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Chapter 1
JUST A HOUSEWIFE ? ?

Since the first printing of Lib Movement-God’s Way fifteen months
ago much headway in the wrong direction has been made by our un-
happy sisters. It was decided to revise and strengthen its content on
the second printing with quotes from some of these maneuvering
women to try to learn why they are unhappy and to cause us to
investigate their demands. We need to try to understand the rationale
of their aims and goals for our own self survival. They seem to be bent
upon changing the God-given role of womanhood. Amendments have
been ratified which has caused much concern to those who understood
the smoke-screen wording of the Amendment Seven at the Polls.
“Equality of Rights under the law shall not be denied or abridged in
the U. S. or by any state on account of race, color, religion or sex”.
It seemed innocent for no one desires inequality of the other three, but
to have sex stand alone would mean to veto the ratification. Let us
consider some of the things they stand for in this movement and
examine the Divine plan of our Creator and compare the two.

Betty Friedan, author of The Feminine Mystique, who is credited
with igniting the women’s liberation (front cover) said: (Pages 296-297)

“All this seems (speaking of life in a concentration camp) terribly
remote from the easy life of the American suburban housewife. But is
her house in reality a comfortable concentration camp? Have not
women who live in the image of the feminine mystique trapped them-
selves within the narrow walls of their homes? They have learned to
‘adjust’ to their biological role. They have become dependent, passive,
childlike; they have given up their adult frame of reference to live at the
lower human level of food and things. The work they do does not
require adult capabilities; it is endless, monotonous, unrewarding.
American women are not, of course, being readied for mass extermina-
tion, but they are suffering a slow death of mind and spirit. Just as
with the prisoners in the concentration camps, there are American
women who have resisted that death, who have managed to retain a
core of self, who have not lost touch with the outside world, who use
their abilities to some creative purpose. They are women of spirit and
intelligence who have refused to ‘adjust’ as housewives.

“. . . The comfortable concentration camp that American women
have walked into, or have been talked into by others, is just such a
reality, a frame of reference that denies woman’s adult human identity.
By adjusting to it, a woman stunts her intelligence to become childlike,
turns away from individual identity to become an anonymous biological
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robot in a docile mass. She becomes less than human, preyed upon by
outside pressures, and herself preying upon her husband and children.
And the longer she conforms, the less she feels as if she really exists.
She looks for her security in things, she hides the fear of losing her
human potency by testing her sexual potency, she lives a vicarious life
through mass daydreams or through her husband and children. She
does not want to be reminded of the outside world; she becomes con-
vinced there is nothing she can do about her own life or the world that
would make a difference. But no matter how often she tries to tell
herself that this giving up of personal identity is a necessary sacrifice for
her children and husband, it serves no real purpose. So the aggressive
energy she should be using in the world becomes instead the terrible
anger that she dare not turn against her husband, is ashamed of turning
against her children, and finally turns against herself, until she feels as
if she does not exist. And yet in the comfortable concentration camp
as in the real one, something very strong in a woman resists the death of
herself.”

Of the some 30 books on the shelf of this small establishment in
Fort Worth, Texas, only one book opposed the Lib Movement. But,
to put it mildly, a book like The Prisoner of Sex by Norman Mailer
reminds one of “With friends like THAT, who needs enemies”. He
degrades, humiliates, and makes the woman seem to be base as the
Libbists are accusing the men. It is in reality another Libbist book.

Quoting another noted Libbist, Barbara Seaman, in her book
Free and Female - page 287:

“Cooking, sewing and gardening may be fun, but only a mental
defective could take genuine pride in Joy-clean dishes and aromatic-blue
toilet bowls. There are few jobs as unrewarding as housework, for it is
lonely, dirty, repetitive and tiresome, and it immediately gets undone.

“Given our modern technologies and the small size of our average
families, there is little question that to serve the interests of women and
children better, what we need now is a great increase in part-time jobs -
for young mothers, principally, but for young fathers too.”

Women’s Role in Contemporary Society, by Eleanor Holmes Norton,
reports on the New York City Commission on Human Rights held
September 21-25, 1970. She quotes Betty Berry: “I am speaking today
as a member of the most economically vulnerable and largest group of
women in America - the housewives. There are 43 million married
women, of whom 60 percent do not work outside the home. Excluded
from almost all protective or civil rights legislation, the housewife is
sheltered and betrayed by a myth of economic security.

“The discrimination against the housewife has subtle aspects. It
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shows in: one, her ignorance about her lack of rights and inferior
status; two, the absence of financial recognition for her services; and
three, legislation designed to aid the family, but which increases her
dependency. We believe a woman is entitled to know her legal rights
in marriage . ..”

And a final quotation should set the mood for this entire study
from the Descent of Woman, by Elaine Morgan (page 1). “According
to the Book of Genesis, God first created man. Woman was not only
an afterthought, but an amenity. For close on to two thousand years
this holy scripture was believed to justify her subordination and explain
her inferiority; for even as a copy she was not a very good copy. There
were differences. She was not one of His best efforts . . .

“It might have been expected that when Darwin came along and
wrote an entirely different account of The Descent of Man, the assump-
tion would have been eradicated, for Darwin didn’t believe she was an
afterthought; he believed her origin was at least contemporaneous with
man’s. It should have led to some kind of breakthrough in the relation-
ship between the sexes. But it didn’t.”

The most notorious quotation can be had by making a copy of the
1973 Encyclopedia Britannica book of the year from the shelf of your
library of the “Emerging Woman” by Clare Boothe Luce. If these do
not make you desire to stop this damnable change in God’s divine plan
for man and woman, what will?

The books are being funneled into all libraries. An article in a
magazine was accusing a Girl Scout group of performing with a skit
which read, or was sung, about a “dirty old man” indicating they are
beginning at this tender level to change such attitudes as to turn a child
against their own father. Again, how much more could Marx want to
add to this trend. Note how many of these books are tainted with
Communism. (May I recommend to you that if these books are not
available at the library, you might purchase one copy of each and
share them. Personally, I hate to see us help them by purchasing them.)

Gibbons “Rise and. Fall of the Roman Empire” stated there were
seven reasons for the fall of this giant nation. No doubt about it
America is the great of this century, but we are losing this respected
and coveted position and fast. Review the reasons given and see if
America fits into the picture as did Rome.

1. The divorce rate rose.

2. More public money was spent for welfare (less responsibility
and self-respect was being taught and practiced).

3. Craving for greater pleasure and leisure increased.

4. Taxes soared higher and higher.
3



5. Sports appeared to be more exciting, more brutal.
6. Building of gigantic armaments continues.
7. Religion was thought by some to be decaying.

Is this an indictment against America today? Are we so blinded by
our Kaleidoscopic world that we cannot see ourselves changing into
self-destruction of home, church and nation? Can a group of
“suffragettes” have such power as to hold a nation together and make
it strong and not realize it? Can one with such power rightly be called
a “second class citizen” or be retarded with a “feminine mentality”?

Communists have prophesied for years that they will take America
without firing a bullet or dropping a bomb by destroying the hub of the
world, the home. One of the fathers of our country, Abraham Lincoln,
stated, “The hand that rocks the cradle, rules the world”. With books
such as those mentioned and Norman Mailer who plays right into the
hands of the Libbist, who could deny that they are working harder at
it than we are at trying to save our home, our freedom of worship and
our beloved America?

Where does this fit into a Bible study for ladies? How can we
ascribe this to a weekly Bible study? Jesus often answered a question
by asking a question, and I would like to use The Great Teacher’s
method by asking, “If we as older women were doing our job of
teaching the younger to ‘love their husbands . . . children . . .” would
we be in this present condition?” Unless we take our news media and
analyze the things we see and hear and watch our schools, libraries and
textbooks for the teachings that reach our offsprings’ minds, we may
find ourselves in the same position as our Cuban friends.

During the big exodus in 1965-66 a friend of mine was explaining
why she and her husband did not have children. She said, “You don’t
know why I no have childs!” (in her broken English). The teachers in
Cuba ask the little children to bow their heads and ask God for ice
cream. Then the teacher asks them to bow their head and ask Castro
for ice cream (as she places a cup in front of each child). Now she says,
“Castro is your God. He gives you ice cream! Have you ever seen your
God? There isno God.”

Jehovah God, our Divine Creator and ruler of all nations, has been
left out of the lives of some of these misguided female rebellers. Until
we stand upon His foundation for the home, the marriage, and life
itself, we have no hope for the future of our homes, our nation, and the
world. Will it take an overthrow of our government, the driving by of
the meeting place where we once worshipped in freedom and seeing the
windows and doors martyred from inside and out (as one sees in
Communist controlled countries) and finding the family Word of God
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hidden or destroyed before we will wake up to the realization of what
our fate is to be? God forbid! Are “things” that important to you that
you cannot stop your world right now and fall down and ask God to
forgive you for being so nearsighted and for not seeing the handwriting
on the wall of our future?

Shall you raise a hand to do more than carry a torch for the Libbers
by stating, “It is unfair! I do the same work as the man and I am
entitled to the same pay!” Look past the paycheck and into the motives
of your desires. See if the money is not the root of the entire problem.
Most will admit this! But is that paycheck and the things these few
are fighting to gain worth losing your soul, your freedom and the
glorious privileges of being an American citizen?

Do you carry your banner of “JUST A HOUSEWIFE” with pride,
joy and respect? -Where do you rate your role? As asex object - or is
it a “queens day every day”? As you use every gadget and trinket that
your man can give you to make your life easy and less time consuming
and allow you more time to do for him and the children as well as
others, where are your thoughts? On SELF? How can a woman who is
allowed to spend her time at home to work at her leisure, to use the
scores of “silent maids”, to drive the children to school in a nice
second car, to play bridge, to volunteer to help others, etc., begin to feel
so much self-pity that she asks herself, “How did I become a ‘second
class citizen’?” What more freedom can she need or desire? How sick
do we have to become before we seek a doctor?

