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Monday, January…., 1942: 

It is not wise to always confide in others, and it is not good to practice talking to oneself, 

so I prefer to have my fireside chat with you, my faithful diary! 

Today, while I was busy at my desk in the office, with papers and registration cards and 

code books, with telephone calls and personal interviews, with applications of people looking for 

work and with orders from employers who need extra help or new employees, I stopped for a 

moment and watched the people come and go. So many different kinds of people come into an 

Employment Office, especially a Government Employment Office. Some who come quite 

regularly know whom they should see and where they should go, but some wander aimlessly 

around or hesitatingly approach one of the clerks for information. Some are interested only in 

drawing unemployment insurance, some are skilled workers and are interested in working on 

defense and some are willing to take any kind of work they can get. Some seem to be in a terrible 

hurry and complain when asked to wait for a few minutes, while others seem to have all day and 

are even found napping when they are finally called by the interviewer. And yet: each one of all 

these people is an individual human being with his or her own life to live and work to do. Just as 

I was wondering how it was possible for each one of all these people to have a special 

assignment in life, the receptionist brought an old gentleman in to see me. Mr. Smith has been in 

often before and I usually save odd jobs for him, such as passing out handbills and cleaning out 

basements. He had not been in now for several days and he explained that he had been working 

for the landlady, scrubbing walls and cleaning woodwork to square off his back board and room 

rent and now the landlady threatened to throw him out into the street unless he could produce the 

money for board and room in advance. He cannot prove his birth date and so cannot collect Old 

Age Assistance, even though he looks all of sixty-five to me. He looks like a pretty old man and 

is really not physically fit to work very hard anymore. He has no living relative to help him and 

he told me, with a look of self-sympathy in his eyes, that he had not received a Christmas Card 

from anyone. I noticed that his white hair had grown at least two inches beneath the old 

shapeless cap which he wore on his head. “Well, Mr. Smith”, I said in my most “professional” 

style, “we will just have to hope that something will turn up soon.” But as I watched him scuffle 

out of the office, I thought, in my most “realistic” style, Yes, Mr. Smith, we will just have to 

hope for—hope? What had I said! Hope for what? No money to care for himself, no friends to 

protect or care for him, old age and its troubles and disabilities hurrying to catch up with him. 

What had I said we should hope for? He was a picture of hopelessness! 

Interviews continued, some people were sent out on jobs, others were turned away. Calls 

came in from some who had obtained work and from some who had been laid off. Change and 

confusion characterizes the economic world. Change and confusion—and hopelessness! Poor 

Mr. Smith! His case seemed the most hopeless of them all! 

 

Tuesday, January...., 1942: 

I wish all our Girl’s Society meetings could be like the one we had tonight! The Bible 

discussion fairly bristled with life and even some of the girls who never contribute to the 

discussion otherwise, took part tonight and expressed their ideas, and the little argument we had, 

gave the lesson special spice. Not that we really disagreed. We all quoted texts to prove our 



points and, of course, the Bible does not argue with itself. But threshing out both sides of the 

question helped us to grasp and understand the deeper meaning of the parable we were studying. 

An evening spent in this way leaves one with a feeling of ardent hope and glowing satisfaction, 

stirring one’s mind to action and filling one’s heart with love. I am looking forward to next 

week’s meeting! 

 

Wednesday, January...., 1942: 

I walked home from work tonight with the wind blowing in my face and the snow 

crunching underneath my feet and peculiar thoughts running through my mind. Watching an old 

man shoveling off his sidewalk, set me to thinking. Old people with all their knowledge and 

practical experience really have the capacity for making enormous decisions! But now that they 

are old, opportunity no longer knocks at their door. They must be satisfied to take life easy and 

watch others make the same mistakes that they made. They now have plenty of time to read, but 

their eyes are poor. They could perhaps write of their experiences for the next generation to read 

but now their hands shake too much. They are perhaps skilled in many lines but now are no 

longer physically fit to put them into practice. They take their knowledge and experiences to the 

grave with them. And with Young People: it is just the other way around and even more 

alarming. Young people stand on the threshold of life. They have had no time as yet to put their 

book learning into practical use and it is then that opportunities come! It is then that the most 

tremendous decisions must be made. They must choose their life vocation! How often we hear 

people make the remark later in life, how they wish they had chosen a different career or 

profession or that they had gone to college or learned a trade when they had an opportunity. They 

must (at least they usually do) choose their life mate! And that is really serious. They know so 

little about life as yet and about human beings with all their failings. Then is the time that they 

should read and study and grow and develop, but there are so many things that demand the time 

of young people that they cannot possibly do them all. And, of course, due to their lack of 

experience they usually do the ones that seem the most pleasant at the time and eliminate the 

ones which are most profitable for the future. 

