all right if I meditated while I was smoking
and he replied, TGood Boy!'"

There is a difference between working while we meditate and
meditating while we work and that difference can sometimes be very
important. There have been times, I must confess, while I have
been driving my car that I have been so deep in thought I got to
my destination without really being conscious of how I got there.
That is not good. One should concentrate on driving his car and
meditate in a safer environment—as Jesus put it, "in one's closet".

U4i x,°ne day recent:i-y» however, I was thus engaged in meditation
while driving to the hospital, and the final result of my meditation
is this morning's sermon. The cause of my particular line of thought
that day was that I could remember upon my early arising that this
was going to be one of those very few days I could remember when I
had nothing I absolutely had to do. There are indeed very few of
those days. I envisioned all the reading and study I was going to
be able to do that day. Today we refer to the minister's office
It used to be called his study. But if I am an average example
very little studying gets done there. But this day was going to be
different. This was going to be my day and I was going to be in
charge of my own life. .-

I had been in my office just five minutes when the telephone
rang. There had been a sudden death and I was needed. When I
returned there were several other messages awaiting me, and that
first five minutes of the day were all that was to be of my grandiose
plans for a complete day in which I could be master of my own destiny.

Ever have a day like that? Of course you have. Every mother
of young children has 365 days a year like that. (This year she'll
have 366 of them!) iivery businessman and worker has innumerable