Where did all this begin to tear down the home? As a child few
banners in the little town’s one grocery store hailed its specials. Twice
a month the housewife and family went into town to stock up for the
next few weeks. There was not time for the long journey as time was
not kept by punching a clock 40 hours per week. Time was from sun
up to sun down. Life was a continual struggle for sheer survival but
they were happy. They had self-respect. They were responsible people
who gave; gave their all. They would be sorely disappointed in us today
who tread under foot in the 70’ the very thing they sweated and gave
their life blood to protect and cherish. Will we have to shed the blood
of our own and lose the ground economically we have gained before we
retrace our values and evaluate them with real priorities?

Woman has “come a long, long way, Baby,” to a push button world
where the indoor flush toilets and electricity are now standard equip-
ment for every home. But because of the whipping cream we possess,
have we come to such a degraded self-pity as to ask the men, “What
does man now expect women to do with this free time that his
technology has given her, and what status is he willing to confer on her
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for doing whatever it is that he thinks she should be doing . . .?”
Success Unlimited, by Clair Luce Booth.

“To come to the nitty gritty, what does he think about the impor-
tance of her motherhood role in our overpopulated world? . . .”

“The time has come when men must care if not for woman’s sake,
for man’s.”

“The ‘bright boys’ - that is. to say, men who are smart enough to
forget their prejudices against women long enough to feed the Woman
Problem into the computers - have already gotten some pretty clear
answers on why they had better begin caring . . . the underemployment
and discrimination are costing him plenty of money. The wages he
refuses to pay her for working he must now fork over in taxes to keep
her out of the gutter and on relief rolls. The billions he spends on giving
her an equal education are wasted when she is not permitted to use her
education. She is showing a tendency to become an alcoholic (very
expensive habit, for the nation). Her bills for psychiatric treatment and
residence in mental institutions are mounting; he has the money; he
has to pay them. Worst of all his traditional attitude that he is superior
and she the inferior seems to be giving her those very identity crises,
hang-ups and neurosis that in his intimate relations with her as wife or
lover are now driving him crazy . ..” (Pages 67-89).

Wake up, Christian Sisters, and let us join hands to get out of our
microscopic world and call a screaching halt to the downfall of the
home. Not once is the welfare of the child and the love for husband
or child ever mentioned. Compare these jewels (?) of literary and moral
contribution to the following article by Jack Exum, gospel preacher in
Canada.

“A 10 year old girl who pleaded with a judge in a letter to please,
please, please help a 10 year old girl keep a mom and dad, . . . Superior
court Judge Jay Ballantyne said the girl’s parents had reconsidered
their plans for a divorce, have agreed to give their 12 year old marriage
another try.

“After parents (who were not identified) met briefly in the chambers
with the judge, the mother tearfully told newsmen: ‘I didn’t know
everyone was so friendly. We are moving back together - it’s so wonder-
ful that people care when they don’t even know you. Maybe this will
help a lot of other people. I really hope so.”

“Ballantyne said his office was ‘flooded’ with letters from concerned
persons from all over the country after he made the girl’s letter public.

“She had written: ‘Honorable sire, my mom and dad are getting a
divorce . . . Please don’t let them get a divorce. My momma loves my
dad; if you put him in the hospital he could quit drinking.”
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“Sir, you are a judge and this is your job, to divorce people. Only
where do ones go that still love the husbands? And how do you divorce
a 10 year old girl? Can you cut my heart out and stop it from hurting?
Please, please, please help a 10 year old keep a mom and dad!”

“Divorce and remarriage? A simple human solution, if we could
just find some way to cut out the heart and keep it from hurting,
especially when the heart’s only 10 years old.”

Self or Selflessness??? What is your lot? What have you to gain by
self? What have you to lose in selflessness?

Please turn and read from Matthew 7:24-27 as Jack suggests! God
help us to use our search light on ourselves to save ourselves from
ourselves for the sake of our ownselves and our family . . . Titus 2:3-5.

DAILY BIBLE STUDY CHART

1st day  Genesis 2:18-25; Proverbs 18:22; Titus 2:3-5
2nd day  Genesis 1:26-28; 5:1-2; I Cor. 15:45-50

3rd day 2 Cor. 5:1-3; 17-18; Isa. 45:18; Psa. 102:18
4th day  Eph. 2:10; Titus 2:11-14; I Cor. 3:9-16

5th day  Genesis 18:1-22

6th day  Matt. 6: 2 Cor. 2:1-17

7th day Rom. 1:19-25; 2 Pet. 3:8-10; Rev. 4:11



Chapter II
WOMAN’S COMFORTABLE CONCENTRATION CAMP

Soon after television came into homes, a friend of mine made a
statement which I feel was rather prophetic. He said, “The commercials
show more ingenuity than the shows themselves!” It has been true
that we, the weaker sex (yes, we are the weaker sex according to the
Divine One who made us, I Peter 3:7) have sat, watched this monster
and listened to its ingenuity. We have begun to believe that “Joy-clean
dishes (washing diapers) and having aromatic-blue toilet bowls” have
become a drudgery. What should be acts of love for those whom we
have brought into the world and for those that are flesh and blood of
ours become a grind and bore. And the one who helped you to give
life to your little one and protected and exalted you, has now made you
become the “nigger” or “second class citizen”. (I resent anyone being
called a nigger for it is degrading, humiliating and unnecessary. Shame
on us!) Service to those we love should be a joy! To serve the ones we
have given life and the one who has given us protection and the tools
of pampered progress is NOT servitude but the greatest experience of
life. Yes, we have come a long way, Baby, but we are surely going
backwards and traveling fast thanks to the advertisements on TV and
everywhere we look. We have become a self-centered unhappy soul of
a nation!

The commercials have caused us to lose sight of the true happiness
of selflessness. We should have learned by now that “things” (no, not
even that extra paycheck) are not the answer to bliss on earth. The
news media have also harmed-from some of their vultuous, vulgar
programs as well as the vitiate news items. One must commit a crime
or bring about a horrible experience to get in the news. Only a murder
is lavished and expounded upon in some news sickrooms. Rarely do we
ever read of the Good Samaritans or the outstanding youth of the nation
and what he has accomplished in our news media anymore. One could
almost believe they have a mission for our country!

Yes, these things are rough but sometimes we must get tough and
even make some angry to get them to open their eyes to see the truth.
“The truth hurts sometimes!”

Every television that I have ever seen has a little button that says
“Off” and “On” but few people know what the one “Off” means.
One cannot talk while visiting them for constant rattle. Usually
apologies are made with, “What did you say? I am sorry I did not
understand you for the television!” But, if a child yells a little loudly,
they shut him off real quickly . . . Where are our thoughts on the
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meaning of life when we let a thing like this rule us beyond control.
Cigarettes, liquor nor pot cannot be any more habit forming and
damning. It can be used for a good purpose just as dope, cigarettes and
liquor. My parents used to use tobacco on a wasp sting to take away
the pain. Of course, liquor and narcotics are used for medicinal pur-
poses and prescribed by qualified doctors. These things can be harmful
or helpful. A good football game, clean movie and good news, plenty
of it, with the bad would never hurt anyone.

What will change this? Just like trashy movies! Quit patronizing the
commercials. Let them know why when they advertise with such things
as “take the drudgery out of work” or insinuate that housework is for
a second class citizen! When you will take the time to write the
company a nice, firm letter expressing your desire of the distasteful type
of advertisement and to send a copy to the station receiving the ad,
more will be done to change the picture. Also, begin to let your station
know when things are vulgar and that they will be disbanned in your
home if such things are not stopped immediately. Begin to discuss it
with others and encourage them to do the same.

What can we do to repair and rebuild the beautiful image of the
woman, the wife and mother? Let us consider the following report by
the Chase Manhattan Bank of New York City. They stated the house-
wife must have “the skill of a surgeon, the I. Q. of an Einstein, the
energy of a submarine and the drive of an army for her 99 hours per
week.” Her job was broken down as follows:

Nursemaid 44.5
Housekeeper 17.5
Cook 13.1
Dishwasher 6.2
Laundress 6.9
Food Buyer 3.3
Gardener 2.3
Chauffeur 2.0
Maintenance 1.7
Seamstress 1.3
Dietitian 1.2
Nurse 0.2

Dr. Henrietta Fleck, Dean of NYU School of Home Economics,
says, “The housewife needs self-discipline, diplomacy, financial skills,
decorating ability, grooming, cooking and many other skills to be a
successful one.” Further, she states, “She must be aware of the
national problems of polution, cost and weights of products by reading
labels and counting costs, plus the ability to watch for health and safety
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measures for her family.” No doubt about it, our role is a gigantic
challenge, a job for an intelligent person.

First of all we must raise ourselves in our own minds and images
to the heights which God, above all, and man have placed us. We must
realize that our role is as important, as powerful, as fulfilling and re-
warding as any work on earth can be. Concentrate for a few minutes on
the following writings of a man whose life had become “less human,”
preyed upon by outside pressures . . . His work was lonely, dirty,
repetitive, and tiresome. He felt excluded from “all protective or civil
rights legislation™ for the whole load was upon him. Those taxes,
alcoholic and psychiatric treatment bills got to him for he, too, is
human. Selfishness works on both sexes . . .

