                                        Known Better than I Knew

      This is the time of year that my classmates and I used to sign each other’s school yearbooks. This year, for my birthday my Mother bought me a picture book entitled The History of Stinesville High School: 1905-1964.  I want to be clear!  This yearbook holds no memories for me!   The high school, not to mention the community, was victim of the unwise consolidation trend in the middle part of the past century.  My uncle was one of its last graduates.   It was only an elementary school by the time I walked its halls.

       The book is a combination of nostalgic articles and pictures that would not mean very much to anyone who isn’t connected to the community.  But its pages hold one revelation after another for me. Imbedded in the photos are unspoken stories that I never could have imagined—and in some cases I suspect I’m better off not knowing. On the face of my grandfather, class of 1937, is a kind of wild-eyed, “I’ve got under control look” that never could have been seen on him in later years.  His love even when faced with a good bit of political backstabbing was, for me, always exemplary.  But I now know where Dad may have gotten his cocky, competitive look.       

       For me Norman Walls was just a bus driver.  But here in this book he stands next to my Dad, class of 1957, on their senior trip.  I had no idea that Mrs. McGlocklin who worked at school when I was a child was once a drop-dead gorgeous thing—obviously fun-loving in a way none of us children possibly could have imagined.  The secretary at my school was Sue Cooter.  But I didn’t know she went to the church my family went to generations back, nor had it dawned on me that she had gone to school with Dad.   What is so startling about all this now is that I realize these people had me located in ways that I could not understand, and probably never will.   When I was young I could not imagine how much insight they had-- how much of me to which they were already privy before I was born. 

        Fewer people these days grow up in a community where you can trace three or four generations of the same families and locate them on the same series of township farms.    But that doesn’t change the fact that previous generations have stories that can make sense of you in a way you cannot make sense of yourself.  And it doesn’t change the wisdom of Peter, when he said, young men, in the same way be submissive to those who are older. All of you, clothe yourselves with humility toward one another, because, "God opposes the proud but gives grace to the humble."   

