FRIENDS ARE NOT A ONE-WAY STREET

From “The Inspirational Writings of Marjorie Holmes”


A few weeks ago in New York an old and valued friend remarked, “I don’t bother with anyone who bores me. I have cut down all my contacts to a minimum. I see only those people whom I really enjoy.”


With the instantaneous reaction of the very busy, I thought for a moment, how wonderful. To have matters so arranged that one would be spared the countless contacts that often seem frantically and futilely time-consuming.


And yet, on reflection, I’m not so sure.


Aren’t friendships, on whatever level, a part of human fortune? Friendships can be infinitely varied. And by their very differentness the whole pattern of one’s days can be enlivened, and in so many ways rewarding.


Sift through your friendships; sort them.


There is the rich inner circle of those people who are nearest to the heart. Usually these are the persons to whom we can most honestly express our deepest selves. And even though we may not see them for days, weeks on end – even years – the bond remains strong and special and true.


Yet would we not be the poorer without the infinite variety of others?


Friends can be friends for so many different reasons. There is the wonderfully helpful neighbor who is always willing to give you a hand with the children, or whip up a skirt for you.


There is the witty one who can always make you laugh.


There is the one who sends over bones for the dog, and is generous with praise for your growing crew.


There is the quiet soul who occasionally comes up with a startling gem of philosophy.


It takes patience sometimes to appreciate the true values in the people with whom circumstances have surrounded us. It takes awareness to recognize these values when they appear.


Yet almost everyone has something uniquely his own to contribute to our lives – and equally important, a place in his own life that perhaps we alone can satisfy.


The heart has many doors. Don’t be too quick to bolt them.
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