Why Husbands Disappear . . . Some of the reasons given by men
interviewed who have walked out on their wives and families after a
number of seemingly happy years, might go something like this: “I've
become a slave to my family because I’'m nothing but a paycheck to
them”. “My paycheck is more important around my house than I am”.
“The same routine each day of competitiveness at work, quarreling at
home and a constant ‘give me’ from family, community, church, charity
and government combined with the world situation of war and crime
make life so hopeless that it isn’t worth the effort”.

These are only a few - and many seek various methods of escape
such as alcohol, drugs, extra marital relationships, and suicide. Others
have become compliant, spineless, and unrespected fixtures in their
homes, rather than standing up like men and demanding the God-given
place he is entitled to.

A routine day for a modern day man goes something like this: A
quick cup of coffee - while the family sleeps - starts the day. During
the drive to work the radio gives him all the sordid news of crime and
violence on the local scene and war and turmoil abroad mixed with
scandal in national politics. The day at the office is routine and is based
on competition from every angle. Competition among employees,
contracts, sales and merchandise. In other words “dog eat dog”. Dull
repetition!

At lunch time you can hear the problems and experiences of fellow
employees along with their complaints about the company, super-
visors, etc.

The trip home is the same as the morning trip except that traffic
is heavier and it’s a challenge to claim your share of the road.

Home at last! The teen-age son (who is seldom home) greets him
at the door with “Hi Pop. Gotta have the car tonight! And Oh yes, I
need 10 bucks to take this real neat chick out!” Sounds like the whole
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family home for a change. Teen-age daughter “Hi Popsy! Boy you
should see this keen guy I got a date with and I havent a thing to
wear - I know you want me to look groovy so about $15.00 should do.”

Wife - “Boy! What a day - everything has gone wrong. I bumned
your dinner so we are having tuna sandwiches. Hurry because I have a
committee meeting. Bla! Bla! Bla!” Grocery bills - dental appoint-
ment - braces - shoes for Tommy - Ladies Bazzar - After a hurried
dinner - “Gotta go now, you put the dishes away and put Tommy to
bed at 9”.

Suddenly, all is quiet and there he sits alone - forgotten - trying to
figure out where the money will come from to increase the grocery
budget, pay the dentist, pay for increased auto insurance for teen-age
drivers, etc. etc. etc.

He simply disappears!

But where in the name of all common sense have the children been
lost in the shuffle and exalting of self? How have we lost sight of the
precious joys of the product of one’s own flesh growing, maturing,
serving and being served? Man has become so obsessed with the self-
gdorying, towering structures, the pride of the mixmasters, the gregarious
scientific progress and the ostentatious space explorations that we have
lost sight of the enormous delight of life. The time, the efforts and
giving of self for the essence of life, of death and of the hereafter, that
of rearing a 6 Ib. 7 oz. baby boy and making him a giant of an athlete,
the pride of the home, church, nation, the brain for betterment of
mankind and the development of all that God has given our offspring
with which to grow and develop, is lost. Or that 7 lb. 6 oz. girl who
has backed her man to heights beyond his every dream, e.g. the Nobel
Prize winners, helped him to serve all mankind, encouraged the cure for
diseases that mame and destroy young and old and help him to teach
and bring Heaven together is missing. Truly Heaven is in woman’s
hands. What could be more creative, skillful, challenging, rewarding,
and powerful? Could that second paycheck? Yes, it takes time but
most of all it takes forgetting self, but this is what living is all about.
I pity these women for they have not learned this! Will your child
live a lifetime without having learned the way of happiness here nor
that coveted home of the soul either? They go hand in hand! Chris-
tians should and must be the happiest folks on earth. Maybe we have
set such a poor example as Christians that the world cannot see that we
are truly happy, truly different.

God made woman in His own way, in His own time. I, for one, am
thankful that he made me! I have no desire for the role of manhood. I
am very grateful that I have the life of a woman. After almost 25 years
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of living alone in this man’s world, rearing two children and seeing
the pressures of the unbearable daily challenges and rivalries for a
better life for the family, I thank God Fam of the “afterthought” of
Jehovah God, our Creator! His afterthoughts are so far above our
forethoughts or daydreams that we cannot comprehend His ways. He
said, (Genesis 2:18) “that it was not good for man to live alone so He
made Him (man) a help meet for Him”! Does that sound as if God
(or man) made his a “male establishment™? If I understand my Bible,
God made it so and man had nothing to do with it. Credit cannot be
given to some Amazon heathen man. It was destined that from the
beginning.

Let us recall again a Liberated Woman in our mother Eve. She saw
freedom! Wisdom! Things! And she persuaded her man to follow.
Things will be better . . . Money, wisdom talked! Eve lost then and
woman will lose again for one never wins against the Divine Creator.

Come with me to a story copyrighted in 1932 which shows what can
become of us if we try to crash into the realm of manhood. I want no
part of it. Ilike my world as it is and I want the Libbist to leave my
world alone. I have my rights too! Let them crunch, crash and pitch a
selfish fit and demand and yell but I have rights, too. I do not want to
pitch sacks of potatoes or throw a bundle of shingles on the roof. I
like the pampered queenly life.

“Reprinted with permission of Baker’s Plays @ 1932, 1960 by
Walter H. Baker Co.”

WHEN QUEENS RIDE BY

“John and Jennie Musgrave had eager plans when they married and
took over the old farm - laden with its heavy lien - that had been John’s
father’s. But their great faith dwindled as the first years passed. John
worked later and later in the evenings. Jennie took more and more of
the heavy tasks upon her own shoulders and had no time for her home
and children. They were no further on and life had degenerated into a
straining, hopeless struggle.

One hot afternoon Jennie was loading baskets of tomatoes to take
to town when the children came running to tell her there was a dressed-
up lady at the kitchen door. Wearily she followed the children back
and saw a woman in a gray tweed coat that seemed somehow to be a
part of her straight, slim body. A small gray hat with a rose quill was
drawn low over her brownish hair. She was not young, but she was
beautiful! An aura of eager youth clung to her, a clean and exquisite
freshness. :

The stranger in turn saw a young woman, haggard and weary. Her
eyes looked hard and hunted. Her calico dress was shapeless and
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begrimed from her work.

Stranger. (Smiling) How do you do? We ran our car into the shade
of your lane to have our lunch and rest for a while. And I walked up
to buy a few apples, if you have them.

Jennie. (Grudgingly) Won’t you go in and sit down? Il go and
pick the apples. Would you prefer rambos?

Stranger. I don’t know what they are; but they sound delicious.
May I go with you? I'd love to help pick them.

Jennie. Why, I s’pose so. If you can get out here through the dirt.

(She led the way along the unkept path toward the orchard. She
had never been so acutely conscious of the disorder about her. She
reached the orchard and began to drag a long ladder from the fence to
the rambo tree.)

Stranger. (Crying Out) Oh, but you can’t do that! It’s too heavy.
Please let me pick a few from the ground.

Jennie. Heavy? This ladder? I wish I didn’t ever lift anything
heavier than this. After hoistin’ bushel baskets of tomatoes onto a
wagon, this feels light to me.

Stranger. But, do you think you should? Do you think it’s right . . .
Why, that’s a man’s work!

Jennie. (Furiously) Right! Who are you to be askin’ me whether
I’'m right or not? A person like you don’t know what work is!

Stranger. (Soothingly) I'm sorry I annoyed you by saying that. If
you were to tell me all about it - because I’'m only a stranger - perhaps
it would help. Why can’t we sit down here and rest a minute?

Jennie. Rest? Me sit down to rest, an’ the wagon loaded to go to
town? It’ll hurry me now to get back before dark. :

Stranger. Just take the time you would have spent picking the
apples. I wish I could help you. Won’t you tell me why you have to
work so hard?

Jennie. (Half silently) There ain’t much to tell, only that we ain’t
gettin’ ahead. Henry Davis is talkin’ about foreclosin’ on us if we
don’t soon pay some principal. The time of the mortgage is out this
year, and ‘mebbe he won’t renew it. An’it ain’t that I haven’t done
my part. I’'m bare thirty, and I might be fifty, I'm so weatherbeaten.
That’s the way I’ve worked!

Stranger. And you think that has helped your husband?

Jennie. (Sharply) Helped him? Why wouldn’t it help him?

Stranger. Men are such queer things, husbands especially. For
instance, they want us to be economical, and yet they love to see us in
pretty clothes. They need our work, and yet they want us to keep our
youth and beauty. And sometimes they don’t know themselves which
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they really want most. So we have to choose. That’s what makes it so
hard. Just after we were married, my husband decided to have his own
business, so he started a very tiny one. He wanted me to stay in the
office while he did the outside selling. And I refused, even though it
hurt him. But I knew how it would be. We would both have come
back each night, tired out, to a dark, cheerless house and a picked-up
dinner. And a year of that might have taken something away from us;
something precious. I couldn’t risk it. And then I worked in my house
to make it a clean, shining, happy place. And as the months went on I
knew I had done right. My husband would come home dead tired and
discouraged, ready to give up the whole thing. But after he had eaten
and sat in our bright little living-room, and I had told him all the funny
things I could invent about my day, I could see him change. By bed-
time he had his courage back, and by morning he was all ready to go
out and fight again. And at last he won, and he won his success alone,
as a man loves to do. (Jennie did not speak. She only regarded her
guest with a halfresentful understanding.) There was a queen once,
who reigned in troublous days. And every time the country was on the
brink of war and the people ready to fly into a panic, she would put on
her showiest dress and take her court with her, and go hunting. And
when the people would see her riding by, they were sure all was well
with the government. So she tided over many a danger. And I've
tried to be like her. Whenever a big crisis comes in my husband’s
business, or when he’s discouraged, I put on my prettiest dress and get
the best dinner I know how, or give a party! And somehow it seems to
work. That’s the woman’s part, you know. To play the queen . . .

