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I remember so vividly the first time I was told of the murder of my Grandfather Baker.
 
The Baker family lived and worked in the coal mines of West Virginia in the 1920s and
1930s, an existence as brutal and as difficult as one could imagine.  They survived by
earning script from the coal mine, all off which went to the company store for food and
supplies.  Nothing left over to show for the ten to twelve hours a day my Grandfather
Baker spent in those dark, dingy, underground pits, breathing air and dust that did
nothing but cause lungs to become more and more filthy.
 
My Grandfather Baker, I am told, was a kind, compassionate, caring man, always
interested in the well-being of his family and of his fellow coal miners. His concern for
his fellow coal miners cost him his life.
 
He thought there must be a better way to survive and decided that organizing the
miners for the union would perhaps lead to a better life.
 
A group of miners always sat in the back of a pickup truck after their shift and were
dropped off at their houses in the miner’s village.
 
On that fateful day, I am told, several of the miners had decided, most likely at the
“suggestion” of the boss man, that they didn’t need a union and it might be a good
idea for this Baker man to be silenced.  He was pushed off the back of the truck and
died instantly. He was 28 at the time, father of four already with a fifth on the way.
 
My father was 10 at the time and overnight became the man of the family.  My
Grandmother Baker’s father, I always knew him as Grandpa Phillips (all 6’8” of him),
told her that she must put all the children in the Masonic Orphanage. There was no
way, he told her, that she could raise those children on her own.
 
She would have none of that.  Formal education—she had none; finances of any
sort—she had none; belief, and hope and determination—she had all she needed.



She raised the five kids on her own, with occasional help from some family, moved to
the mountains of North Carolina for a while, and then to Kannapolis when she learned
that a Mr. Cannon had a cotton mill there.
 
She worked thirty years in that mill, up at 5:00 every morning, took a bus to the mill,
swept the cotton off the floor all day long, took a bus back home, and did it again the
next day.
 
There weren’t many book in her little four-room house, but the Bible was always on
the table, a pot of coffee seemed always to be on the stove, and she never stopped
smiling.
 
Why this story at Lent and Easter?  For me, it has always confirmed the belief that
hope will always exist, that faith in moving ahead, no matter what the obstacles, is
worth the effort, and that we are never, ever alone.
 
God did not abandon his Son on the cross, and he has never abandoned any of us. He
never has, and he never will.
 
Romans 8:38-39
For I am sure that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor things
present, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, nor anything else in all creation,
will be able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.

Prayer: 

O God, early in the morning I cry to you. Help me to pray and to concentrate my
thoughts on you: I cannot do this alone.

In me there is darkness, but with you there is light;
I am lonely, but you do not leave me;
I am feeble in heart, but with you there is help;
I am restless, but with you there is peace.
In me there is bitterness, but with you there is patience;
I do not understand your ways, but you know the way for me. . . 

Restore me to liberty, and enable me so to live now that I may answer before you and
before me. Lord, whatever this day may bring, your name be praised.

~Dietrich Bonhoeffer (1906-1945)


