Compassionate Understanding 				3/27/60





Scripture:  Matthew 9: 10-17; 35-38.





Do you like crowds of people?  I have known people who like to ride the subway or elevated trains of a big city because they are fascinated at watching other people.





One of my grandmothers particularly enjoyed being driven down town to the shopping district of the town where they lived, on the evening when stores were open for business.  She liked to sit in the parked car and just watch people coming and going; see the purposefulness of some as they walked into a store intent on their purchases; watch the satisfied expression of others as they carried away their parcels; speculate on the interest of those who walked along in leisurely fashion doing what she called “window-shopping.”  She liked people, anyway!  She had always been eager for the neighborhood gatherings of folk at the church, or at houses during the years of their somewhat lonely time of pioneer farming in South Dakota.





Some folk like to be where others are because they are gregarious and much interested in the experiences, the opinions, the emotions of all people.  Some like crowds for the very anonymity they feel when being “swallowed up” and unrecognized in a large mass of folk.





Seat mates on a crowded train may fall into conversation, though  utter strangers to each other.  And sometimes one will unburden an unbelievable amount of comment, largely because that one has found an ear, willing to hear, and yet probably in no position to tell all in the usual circle of friends or acquaintances.





Two women spend a couple of hours as seat mates on a train coach.  One of them has a splitting headache and talks freely of some of the frustrations and annoyances she has, to this other person whom she never expects to see again.  At length she finds that the headache has cleared up and she feels unburdened and better because of the conversation.





Perhaps you like to be a part of a crowd, sharing its mood, while you attend a ball game, attend a political rally, or watch a parade -- entering into the spirit of the people, enjoying the occasion.  You may feel benefited by your own private devotions, the worship toward God which you enter into alone at home; and yet want very much also to join in the mood and the trust of others in corporate worship on Sunday morning at church.





And then there is another way of seeing a crowd of people.  When you see some crowds, being quite divorced from the mood of those folk, it may be quite a different experience.  One can see a side of human nature that is unattractive and shocking to good taste.  





While others stand in line, patiently waiting their turn for service, someone manages to shove into a place near the head of the line.





You may see signs of moral confusion in some folk, even shocking ugliness in human nature.  A