(A faint “honk-honk” came from the lane. The Stranger started to
her feet.) That’s my husband. I must go. Please don’t bother about the
apples. TI'll just take a few from under the tree. (Taking some coins
from her purse.) And give these to the children.

(Jennie’s thoughts were too confused for speech, but, as she watched
the stranger’s erect figure hurrying toward the lane, she remembered
her words with the pain of anger.)

Jennie. Easy enough for her to sit talkin’ about queens! She never
felt the work at her throat like a wolf. Talk about choosin’! I haven’t
got no choice. I just got to keep on goin’, like I always have . . .

(She stopped suddenly and picked up a fairy-like square of white
linen that the stranger had dropped. Its faint, delicious fragrance made
her think wistfully of strange, sweet things. Of gardens in the early
summer dusk; of wide, fair rooms with the moonlight shining in them;
of pretty women in beautiful dresses dancing, and men admiring them.

She, Jennie, had nothing of that. Everything about their lives, hers
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and John’s, was coarsened, soiled somehow by the dragging, endless
labor of the days. Suppose . . . suppose . . . suppose she were to try
doing what the stranger had said. Suppose she spent her time on the
house and let the outside work go.)

Jennie. (With sudden resolution) Mebbe I’'m crazy, but I'm goin’
to do it! (Jennie brushed her hair, changed her shoes, and put on her
one good dress. Then with something of the burning zeal of a
fanatic she attacked the confusion in the kitchen. By half past four
the room was clean. Now for supper! She decided upon fried ham
and browned potatoes and apple sauce with hot biscuits, and pie.
With a spirit of daring recklessness she spread the one white tablecloth
on the table.

The first pan of flaky brown mounds had been withdrawn from the
oven when Henry Davis’ car came up the lane. Cold fear struck Jennie.
He would be coming for only one thing. As she stood shaken, wonder-
ing how she could live through what the next hour would bring, she
heard the words again, “There was a queen once . ..”

She opened the screen door before Henry Davis had time to knock.)

Jennie. (Cordially) Well, how’d you do, Mr. Davis? Come right in.
I’'m real glad to see you. Been quite a while since you was over.

Henry. (Embarrassed) Why, no, now, I won’t go in. I just stopped
to see John on a little matter of business. I'll just --

Jennie. You'll just come right in. John will be in from milkin’ in a
few minutes and you can talk while you eat, both of you. I’ve supper
just ready.

Henry. Why, now, Ilowed I'd just speak to John, an’ then be gettin’
on.

Jennie. They’ll see you at home when you get there. You never
tasted my hot biscuit with butter an’ quince honey or you wouldn’t
take so much coaxin’.

(Henry Davis came in and sat down in the big, clean kitchen. His
eyes took in every homely detail of the orderly room.) An’ how are
things goin’ with you, Mr, Davis?

Henry. Oh, so-so. How are they with you?

Jennie. Why, just fine, Mr. Davis! It’s been hard sleddin’; but I sort
of think the worst is over. We’ll be ’round to pay that mortgage so fast
come another year that you’ll be surprised.

Henry. Well, now that’s fine. I always wanted to see John make a
success of the old place, but a man has to sort of watch his invest-
ments . . . Well, now, I’m glad things are pickin’ up a little.

(Jennie felt as though a tight hand at her throat had relaxed.)

At the kitchen door John stepped, staring blankly at the scene before -
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him. At Jennie moving about the bright table, chatting happily with
Henry Davis! At Henry himself, his sharp features softened by an air
of great satisfaction. At the sixth plate on the white cloth. Henry was
staying for supper!

But the silent depths of John’s nature served him well. He made no
comment. Merely shook hands with Henry Davis and then washed his
face at the sink.

Jennie arranged the savory dishes, and they sat down to supper.
Henry seemed to grow more and more genial and expansive as he ate.
So did John. By the time pie was set before them they were laughing
over a joke Henry had heard at Grange meeting. As they rose from the
table Henry brought the conversation awkwardly around to his errand.

Jennie. (Quickly) I told him, John, that the worst’s over now, and
we’re gettin’ on fine! I told him we’d be swampin’ him pretty soon
with payments. Ain’t that right, John?

(John’s mind was not analytical. He had been host at a delicious
supper with his ancient adversary, whose sharp face was marvelously
softened. Jennie’s eyes were shining with a new and amazing confidence.
It was a natural moment for unreasoning optimism.)

John. Why that’s right, Mr. Davis. I believe we can start clearin’
this off now pretty soon. If you could just see your way clear to renew
the term mebbe . . .

(It was done. The papers were back in Davis’s pocket. They had bid
him a cordial good-bye from the door. Jennie cleared off the table and
began to wash the dishes. John was fumbling through the papers on a
hanging shelf. He finally sat down with an old tablet and pencil.)

John. I believe I'll do a little figurin® since I've got time tonight. It
just struck me if [ used my head a little more, I’d get on faster.

Jennie. Well, now, you might. (She polished two big rambo apples
and placed them on a saucer beside him.)

John. (Pleased) Now, that’s what I like.  Say, you look sort of
pretty tonight.

Jennie. (Smiling) Go along with you. (But a wave of color swept
up in her sallow cheeks. John had looked more grateful over her setting
those two apples beside him now than he had the day last fall when she
had lifted all the potatoes herself! Maybe even John had been needing
something else more than he had needed the hard, back-breaking work
she had been giving him!

Jennie walked to the doorway and stood looking off through the
darkness. A thin haunting breath of sweetness rose from the bosom .of
her dress where she had tucked the scrap of white linen. She. wished
that she could somehow tell the beautiful Stranger that her words had
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been true; that she, Jennie, was going to fulfill her woman’s part. She
had read the real needs of John’s soul from his eyes that evening. Yes,
wives had to choose for their husbands sometimes.

At that very moment, speeding along the sleek macadam highway, a
woman in a gray coat with a soft gray hat and a rose quill, leaned
suddenly close to her husband.)

Husband. Tired?

Stranger. I’m all right. Only - only I can’t get that poor woman at
the farm out of my mind. It - it was so hopeless.

Husband. (Smiling tenderly) Well, I’'m sorry, too, but you mustn’t
worry. Good gracious, darling, you’re not weeping over it, I hope!

Stranger. No, truly, just two little tears. Iknow it’s silly, but I did
so want to help her, and I know now that what I said sounded insane.
She wouldn’t know what I was talking about. She just looked up with
that blank, tired face. And it all seemed so impossible. No ... I’m not
going to cry. Of course 'mnot . . . but .. .lend me your handkerchief,
will you, dear? I've lost mine somehow!”

More blame must be placed upon man than upon woman at this
point for if man were the he-man, the leader, the solecistic breadwinner,
the kind but firm head of his household, women would be happier and
children would be more secure, responsible beings. Man and woman
have let Satan tempt us with “We can’t make it on one salary!” Or,
“We needed thus to educate the children, she had to go to work!”
Satan is talking to us today, too, you know. And we are still buying
his rationale and, in so doing, we are trading the souls of our children
and using them as our crutch! We steal from our Maker and make our
Heaven only this short life for our Heaven will more than likely be here
only.

No, I do not like enemies any more than you do but do I become
your enemy when I try to save you? For your own sake take the time
to find for yourself just where we stand on the threshold of destruction
~and let us take a strong foothold and stronghold for the Lord and the
family and begin to build. Turn off that TV and let others know why!
Recently, I came upon a party of older women and a few men whose
conversation was “As the World Turns”. I learned it was only a
television soap opera and they had more to say about it than the sick
of the congregation or the nation. Nixon’s grenade of “Watergate” was
a classified ad section by this ficticious life. How large is your world?
Is it in the confines of your home via the television? Or, have you
gotten out of self and those concentration camp soap operas and com-
mercials and made your life living, vivacious, full and rewarding? If
not, now is the time to begin . . .
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God, help us to find the joys, the real joys of living. Give us strength
to forge forth to serve you by serving our fellow man. Make us realize
that selfis notin our vocabulary as a Christian. And forgive our apathy!
Please help those poor, unhappy sisters who need you so badly. Please
give them someone to love that they may learn what love and true
happiness really is in their lifetime. Help husbands and men to use their
backbone for the accomplishment of the role you assigned them. In
Jesus name,

DAILY BIBLE STUDY

Ist day  Psa. 16; Phil. 45th chapter

2nd day  Luke 3:3-14;1 Tim. 6:1-14; Heb. 13:4-9
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4th day  Genesis chapter 37 *vs. 27
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6th day I Cor. 4:9-21; II Cor. Chapter 6

7th day  II Cor. 12:1-11; Matt. 6:24-34; Jer. 3:20-25; Rev. 2:10;
3:14-20
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Chapter III

GOD’S CROWNING GLORY OF MAN
OR A NEW KIND OF WOMAN

God’s provision was for man to care for the universe but as God had
no one to love, to think and to worship Him, man had no one who could
communicate, love and help him. Every woman should be thankful to
God for womanhood. Had God not seen fit for this, womanhood would
not be in existence. Woman was the final production, the crowning
dory of the entire creation. He saved the lovely, the delicate, the lacy,
the fair, the feminine and the ladylike for the last, the final touch.

Eve was not strong with biceps and muscles as was Adam. She was
to supplement, to help, assist, aid and supply what is needed for man.
She is to enhance, improve and make better. THIS IS GOD’S PLAN,
not man’s nor woman'’s choice.

