EVANGELICAL FRIEND

Thank
ou,
Daddy!

By RicHARD J. FOSTER

My three-year-old son jumped into my
arms and smothered me with kisses say-
ing, “Thank you, Daddy; thank you,
Daddy” over and over. I had done
nothing more than repair his tricycle and
yet I was being inundated with gratitude.
Filled with a special warmth, I sat in the
grass and watched Nathan ride his tri-
cycle up and down the sidewalk.
I pondered the words of King Lear:

How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is
To have a thankless child.

1 thought about the spirit of ingratitude
that has reached epidemic proportions
in our day. We are incredibly blessed,
and yet we find it so hard to be genuinely
thankful. “Why is this?” I wondered.
Immediately I realized that we live in
a culture in which when the priorities of
life are set, gratitude seems to be squeez-
ed out. “We have lost the ability to re-
ceive life as a gift,” I thought to myself.
I remembered the farmer who was en-
tertaining an urban relative. Before the
meal, the farmer paused to thank God
for the food that had been so graciously
provided. The visitor jeered, “That is
very old-fashioned; nobody who has any
education prays at the table anymore.”
The farmer admitted that the practice
was not very common, for even in his
household there were some who did not
do it. Pleased, the relative remarked, “So
enlightenment is reaching the farm too.
Who are these sensible ones?” The farm-
er answered, “They are my pigs.” “Per-
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haps we are developing an entire culture
of pigs,” I mused.

Nathan rode by, waving and ringing
his little bell. I waved in return. I pon-
dered how children seem to live so free
of the need to control or manipulate
others. “This must be what releases them
to spontaneously give thanks,” I thought.
“We have a whole cultural mind set that
is in opposition to the spirit of gratitude.
Our longing for position, power, and
prestige all mitigate against thanksgiving.
If we are genuinely grateful to someone,
we place ourselves in their debt and to
be indebted to them undercuts the ability
to control them.” Once again the words
of Shakespeare burst upon my mind:

Blow, blow, thou winter wind.
Thou art not so unkind
As man’s ingratitude.

“It doesn’t need to be that way!” I
said, almost out loud, “Simple words of
gratitude can be so healing. Little deeds
of appreciation mean so much.” I began
to consider dozens of good things that
had come my way that day—the encour-
aging words of friends, the colors all
around me, the warm smile of my wife.
I sat in the grass filled with a new sense
of thanksgiving.

My train of thought was broken by
Nathan‘s cries. He came running up to
me complete with skinned knee and a
flood of tears. I kissed the knee, then
held him tight. “I'm very thankful for
you,” I whispered. ferl



