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Quite often people do nice
things. Not because they have to, but because people are basically good and
doing something good is enjoyable. Good people are all around us, and every so
often we are privileged to see one in action.


Maybe, we even are one!
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THE MADONNA OF THE
HAMBURGER STAND


In San Francisco in the
70’s, I was a student at San Francisco State College. It was a time of great
unrest. There were many marijuana-fueled rebels who understood they were
flunking classes because the professors didn’t like them.  Students smashed
other students’ cars, bombed their lockers, disrupted classes, fought with the
Police (the fuzz) , who were on horse back and had Doberman dogs.
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The rioting students
brought dogs, mostly Dobermans to fight Dobermans.  They never did. The dogs
were bored.
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In all of this mess,
college kids still had to eat. So, at meal times there was a truce.


There was, in an empty
field on San Fransico campus, a hot dog trailer run by a single woman.


Oh, not an ordinary woman,
mind you, she was quite over-weight, dressed in a frumpy apron with a shoulder
strap on one side hanging from her elbow. Her grey hair was piled in a messy
knot mostly on the top of her head, but many strands of hair hung down her neck
and shoulders.


Three separate lines of
students waited patiently for her look at them and say, “Next? Who’s next
dollink?”


First, there was a line of
White kids, nerds, all standing up straight, matching eye glasses, clutching
notebooks, avoiding eye contact. Another was a line of Black students, tall,
basketball players who looked down on the nerds with disdain.


The third line - if you
could call it that - was hippies, standing, leaning, blinking up at the sky,
staring blankly to the left or right, whichever way their head faced. Their
mode of dress was anything that covered most of the body, not necessarily all,
and bare feet.
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Each student went up to
the trailer, one at a time, for their hamburger or hot dog. Each student
careful not to step in any territory but his/her own. They were very courteous
to each other.


Each student (except the
athletes) looked up at her and she looked directly into the eyes of each
Devotee. She asked, in her motherly voice, “Hamburg, off course! Vaht you
vahnt, Dahlink? Cheese? Yes? Tomato? Yes? Onions - off course, Sveetheart! You
give me vone minute!”


When done the Madonna
would ceremoniously wrap the ‘burger in brown paper and hand it over to the
Devotee.


“Here, dollink, you
enjoy!!” and give them their lunch.


She would brush back a
strand of hair then focus on the importance of that special ‘burger for the
next special person.


The feeling of Love was
thick. It wrapped around the group, choking the students  with good will. Even
if they tried to hate, that feeling could not get the tiniest foothold. They
were happy, and, loving it.


The Madonna of the
Hamburger Stand will long be remembered and loved


 


THE KID IN THE TRAFFIC
CLASS


For a time I taught
traffic class on Saturdays, 8 hours. We reviewed, or learned, some of the basic
rules of the road. For example, did you know the Number One Lane is the one in
the center of the road?


When a town is built, it
starts the main road, with one lane. That’s, obviously, the Number One Lane. As
the town grows and you add lanes, those are, obviously, a second, or
third lane off to the right.


Another idea we addressed
was driving under stress, poor idea. When you’re at work all day, you’re
probably under severe pressure in many ways. When you get in the car to go
home, how do you prepare to handle the traffic? More stress.


I ask each student how
does he prepare for the stress of traffic?


One young man thought a
moment, then slowly, expressed his technique.


He said, “I sit for a
moment in my car, and I think what is my part in this stress? How could I
handle it? Could I avoid it? Will I take it home with me? How can I handle this
better?”


Then, he asks himself
about what each person did and said, and what was the background of the stress?


Often he found that stress
is caused by misunderstanding. Just to sit, a moment in the car, helped
























































































































image005.png





image006.png





image003.png





image001.png
VOLUME FOUR
REALLY NICE PEOPLE





image004.png





image002.png





cover.jpeg
07Ty BREAK BEAVin

¥oR PEOPLE o THF Go
e \-; \I\EA“T 10 35 READ

VOLUME FOUR
Re |Iy+\l Pe ;ll