In studying the writings and proposals of the Libbist Movement, one
is made vividly aware of the unhappiness in their lives. Love is rarely
ever noticed for their children, husband or home. It is sad for women
to go through life without love! EVERYONE NEEDS LOVE! The
words “those bright boys”, “political system with a sacred ego” and
“low mentality of womanhood” bespeaks the needs of these women.
The “bright boys” are loving workmanship of some fine exalted mother
and the husband of a dedicated respectable wife. Without either, the
man could not reach his fullest. The insinuations are indications of the
problems within self.

The Nobel Prize winners have been influenced by women throughout
their lives and by (Bible teachers, professors in school for 12 or more
years, nurses, doctors) women on every hand to help them to achieve a
better life for those around them. A tribute is made because of their
contribution and not their sex. Most likely they would be the first to
give their appreciation and recognition to such women who have in-
fluenced them to achieve these heights. The power that woman has over
her man is overwhelming. When we lose sight of this power and begin
to think of “Woman Power” and “Self Power” we have lost indeed!

In Bomn Free by Caroline Bird page 222 we read, “On November 24,
1969, more than 500 women representing Women’s Lib groups attended
a Congress to Unite Women in New York and agreed on the following
demands:

“1. Nationwide, free 24-hour child care centers for all, staffed
equally by men and women, with immediate income tax de-
ductions for child-care expenses until they are in operation.

2. Opening of all courses of study to boys and girls without pressure
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to elect on the basis of sex.

3. Programs of women’s study similar to black studies in all colleges.

4. Flexible working hours for both men and women, and part-time
employment for women who want it.

5. Investigation of the percentage of women hired in each job
category of big companies.

6. Abolition of the resumption that sex roles are biologically de-
termined. Children should be given HUMAN models to emulate,
not just male and female roles.

7. Penalties for violation of discrimination on the basis of sex in
employment prohibited under Title VII of the Civil Rights Act
of 1964.

8. Equal Rights Amendment to the Constitution of the United States
striking down all laws that classify citizens on the basis of sex.

9. Legal recognition of the right of every woman to determine
whether she shall bear a child by the repeal of all laws against
abortion, birth control and sterilization; and free birth control
to all women who want it.

10. Protest against the generally derogatory image of women pre-
sented by the media and specifically the misrepresentation of the
movement for women’s liberation to the women of America.

“Women’s Liberation is no longer an arm of the radical movement.
It has grown much bigger and stronger than its parent that the New
Left now accuses the women of betraying the ultimate revolution by
divisive tactics. Liberated radical women say no, it’s sexism that
delays the revolution: In a time when nearly every American male is
economically capable of possessing a household slave, a pretty toy,
which nullifies his class consciousness, we consider women to be the
proletariat, retorts Roxanne Dunbar of Boston who regards herself as a
Marxist. In her views sexism is the opiate of the American people.

“Most liberated women aren’t Marxist and never were but the
thetoric of revolution fits their mood. There is a well of anger hidden
somewhere inside the gentlest woman. Consciousness raising lets the
genie out of the bottle. Once a woman admits to herself how she has
been victimized, she can never go back to the Garden of Eden. She gets
angrier and angrier and she infects the women around her. Every
woman who admits she is a victim makes it that much harder for the
next woman to pretend she isn’t a victim. The anger feeds on itself,
and it is contagious. That’s what Women’s Lib is all about. It’s a
revolutionary state of mind, all right, but is it a revolution?”

In 1951 my husband became ill and was hospitalized most of four
years when he died. I became the sole support of our two children.
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Many times I have felt the unfairness of the male scale salary and the
female salary, but there are so many other whipping cream advantages
that are given to me that I would not trade places with man for any-
thing. While driving from Houston to my home one day, I passed a
man who had a flat tire. It had never occurred to me to stop and help
that man. But a few yards down the road sat a pretty young blonde
coed with clothing hanging in the back seat of her pint sized car.
I stopped the car although I have never changed a flat tire in my life,
and I have had a number of them on the highways and streets. We were
reading the directions on how to place the jack into the side of the car
and had the car lifted when it rolled off as the wheels were not
scotched. By this time this fair complexioned little beauty was quite
pink from frustrations and anger that no man had stopped to help her.
She yelled, “let them go on! I'll do it!” About this time a pickup
truck stopped and began to back to our cars. A broad-shouldered short
haired young man crawled out of his truck and without a word but
with a broad smile began to professionally take care of the problem.
I saw she was in good hands so I told them I was leaving.

As I left, I placed my hand on his broad shoulders and said, “Son, I
am thankful there are still gentlemen left in this world and for your
sake, let me tell you that I am doing all within my power to fight
the Lib Movement”. He still never uttered a sound, just sat there
smiling, even broader. But the little coed shouted at me, “YOU ARE?
WHY?” I said, “Honey, if this is not a prime example, I do not know
what it would take to make you understand!” As I drove off peering
through my rear view mirror, she still was standing in the same forward
position, half bent over the back of the car with the tire tool in her
hand looking at me in a shocked state. Oh, how I hope it got through
to her. Think how we must look to the men.

Which issue would you take with these women who were making
demands upon our world in 1969? Or would you take any? It is
evident that they not only have a tinge of Communism but might be
the right arm of the left wing of such an organization, and they cannot
get along themselves for SELF is the picture of them in its naked,
vulgar, vulturous idolatry of self. Men and women are guilty of the
same position but I challenge you to begin now to spend the time you
can find at home forming the lives of your sons and daughters to help
them realize that happiness is only when one gets out of self and into
loving and serving, thinking of others, be it family, friends and even
enemies.

“Man was not made to live by bread alone but by every word of
God.” Luke4:1-4 This was Jesus’ answer to Satan upon his temptation.
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Are you trying to live by bread alone? There is a happier way, a sure
way that leads us to life with our Creator that lasts not for 24 hours,
a week or even millions, but forever and ever. Its joys are unthinkable,
uncomprehensible, unchanging for they are filled with love, joy, peace,
happiness. There are no tears there, no sorrows, no selfishness, pain,
sickness for God, OUR FATHER and His precious son, JESUS CHRIST,
our older brother, will be there. Because of the shedding of His precious
blood we can share in this bliss throughout eternity.

Oh, Father, help us to get out of self and to learn a taste of that
heavenly home by sharing, giving, really living and teaching our children
the same! Help each father to become the man his maker made him
and to demand in his firm kind mannerism the role which God so
plainly endowed him to fill. Help each woman to try God’s Way at
least a year and see if she cannot find Heaven on Earth. Help her to be
loyal to her husband, to encourage and exalt him to heights beyond
their imagination, taking joy in each tiny step. Father, help us to catch
a glimpse of thy Son’s selflessness. In His praised name . . .
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Chapter IV
HEAVEN ON EARTH

In the past year we read or heard of scores of marriages “on the
rocks™” among Christian couples who seemed to have blissful happiness
in their lives. It is shocking to hear the reason for the split but more
alarming to note some considering remarriage without a spiritual
reason or freedom to do so. Some of these men and women have been
“rocks of strength” in the Lord’s body in the past. What is wrong?
Do they not realize that to change partners one has to build a good
foundation for marriage which takes up to 10 years for some. Many
go from one marriage to another seeking the dreamland, television or
screen “live happily ever after” life. This is not happenstance, but
instead it is made by two people working, planning and thinking of
each other as one. When a couple begins their lives with this, they
think the honeymoon is the perfect bliss, but ask them ten years or
50 years later if they really understood what true happiness and love
were on that wedding year! This is a growing as one as God planned;
growing in richness that counts.

“The casting couch” may be working in some offices as standard
equipment as Ms. Luce suggests in her Emerging Woman, but the man
who comes home at night to a loving wife who has worked and
planned her day so she can give to her husband will not find him
fondling the fair female of his office. He has no reason to stray. He
knows his smart wife loves him and lets him know it in many little
selfless ways. With the aids he has given her to make her work easier,
she is able to give herself more to his pleasures which in turn makes for
heaven on earth for both of them.

Some of the terms used by Ms. Luce such as “Man speaks with
his________ and woman with her ", is spoken like the true con-
temporary American degenerate. Look at our nation’s morality and see
leaders of our nation making such “lofty” statements as this and we
do not wonder at America crumbling from within. This is blind
patriotism and blindness, misdirected or undirected, leads to destruc-
tion. Those sufferagettes need to get back to more Girl Scout teachings
if they hope to save their own necks and the world. The Girl Scout
teaching of principles are needed today. Those women must have
failed in Girl Scouts or else were deprived of this fundamental and
necessary learning of how to be happy.

Because of degraded humanity, sex life has been dragged into the
dirt and mire of sin. Beauty of its God-given origin has been completely
lost to most. Yes, we do have an over populated world but Ms. Luce
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blames it on the men. I place the blame on the parents, especially the
mothers who have forgotten their beautiful and rewarding place as
God ordained it. She leaves the nest long before the child is able to fly
alone in this world, and lets the television train (?) him or her. He is
not taught these fine qualities of respect, responsibility, and religion.
He has nothing to do but to seek time fillers. Each experiment leads to
another, a little more daring, and who is there or even cares to tell him
or her it is wrong and harmful to self and others?

Who really cares for the youth enough to help him to know the
difference? In the experimentation of his feeling, aroused by the burn-
ing box that burns day and night, he and she find themselves parents of
a child unplanned, unwanted and unloved! A baby out of wedlock.
WHO IS TO BLAME? Viva la difference for it is God’s ecstatic plan
for a depth of happiness that one can only know from obeying and
working at His plan. Sex is beautiful, rewarding, fulfilling - but only -
ONLY as God planned.

