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Editorial
Jesus Loves the Little Children-All the

Little Children

Okay folks, this time, no preaching, 
no ranting, just a story:

Bill av/oke to a sunny spring Satur
day in Mars Hill. The sun, shining 
through the window, was warm on his 
face, yet the breeze was just cool 
enough to make him want to remain 
curled beneath the covers for just a little 
longer. Just as he decided that Satur
days were made for reaiizing, there was 
a knock at his door.

“Hey Bili, are you awake yet?” a 
voice boomed from the other side of the 

door.
“No, go away and come back next 

year,” Bill complained.
“Weii, ok, but I thought we were 

going fishing today,” came the reply. 
“See you later.”

“Fishing! Don’t you dare go 
anywhere!” Bili exciaimed as he jumped 
out of bed and stumbled over a stack of 
books between the bed and the door to 
his dorm room. Bili opened the door and 
in waiked the most handsome, well-built 
blond on the face of the earth.

“Good morning, Fred,” Bill muttered 
through a grin which went from ear to 
ear.

“Good morning,” Fred replied 
through a stretch that seemed to last 
forever. The sunlight piaying off his hair 
reminded bill of a halo. “Well, what are 
you standing there for? Get dressed and 
let’s go. The best fishin’ is behind us al
ready. We should have gone hours 
ago.

“Where are we going?” Bill asked as 
he pulled on a pair of jeans and reached 
for a red and black flannel shirt.

“I thought we might go down to Hot 
Springs to Murray’s Branch picnic area. 
That way, we can go swimming when it 
warms up this afternoon,” Fred grinned 
at the insanity of that very thought.

“Are you crazy? It won’t be warm 
enough to go swimming in that creek
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Forum: Spring, the Catharsis

It is time to beat our swords of hatred and segregation into plough shares!

until the middle of August!” Bill replied.
“I know that. I just wanted to see if 

you were really awake. But if you don’t 
hurry, we aren’t even going to need to 
go. The fish are going to quit biting.”

“Well, let’s go. My pole and box are 
already in the truck. We just need to get 
some bait,” Bill said as he tied his boot.

“i picked up some chicken livers this 
morning. Let’s go!” Fred called over his 
shouider as he went out the door.

The rest of the day proved to be the 
fuifiilment of the morning’s promise. The 
sun was warm; the wind was gentle; the 
smell of warm damp earth filled the air 
and stirred the life of all who noticed it. 
Bill and Fred didn’t catch many fish that 
day. But the conversation was good, the 
fellowship was fine, and they didn’t even 
care that dirt got into the lunch bag.

About five o’clock, just as the sun 
began to caress the top of the moun
tains, they decided to head back to “The 

Hill.”
Just as they got back to the truck, 

four men drove up. The four men got out 
of the car and started harassing Bill and 
Fred. Shouts of “Nigger!” and “Kill that 
black bastard!” filled the air as four 
baseball bats appeared from the trunk 

of the car.
Fight as they might, in a few minutes. 

Bill and Fred were reduced to broken 
and bruised lumps of flesh on the 
ground. Now the smell of the warm 
damp earth was overpowered by the 
scent of struggle and fresh blood. The 
sounds of the birds gave way to the 
strains of “Onward Christian Solders,” 
as the four men climbed into their car- 
Complete with a “You’ve got a friend in 
Jesus” tag on the front. The sun slowly 
sank behind the mountains as the car 
sped away. Slowly, the sounds of the 
night creatures playing along the bank 
of the river filled the valley.
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