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RELIGION AT WORK

One of a minister's greatest joys is to have a letter occasionally
from a young person he has seen grow up, go through school, and take
his rightful place in the midst of the world's serious affairs.
Christmas is one of the times one often hears from those youth, and
to know that they are engaged in good works and are still growing
spiritually and mentally is indeed heartening.

During the past Christmas season a card was received from a
young man who .has long been admired and who is now busily engaged
in shaping the minds of those even younger than himself. I am con
fident that he is shaping them for the good. In his card this young
man, knowing of my own appreciation for good literature, recommended
to me a short but old novel and a new and unusual play. I paid heed
to both his recommendations and both attested to his most excellent
judgment.

The play we will mention at another time, but the novel is
relevant to today's sermon theme. It is by an author known to all
by his classic story of the great whale, Moby Dick. But Herman
Melville's short and almost certainly autobiographical story, Bartleb.v.
The Scrivener, will be known but to a few. It is the story of a
strange and lonely man who lived a strange and lonely life. The
main character, Bartleby, carries with him some mysterious secret.
That secret is never fully disclosed in the story, and yet when one
lays down the book he is not dissatisfied, nor left with a feelins
that he must know more.

whoSPTl!!^anChSly hef°' Bartleby» ^ one of those innumerable persons
?^«5ifJ It a"d W°e iS alWays hidde«- One may be certain he istroubled, but one may not know what it is that troubles him. Of
wordsrrS°nS a" Mel7ille writes these Pointed and almost pathetic

"Happiness courts the light, so we deem the world
is gay; but misery hides aloof, so we deem that misery
there is none." *

4-v^ ,,HaPPiness courts the light". How true. When people are happy
they celebrate and invite others to celebrate with them. Witness
fatterLIf"?Jan^rflir,.JeSUS' Parable of the Pr°digal son: "Kill'the
mv frVpn^ o^S PUt a,nr,VH my son's fi"3er," he cries. "Let all
2 fou^d " s,lhTar\tS celebra.te/ for this my son was lost and nowis found." Such happiness must be shared and one cannot hide it.
One sees that happiness and joy, for example, in the very eyes of the
young couples who come to the minister's study to plan for their
wedding.