America has forced its doctors and youth to meet another ex-
perimentation - of abortion. No one is horrified today from this and
even murder of any age of every day acceptance. Mandatory vasectomy
is being considered. Unisex is playing a fatal spot in our society.
Roman Empire or Sodom or Gomorrah, which shall we choose? Echa
destroyed self by disobedience to the Most High God and His Way.

God said, “They were to be ONE” and that seems to have caused
more problems than all others of the world. Because of its beauty and
satisfaction to each other, man has made it god, indeed. And women
have helped to line the gutter with her life of sex. Please take time to
read Phillip’s translation of I Corinthians 13. Itis beautifully arranged
around the marriage, the oneness of husband and wife. In Genesis
2:18 we find our real purpose inlife(our husband). InI Cor. 6:15-20,
we find we were bought with a price (by our Savior) and our bodies are
a temple of God. We are not our own but they belong to God first and
to each other secondly. I Pet. 3:1; Titus 2:3-5; Col. 3:18-25; Eph.
5:22, 31.

Women scream adultery as they lock their bedroom doors or
refuse to go to bed! They watch television and stay awake half the
night to keep from giving self. They can tell dirty jokes about this
intimate and precious relationship that is so sacred between two who
have become one. She may become a paid prostitute to her own
husband. Or use sex to punish him! Or, she may go to bed early with a
“faked headache” to escape the joys and fulfillment that can be hers.
And then screams “unfaithfulness” to her friends and his when she
awakens to find him in bed with another woman. All the man had
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wanted was to love her and to be loved. Oversexed is another accusa-
tion! When a man is fed lettuce only he is hungry soon, but given meat
and potatoes, he is filled and will not be hungry again soon. These are
satisfying. When a man is fed this diet in his sex life, he is never com-
pletely satisfied. Tranquilizers (that she eats for her nerves) can be
thrown away for the best repose for the nerves is giving of self, wholly
to your husband.

Some women have problems because of their mother’s lack of
knowledge of this God-given role and feel that to enjoy sex is a sin.
They cannot give themselves totally for they feel as if they were
prostitutes. Again, God’s psychiatry is always the best. Study your
duty that is demanded by God of you from the beginning and you will
find you are sinning by NOT giving of self. Learn to enjoy it to the
fullest for it is God’s plan. Some couples live a lifetime cheating and
being cheated for this misguided, erronous attitude toward such a sweet
divine act of love. Others are using crutches such as fear of pregnancy,
too tired and other manufactured excuses that cause them to sin against
their husband and maybe make him sin against self, their wife and God.
Ladies, you hold the key to your husband’s ecstatic happiness which is
impossible to fulfill without being fulfilled. Saddle that power and en-
joy it to the fullest. Mind over body seems to be needed in the matter
of fulfilling and being fulfilled. Begin as soon as you arise to think of
husband and not self, and defeat that urge to stay in bed and let him
leave for work without breakfast or a good wish for a wonderful day
from the one who loves him most. A wife who gives her husband a

~ long lingering kiss and who has gotten out of bed early enough to

comb through her hair, take out those outer space looking rollers,
wash her face, spray on sweet fragrance and make sure her robe is clean
and fresh, fix him a good breakfast and share a time of spiritual depth
of Bible study and prayer, has a deep rich life. All day her thoughts
can turn to “when he comes home”. And upon his arrival she can be
pretty as a picture with clean fresh clothes, smelling like a young
tender rosebud and looking like the fresh drink of cool water on a hot
parching desert even though she might not be a raving beauty at all.
She greets him with an undivided question of how his day went and a
kiss that is meaningful; she has his dinner ready and she is setting the
stage for about anything she wants for the evening. She has him in-
toxicated with her feminine freshness and he feels he is the most
blessed man on God’s top side of earth. BUT it also prepares her for
giving of herself for his needs and hers. Little is spent in doctor bills
when nothing can be found wrong except “nerves”. This is Heaven on
earth. This makes a man almost break the speed limit to get home!
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Get organized and plan your day for time for him alone with you, be
it watching a GOOD show on TV, planning that home you wish to
build or just sitting next to him as Janet Holt Giles in From Voyage to
Santa Fe. Page 325-326

“They did not speak together now. There was no need. They knew
each other well, Judith sighed, restingly, contentedly. This was so
much her place, so much her home, here beside her husband. She had a
queer moment of remembering . . . some blathering nonsense when
they first left Three Forks about what a husband was and how a woman
should know him. It was so simple. A husband was the man you
married and lived with and you knew him just as simply.

You began to know him at once, with the most elemental things.
You learned that he wanted his coffee very hot, that he likes milk very
cold, that he liked meat of all kinds, cooked any way but couldn’t
stand vegetables; that, like a child, he had a sweet tooth for pies and
puddings but had no special fondness for one against another. You
learned that he was the most disorderly man that ever entered the door
of the house, but that he never saw your own disorder either. You
learned that he rarely praised you, but that neither was he often cross
with you. He didn’t talk much, but his hand, touching quickly said all
you wanted him to say in tenderness and concern. You learned that
your own hand could make him tremble and that your eyes, troubled,
could trouble him deeply.

And because you loved him, you slowly changed your own ways.
You’d always liked the covers tucked firmly about your feet, but now
you kicked them loose yourself. You’d grown to like them easy.
You'd never wanted your coffee boiling but you couldn’t abide it
tepid any more. You’d always liked garden-fresh vegetables better
than meat, but they were bland and insipid to you now. His slipshod
speech, no better than his neighbors’, had grated on you at first. But
you picked it up and not only talked it now but thought it.

You grinned. You just made yourself over, to know a man. You
just grew into his ways. You just lost yourself in him, and found your-
self WHOLE. You were hurt by him and you hurt him. You went
through things together and you stood by him and he stood by you.
You just slowly, without thinking much about it, began to talk like
him and act a little like him, until before you knew it you were think-
ing like him and you had his same pride and most of his same wants
and purposes and you couldn’t remember when you hadn’t. “Once
your name was Lowell. Now it was Fowler. It was that simple . . . and
it was that profound.”

And that Heavenly? Dead spirit, second class citizen? Maybe so,
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but who wants anything any more beautiful? A paycheck? Prestige of
being his equal??? Heaven on earth is yours, wives, but you must work
for it just as he must work for his. Reach out to husband. At firstit
might seem saccharine or artificial, maybe even syrupy, but the habit
of selflessness grows. Sincerity will follow and with it that ecstatic,
celestial happiness - GOD’S WAY.

To the older women may I say, please do your God-given command
to teach the younger woman to love her husband . . . Titus 2:3-5. This
is a command from God just as much as to hear, believe, repent, confess
his name and be baptized. And unless we spend time with such things
rather than so much of “As the World Turns”, we might miss that
celestial city ourselves . . . Think about it! Your help might make the
difference between divorce and divine happiness . . .

DAILY BIBLE STUDY

1st day Genesis 2 - entire chapter especially verses 18-24
2nd day ICor. 13: entire chapter and I Cor. 14:1

3rd day Titus 2:3-5, Col. 3:18-25 especially verse 18

4th day Eph. 5:22-23, 31; Matt. 5:27-30

5th day Ecc. 12:13

6th day ICor. 7:1-7, 36 (entire chapter for reading)

7th day IPet.3:1

Note these are not new scriptures. But these are loaded with de-
mands and commands which are not man’s but God’s for us to live by.

Each one is relevant today, yesterday and as long as time shall be on
this earth for us.
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Chapter V

GOD’S GLORIFIED WOMAN AND HER GLORY

There are two ways we shall attempt to build and reconstruct what
has been destroyed. First of all is to begin at home by building a castle
for self, self-esteem and self-respect for family and its welfare. The
other is to prevent further decay and destruction of our rights and
joys from these unhappy women.

First, let us give some definite ways to stop the decay! With the
help of Bess Stinson, State Senator of Arizona and fellow Christian
whom I love and respect highly, the following was compiled to try to
gain a foothold and begin to reconstruct our comfortable castle, not
concentration camp. ‘

1.

[0

Write a personal kind note to your senators and representatives to
bring the equal Rights Amendment before the house again. Start
a campaign to fight this movement.

. Get to know your Senators and Representatives and what they

stand for in laws regarding women as well as other self preserva-
tion subjects for you and yours.

. Keep up with the movements of the bills and write the depart-

ments that are involved in the laws stating your concern and
wishes.

. Do not send in petitions. Ask for personal letters.
. Use well informed, well respected persons in trying to push your

platform.

. Resolve to spend time at home when needed to make a better,

happier home for self and family. Note (Gary Beauchamp -
young gospel preacher declined presidency of a Christian college
because of his fear of neglecting his family responsibility, a
tremendous example.)

. Go to your school libraries of all educational levels and check

out books on the pros and cons of the problem and learn what is
being fed your child (ren). Read their issued textbooks to find
what they are being taught.

- Resolve to turn the “OFF” Button on the TV and quit listening

to Lib Propaganda. Write a protest, in kindness, to the station (s)
and ask for less and less of this destructive information and more
of constructive programs. STOP THE ERA!

. Resolve to turn off the “advertisements” on TV by writing both

stations and companies or factories that promote the down-
grading of the role of motherhood and homekeeper. Explain
that they are deteriorating the home.
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10. Resolve to spend idle time thinking of others and what we can
do for them, not self.

11. Resolve to spend more time in preparation for husband and his
few hours at home with you to make them truly blissful daily.

12. Resolve that you will give time to volunteer work IF there is time
left over from the family. Have less “playtime for self” and
more “‘service to others” time.

13. Resolve to get out of self and let more of the Lord and husband
be your supreme thoughts and deeds.

Relief payrolls and gutter living will stop when American women
begin to think of others and teach her children the same way of life,
God’s way. She will also raise her self-image and self-respect to the
honored position that God gave us from the beginning. Her life will be
filled with happiness and love. Attitude is the key! Self-pity will dis-
appear when desires for richer appetites are not entertained.

