
BEAR ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS All nice and clean and cooled off by a nice swim in the
ocean, Herman Trueblood saw a sweating man helped by his two sons trying on a hot day to
push his disabled^^car up an incline. Two voices started yelling at each other inside
him. One said, "There's an opportunity for service; you ought to help them push." The
other voice protested, "Now that is none of your business. You'll get yourself all hot
and dirty. Let them handle their own affair." He finally yielded to his better impulse.
He put his shoulder to the task. The car moved and kept moving.

A simple thing then happened which Trueblood never forgot. The father stuck out his
dirty hand and Trueblood stuck out his dirty hand. The father said, "I'm very glad that
you came along. You had just enough strength, added to ours, to make the thing go."

Trueblood says, "Years have passed since that hot day, but I can still hear that man
saying, 'You had just enough strength, added to ours, to make the thing go.' . . . There
are many thousands of people struggling to get some heavy load over the hill, and I
probably have 'just enough strength, added to theirs, to make the thing go'"

"Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfill the law of Christ" (Gal. 6:2).

There is nothing holier in this life than
the first consciousness of love. Love does
not consist in gazing at each other but in
looking outward together in the same direction.
To love is to stay close enough to touch and
still have enough space to grow.' Love is the
willingness to see less because it sees more.
In the one we love, we find our second self.
Love is the beauty of the soul. To love
abundantly is to live abundantly, to love
forever is to live forever. There is exquisite
beauty in the"heart that cares and loves. Love
believes all things, hopes all things, endures
all things.
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