Puzzling, isn't it? When we are the least equipped, we must make the greatest decisions 

and plans, decisions and plans which cannot be altered and along which our life’s course must 

run. But, how can we? 

 

Thursday, January...., 1942: 

I had a million things to do during my lunch hour this noon, so while I was in the five and 

dime, I found a vacant seat at the lunch counter, ordered a bowl of soup and waited. Since I 

didn’t have my Beacon Lights with me to read I just sort of listened with half an ear. to the lady 

sitting next to me who was conversing with the lady next to her. She was telling her all about her 

sister's husband’s brother, who was experiencing all sorts of misfortunes. She said that it seemed 

as if all the ill winds were blowing his way. Then the other lady said with a wise look, “Well, 

you know, ’tis the set of the sails, and not the gales, that tells which way the ship shall go.” 

“Hmmm, that’s pretty good”, thought I, “I’ll have to remember that.” Just then the waitress 

brought my soup. It wasn’t so good, tasted rather flat. “So, it’s the set of the sails,” I repeated, as 

I chewed up a salted cracker, “And not the gales, that tells which way the ships shall go!” 

I paid the waitress and felt indebted to the woman with the wise look. Those words put the spice 

into that meal! 

 



Friday, January...., 1912: 

Well, my dear diary, I have a bit of cheering news! I received phone calls from two 

people tonight wishing to subscribe for Beacon Lights and a letter with four new subscriptions 

enclosed came through the mail today from one of our active Beacon Lights’ Agents in Iowa. 

That makes ten new subscriptions this week. Isn’t that wonderful! Beacon Lights now has 479 

subscribers!!! 

But the life of a Business Manager is not always so pleasant and voorspoedig. I also 

received a letter from one of the societies complaining because Beacon Lights was sent out so 

late. They want to know what is the trouble with us, and why we cannot see to it that they receive 

their copies on time. If I had acted upon my first impulse I would have sat right down and written 

them a letter asking them if they would like to take over for a while, see if they could do so much 

better. If, with all the time and effort we are putting in, things are not going right to suit them, 

they are welcome to handle it themselves and see how things go then. But I didn’t! I ate dinner 

instead, and although I sputtered about it a little at the table, after dinner I reasoned much 

more sensibly. They are right, aren’t they? Of course, they are! Beacon Lights should come out 

on time! And since the Federation has placed the responsibility of mailing Beacon Lights in the 

hands of the board, we board-members will have to shoulder the responsibility to the finish. 

Instead of a source of exasperation, the letter became a source of inspiration! We want to 

be worthy of the confidence the societies have placed in us. We want to erase every cause of 

complaint from the minds of all our Beacon Lights readers. We will show our love for the cause 

by working together even more zealously, than ever before! 

 

Saturday, January...., 1942: 

Received another subscription for Beacon Lights this morning. That makes it 480! 

As I was paging through some other church papers this afternoon, reading a poem here 

and an article there, and trying to borrow some new ideas for Beacon Lights. I noticed that most 

of them have a department where readers quiz, comment and criticize. That gives a paper a 

certain appeal which it otherwise lacks. In our paper we call this department the Open Forum, 

but so far it hasn’t received much attention. Maybe we ought to call it the “Question-Box” or 

something not quite so scary as “Open Forum”. Everybody cannot write poetry, and most of us 

hesitate to write an article, but all of us can ask questions! 

 

Sunday, January...., 1942: 

Sunday is really a wonderful day. It is wonderful to be able to go to church and 

wonderful to listen to the Protestant Reformed Hour in the afternoon! It is surprising how many 

problems Sunday can solve for a Christian. 

Tonight, the minister explained the text found in Revelations, “Woe to the inhabitors of 

the Earth, for the devil is come down unto you having great wrath”. Ah! That is why everything 

is so confused and hopeless in this world, it is the wrath of the devil. He is Prince and is working 

hard and fast, “because he knoweth that he hath but a short time.” But Christ is King forever and 

our salvation is sure. Christ is preparing our place for us in Heaven. 

And while we are on this earth it is not difficult to see what we must do. We must make 

decisions every day, decisions which affect our entire lives, and because we feel so incapable of 

choosing wisely we feel the need of Grace and Guidance. 

 

“How shall the young direct their way. 



What light shall be their perfect guide? 

Thy Word, O Lord, will safely lead, 

If in its wisdom they confide.” 

 

Sunday is really a wonderful day! 
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