Let us look now at the home ground, which is Holy indeed for that
saintly woman whose life is to create the beauty of a peaceful home,
the castle, the building ground for the greatest structure ever (of rearing
children). She is happy in so doing. I am a grandmother. My role
DID NOT end with the nursery NOR did my intelligence reach its
capacity at the nursery level! I am still learning and I am still needed
to help my children in rearing theirs and many others around me that
fills my life to a full and running over capacity. No, it is not easy but
it is certainly the most rewarding and fulfilling. That is what makes my
life worth living.

What other trend could have caused the disloyalty to the bread-
winner, the protector and oneness of our very soul? Could it be that
we have let ourselves make sport or pasttime of making fun of him,
his old jokes, his stringing clothes from the living room to the bedroom,
of leaving the bathroom untidy from his shave, shower, etc. . .? Have
you been flying his flag with praise, honor and sweet tender backing
that only you can give? A good example again of the thoughts of these
women comes from Free and Female, Barbara Seaman page 224,
footnote 16.

“A recent study of aging people in Kansas City provides, I think,
a most eloquent testimonial to the effects of marriage, as it has been
constituted, on women. The wives over sixty-five, who were not
widowed envied the widows for their freedom, independence and fun
in life. They were inclined to feel that they were unfortunate, in con-
trast with the widows, in being stuck in the house at the beck and call
of a usually temperamental and demanding retired husband. The
widows, they pointed out, were free to socialize, have fun and travel at
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their will.”

I would like to ask some questions of these self-centered Narcissists!
Where did the money come from to help them travel and socialize? How
are they able to stay home and covet this widow’s role? It was notin
working and retiring self, was it? It was through a devoted, dedicated
selfless man who gave this luxury to her. Narcissist is personified in
these miserably selfish women.

Belittling husband is a chronic disease. Study Proverbs 31:10-31 and
the first thing that is mentioned in this account of the Virtuous Woman
is that “her husband can safely trust in her.” A friend of mine lost his
job because of his inability to handle it. Think of the hurt to this man
who had several children and a fine extravagant home where his wife
reigned as queen. She stated, “Well, if your husband is as frustrated as
mine, [ feel sorry for you!” Embarrassed laughter burst forth from the
two women! Hot water on lettuce would describe this crushed wilted
man. When things are going great for him, he needs you for your own
self more than anything. BUT when things are going rough and he is
discouraged, he MUST have that help-meet. This brings the ties closer
and more of the oneness of the Divine origin of man and woman. Blessed
is the man whose wife pictures him a success and never leaves a doubt
in his mind or their closest friends’ that she feels he is not one step

“ behind the best in this world. He will attain just that .. Happy is the
woman who can believe this for she will find herself to be virtuous, the
essence of womanhood.

Holding his confidence is a must. One man once told me I cannot
tell my wife anything for she cannot keep a secret! I miss having
someone I can confide in so much!” Again the strength of the “one
bond” is broken.

Indifference to his world, his ideas and goals crush him and keep some
men down and from reaching their potential so that he and she might
travel together and do things together when time and money is available.
How does daddy feel when he comes in from work and she yells at the
front door from the kitchen, “Hi, honey, how was your day?” (instead
of greeting him at the door with a sweet embrace, a kiss and a genuine
question). And while he is telling of the day, you interrupt with, “Ex-
cuse me a moment Honey, KIDS, GET YOUR HANDS WASHED AND
GET READY FOR DINNER! Now what were you saying?” as she
turns to her own business. No wonder the television and couch are
more appealing to him!

On another occasion a wife stated, “Well, if my husband made
enough money, WE COULD ..” and again the injury to pride and con-
fidence was very evident. At this point it would be good to obtain a
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recording by Ira North of Madison church of Christ in Tennessee,
called, “If I were a Woman . . .” The other side can be played to the
men. This is rich in helping each sex obtain the most from the celestial
relationship.

Wife helps the man to feel that though he is graying, bulging, balding
or whatever, he is by far the “greatest man in the world to her”. The
dividends are enormous. The returns are bountiful. While placing him
in the adored, honored, respected and exalted superior place, she is
placing herself in the capsuled castle (not concentration camp) of pro-
tection, supported from the hard work and he will give his very life for
her love and devotion. Second class citizen???

But there are other ways she can be loyal or disloyal. Many women
feel compelled to go to work to make ends meet when being loyal to
his paycheck is all that is needed at this point to make the earnings
stretch.

A wild duck flying over a farmhouse in the fall, swooped down from
its formation and courted a female duck grazing in the barnyard. Seeing
the available grain, the abundance of protective places from the winter’s
gripping cold and having an eye for a softlife, he made friends and stayed
for the winter. It was a boring life with not having anything to do, to
seek food, shelter, etc. In the spring when his flock returned, soaring
high over him this fat old bird began to join them again. But his soft
life had made him unfit to join the formation for he could not fly higher
than the rooftop. Due to lack of ambition and laziness he was ruined
for life of self-agressiveness, ambition and in turn was unhappy with
his life.

American women’s roles are coveted by women of other nations
whose job it is to do the male work. Look at the African woman as she
is on the equal with men when it comes to work. We have had our
protection, our food, our shelter, our lavished cosmetics and bubble
baths, the latest in fashions and even our food is “instant this, pre-pared
that” until we are unhappy with our life. WE have not carried our load
to help the men. We throw away more through the disposal by the
teaspoon than he can bring in by a full wheelbarrow. “A penny saved
is a penny earned”. And “Pennies make thousands” make for a good
beginning of our being loyal to his paycheck. Are lights left on when
not needed, heat and air cooling left going in empty rooms, is food that
is left over thrown down the garbage, and tops from onions and celery
dumped; do you jump into the car for a half block jaunt when a good
brisk walk would help the physical condition? Or, do you write a letter
instead of making that long overdue contact by phone. When Jesus fed
the five thousand he had his followers to pick up the litter. He gave us
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another vivid lesson when he fed four thousand.

Stews and soups can be made from the little dabs of left overs, celery
and onion tops, even meats, to make a very nutritious and delightful
dish on a cold day. Wads of paper towels wasted when a wet mop or
dish cloth is near or a hand towel to dry hands. Newspaper on the
platter and then one paper towel placed top of the newspaper make a
great draining container for fried foods. Newspapers are usually dis-
carded into trash anyway. Begin a war on waste. Write daily the money
you have saved on foods, utilities, etc., and fine yourself for wasteful
times you found lights on, etc. At the end of a week, then a month,
notice the change in your bills. This cultivates a habit of being frugal,
Proverbs 31:10-31. Readers Digest, November, 1973, carried an article
“Cut your Household Fuel Bills”, by Davidyne Mayleas (page 225).
Such articles expalin how one can save and give valuable help for stretch-
ing the paycheck.

Yet another loyalty to husband is the good use of time. This, how-
ever, is the most self-esteeming activity we can possess. A woman who
values each minute of the day and night and squanders little of this
precious commodity given equally to all, male and female, is a talented
woman indeed. Just as it takes a talent to manage a household on less
money, it is even more important that one develop the talent of using
time well. Some have said of friends, “I do not know how she gets so
much done! She just does so much!” And you can rest assured that
woman values, plans and organizes her time to be able to do as she
desires. Many more souls could be saved from eternal destruction IF
we organized our time well. Proverbs 6:6 urges us to “Consider the ant
and her ways and be wise!” This social colony of insects at times seems
like the chaotic bedlam in some of our homes but they always find their
tunnel like homes filled before winter with needed food by working
together, caring and nourishing each other. Proverbs calls us “Sluggards”’
in the King James version.

Is it because of mentality, ability or organization that some accom-
plish more than others. Idleness and idle talk make for unhappiness in
women. When the TV has nothing which appeals to them, the phone
buddy is not home, the car in the shop and no money for shopping,
some have nothing left to do but hit the bottle or hunt a psychiatrist.
“Idleness is the devil’s workshop!” And “Idleness rusts the mind” both
teach today as when I was a child. Samuel Johnson once said, “To be
idle and to be poor have always been reproaches, and therefore, every
man endeavors with his utmost to care to hide his poverty from others
and his idleness from himself.” Herein lies the length, breath and depth
of woman’s unhappiness. She cannot handle idleness. Self pity sets in
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when she is not being entertained or lavished with things and things.

For the final study today turn to Proverbs 31 and assign each one
in the class, at least 15 of them, the following verses with the subjects
to be discussed:

Verse 13
14
15

16

17
18
19
20

21
22
24
25

27

29-30
31

Cheerful worker

Looks far and near for her needs

Resourceful and good organizer (Plans her day early and
works her plan)

Careful with her money (Remember your fines and
savings)

Healthy (no time for petty, self-pity neurotic excuses)
Crafty and skillful

Creative

Benevolent toward those less fortunate; big hearted; more
of selflessness.

Prepared and bold, self-confident, ready

Seamstress (dressed well with little)

Merchandiser

Strong character (above challenges develop strong char-
acter)

Energetic, enthusiastic attitude toward her “all im-
portant” role '

Outward and Inward Beauty

Makes worthy works her goal. Her praise follows her.

Note time, money, organization and selflessness is the essence of her
life. Her family does well, she carries her end of the load and all are
happy. Virtuous woman, how I need thy strength and guidance from
Jehovah God. Please help me Father to be that woman to help my
husband to be the respected one by all. Help me that I shall always be
loyal to him in every way.

