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looked at each other, and burst into1tears. Each of us 

had known that the let-down would have to come. We knew
 

/" all a10,'11g that the 1lCaravan!l was like a ship that passed
 

in the night, but oh, how much fun and inspiration we had 

"enjoyed. Memories would last = well, probably longer than 

the Depression, and we were most thankful they were all 

happy memories. 

Our return to normalcy was helped very much by two 

unexpected dinner invitations for the next two nights, 

from friends in our church. These were to honor former 

church members, visiting from New York. The next day, as 

Path,er, 'Mother and Joe returned from their vacations, we 

were ready to resume our regular routine also. 

One g00d thing about writing, a factual story about 

fifty years ago, is that it is possible to know, not just 

surmise, the sequel. 

In June, 19'33, when Helen came home for summer vaca

tion, she was accompanied ~y a devoted girl friend, her 

brother lNilfred, and his best friepd, Russell Lawall,. Rus

sell was about to be side-tracked for the re~t of his life, 

by meeting me. Fortunately, he had a g~od job with the 

A.T.&T.Co for which he was well qualified by being a grad

uate of Earlham College, and holding a degree from Case In

stItute in Cleveland. He. was also a Birthright Quaker. 

The result of this and other visits, culminated ~n our 

lovely Quaker wedding in August. We immediately tQQk uP' 

our residence in Detroit. Signs Of business stagnation 

were evident eve~ywhere. But we were very happy, and 



still are, forty~seven years later. I was often mindful
 

of my good fortune in having learned about the Quaker's
 

tenets from our ll'Pe8ce Caraven ll students.
 

We had three children~ Martha in JUly of 1934; David 

in August of 1935; and Gilbert in September of 1936_-They 

were, and still are, a great joy to us. We moved in 1944 

to Oberlin, O. and Russell commuted to work in Cleveland. 

In 1957, he was transferred to C~ncinnat1, and it was while 

living there that I heard about Jesse Lyons again. I was 

waiting in a dentist's office, and picked up a newspaper to 

read, and happened to see the church notices. One was head

ed, ''''New minister to be installed." I soon saw that the new 

minister was Dr. Jesse Lyons, who would take his place the 

following Sunday, as one of the Staff Ministers at the Riv

erside Baptist Church in New York. Immediately, I knew 

there could be but one Jesse Lyonsl And I was right! 

Several years later, we were saddened to hear that a 

younger sister of ~y father, was dying of cancer in a New 

York Hospital. It was sad to think of Janet, a gifted 

writer, alone in a big city in her last days, and I decid

ed to write to Jesse and see if he could get someone to 

call on her. I also wrote about the death of my sister, 

Helen, of cancer in March of 1949. He responded with a 

beautiful letter, saying now well he remembered the week in 

Lebanon in 1931~ He reported that he had delegated a staff 

member" a lady who was particularly good at cheering and 

counseling people. to carry out my request. Later she re

ported to him that she had found Janet weak" but still 

a most vibrant and interesting person, and they had talked 
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together for an hour~ 

A half century later, how can we evaluate our pre

sent situation, so plagued with seemingly insoluble di~ 

lemmas in high places, as we 11 as low" At least we can 

remember that God works in mysterious ways His wonders to 

perform, in season and out of season, in bad times as well 

as good. We must have steadfast faith that a better world 

will eventually emerge! 

Note - This is a factual story, written entirely from my 

own memory. 

January 25, 1980 