DAILY BIBLE STUDY

1st day
2nd day
3rd day
4th day
Sth day
6th day
7th day

Hosea 10:12-15; John 12:35

Ecc. 3:1-22 Note v. 17

Ecc.4:1-16

I John Chapter 2

II Cor. 5:10; Rom. 14:7-13; Gal. 6:6-10

Col. Chapter 3

Heb. 2:1-11;Gal. 3:28;4:16; Col. 4:5; Heb. 9:27; Rev. 22:12
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Chapter VI
ARE YOU A SARAH?

Adjustment tolife is the greatest bridge to happiness for the Virtuous
Woman. Tumn back the pages of time and read from Divine History of
Sarah who left her homeland to go to a land never seen by anyone she
knew, probably. They had no encyclopedias, Atlases, maps, colored
photos or slides of the land where they were going. Their road map was
God’s “showing them”. By faith they went and if Sarah had problems
adjusting to her new home, nothing is said to suggest it. Could you
imagine Sarah writing her parents back home this letter?

Dearest Mother:

I'am so homesick I could die. Ilong to see those traders who used to
call on us when I was home. The materials made here are so cheap and
the colors are horrible. And the way these women keep house is terrible.
Ihope my servants will not take up any of the bad habits of these people.

Lery myself to sleep almost every night. Abraham is good to me, but
I want to come home so badly. I may ask him to let me catch a flight
of caravans coming home and stay a few weeks or months. Maybe I
could find another camel caravan back to this horrible place. Why did
Iever let Abraham talk me into coming here?

Would you believe there are no modern appliances here! The very
sight of my maid’s new pottery dishes made these ladies act so foolishly.
They had never seen anythinglike it. These women wash on rocks in the
streams, beating out their clothes and rinsing them in the same water!
They have never heard of a wash pan. I am so glad I brought mine with
me. And their modes of travel are so far behind our methods. My how
do they ever go anywhere?

Well, mother and father, I will be home as soon as I can. I hope
Abraham gets fed up with this filthy place and heads home shortly. It
can’t be too soon for me. He stays gone most of the time and I am alone.
It is a miserable life. What joy he gets out of this is beyond me. I cer-
tainly hope we do not have any children in this place. I would not think
of giving birth to a baby here.

The people speak such an odd language. I cannot understand them
and I don’t try. They should learn to speak with me in my language if
they want to know me. But they are so ignorant and untaught, they are
probably not capable of understanding anyway. Their children stare at
us, and I am embarrassed. They have no manners. I just stare back at
them, but it does no good.

Well, mother, I must fix dinner for Abraham. It is almost time for
him to come home. Idoubt that he will be on time. If anyone, just any-
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one, comes along and wants to know about God, he forgets me, food
and everything else. How can I ever make him remember that I must be
considered also. It is dreadful to prepare a meal here. The meat is so
tough, the vegetables are not fresh like at home and a variety of food is
impossible. How I wish I were home.

Write when you can and encourage Abraham to come home, will you?
I must say I never knew I could miss anyone or any place so much as I
do you at home. All my love.

Your loving daughter,
Sarah

One wife has found her husband to be one who is transferred every
two to three years from one place in the USA, the Caribbean or South
America. She is hardly acquainted with her neighbors and accustomed
to the new environment when he is shipped to a new location miles from
any place they have ever lived. After the first few months of exploring
the territory and seeing the new sights, her world becomes stagnant, old
and “home” looks so good to her. She is miserable and makes everyone
else the same.

Yet each place they have lived they have always left behind lifetime
friendships that are cherished and have gained much knowledge from the
experience. His salary and expenses compensate greatly and his work is
“classified”” work for our government. This means he is playing a vital
role in the security of our country. Instead of adjusting and enjoying
this adventurous living, she is living in perennial self pity. Her husband
has learned to turn a deaf ear to her cries.

Some of the happiest and yet unhappiest women in the world are
women whose military husbands have taken the family to Japan,
Okinawa, Thailand or the like. They have made unequaled and priceless
contributions to the work of the Lord in those countries. Yet there are
those whose families are miserable from “homesickness” and “self
pity ™.

Many women find more time for leisure than they ever had in the
States. Some use this to teach, to help the missionary families and to get
to know their host country. Others spend time by the hours in flower
arranging, bowling and anything that can fill their day as the “maid and
babysitter” service is so reasonable. These simply shift boredom for
there is no self-image building in this type of escape. At each “mail call”
gripes and complaints about this “rotten country” are screamed to any
and all who will listen. Everything “back home” is so much bigger,
better, cheaper, nicer, more durable . . . . . What a waste! What a pity!

At the same time there are ones who have thrown themselves into

the work as did Sarah and Abram. By staying busy with things that
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count, they find their cup of joy is full and overflowing. Doing for
others is a guaranteed cure for loneliness, boredom and whatever ails
your mental condition. Compare this letter which might have been one
that Sarah would have most likely written. Which one fits you when
transfers and loyalty to your man’s work is challenged?

Dear Mother and Father:

Abraham and I arrived in this beautiful place a few days ago and we
are still looking at God’s gift of beauty. The Jordan River winds from
the Sea of Galilee to the Dead Sea, and its waters make a fertile valley
which produces most everything. Itis true their foods are not like ours,
but it is exciting to try new foods, to see new ways of doing housework,
and to plan menus around produce and meats. I do believe our meats
excel the meats here, but with our servants there are no problems.
Pioneering work for God, our Father, is very rewarding.

Abraham is busy every day and never misses an opportunity to tell
others of God. He enjoys his work so much. He is a fine man, and I am
so blessed to be his wife. I hope I can bless and make his heavy load
lighter.

The language here is so strange. They must think I am a deaf mute as
Thave difficulty shopping in their language. To get to know them better
I am working hard to learn their language as quickly as I can. Itis such
a chore to communicate with them, but each time that I am able to make
one of these people understand me I feel so good. Itis discouraging at
times, but when I manage to get one point over, I am encouraged to
study more and work harder. I am determined to be a good worker, to
learn all I can, and to be a good helper to my dear Abraham.

The people are as interested in me and how we do things as [ am in
them and their ways. I am as strange to them as they are to me. They
stand and watch every move, nodding, talking and smiling with amuse-
ment at times at some of the things I brought with me from Ur. Itis
really a wonderful way of life. I miss all of you, but I would not trade
it for anything. It has helped me to grow to know others of other lands
and to understand the great creation God has given to us. Each day
brings new experiences, new friends, new hope and a new way of life.
Iove it.

When you write, be sure to encourage Abraham. He needs all the
encouragement he can get. He works so hard. Please tell him you are
proud of him. I am. And ask God to bless and help him. He is such a
great man. He is loved and respected by every one who knows him.

I hope to be able to teach some of the children in the mornings as the
mothers are busy with daily chores of cooking and cleaning their tents.
This would give me an opportunity to teach them about God, and give
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mothers time to do their work without the children under foot. We
do have one nice olive tree near our tent that would be a lovely place
to teach. We could tell of all God’s created things for us and how won-
derful our Father is to us. I feel much good could be accomplished
by this method of teaching.

Abraham and Lot have had some problems. Lot is somewhat
immature. Ask God to take care of him also. Perhaps Abraham has
not been as firm with helping him to assume responsibility as he
should, but he knows best. We are glad to have him, and we hope that
he does not leave God but that he will serve our Father no matter
where he lives. Abraham is very unselfish and patient in his dealing
with him.

We are concerned about you and our family back there, but we
know the God who made us will not put us here and forget us, and we
must not forget Him either. So I know He will care for you as He is
for us. We will long for a son. I do not feel I can ever be the wife that
I should to Abraham unless I can bear him a son, but my prayers have
not been answered as yet. At times I have doubts, and my faith is
weak; but Abraham’s faith is so great I am strengthened by it. Having a
son here would be somewhat different from having a child there with
you, Mother, but again, God will take care of all of us. Iam sure you
have the same feeling.

A few days ago some strange men came to the tent and Abraham,
as usual, asked them to stay and have dinner with us. We felt so blessed,
as if it were direct from God to have these men. I cannot begin to tell
you the joy of having them. We have many guests and this is a joy. 1
am glad Abraham feels free to invite others into our home. I can
spend the time with Abraham when he is having others in this way. I
feel closer to him and to his work and can be a better helper for him.
Welive some distance from the river and carrying our water is somewhat
of a problem, but we manage quite well and have enjoyed the walk in
the cool of the evening.

I get hungry to see you, to eat some of the good mutton that you
prepare so well, Mother, and to smell the air of the climate there, but
I am so happy here. I would not think of returning unless it is
‘Abraham’s decision. Write as soon as you can.

Love,
Your daughter, Sarah

Today, Sarah’s daughters are scattered to the circumference of this
‘globe. Their influence is reaching women throughout the world for
good. Sarah is a great example for the world today. Her unselfishness
exemplifies the modern day missionary. Many women today are able

37



to take with them many unpaid servants into the field (washer, dryer,
dishwashers, mixers, refrigerators, etc. . . .) Many of these things would
have made Sarah’s eyes pop out. Yet, many women today go in and
use the treadle machine, oil lamps, and the bush for a bathroom.

The little woman can make or break the work of her husband. She
can encourage and stimulate him to great heights for his livelihood
and for the Lord or she can hamper and harm his work, burden his
overtaxed load, and cause added heartaches, work and problems. Are
you a Sarah?

“Being content in whatsoever state we are in’” makes for true happi-
ness. The ability to adjust will develop one immeasurably in education,
emotions, spirit and society. Adjustment makes bridges or ladders to
success. They become stepping stones or they can become stumbling
blocks and the wife is the key joy or joykiller in this capacity. Even
if the husband does not relish the idea of adjustment, the wif<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>