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It was exciting that the Autumn school term break was coming up. I promised my two children (aged 11, 8)
that [ would take them on a train ride into the city in the school holidays, to orientate them with bearings of the
City’ s-whereabouts. Having been raised in the suburbs, they rarely had the opportunity to visit the city of
Sydney except Chinatown With a cuIturaI intent, | mapped out the sites that I would introduce them to - the

a short distance of each other.

It was a crisp Autumn day with a sunny blue sky. The kids were thrilled over the train ride as they travelled
by car most of their young lives. As we were ascending the steps of St James Station, making our way to Hyde
Park, we could hear the sound of expressive rhythmic Flamingo music played through an electric guitar.
Following the music, we found ourselves emerge at the fringe of the Park. We could see a poorly clad, unshaven,
Spanish looking man with ruffled hair, wearing a distressed look, playing the guitar. Some passers—by were
throwing some small changes into the box in front of him. Moved with compassion, as | bent down to put money
into the box, I overheard my elder daughter, Ali, said to her brother Peter. “If you had to choose, would you
rather starved than beg for money?” [ next saw Peter, wearing a confused look who, just shrugged his shoulders,
meaning, ‘T don’ t know”. Ali went on, “I suppose we should count our blessings.” The next minute we left the
scene, as they were attracted by the beautiful sprays of water from the Archibald Fountain at the centre of the
Park.

On the train ride home, I contemplated Ali" s comment and felt bothered by it, because counting our blessings
while passing someone in poverty seemed selfish. It does not help the person begging for money to feel being
concerned . Moreover, should our gratitude be thankfulness for someone else’ s misfortunes that we escaped?
To appreciate our blessings from God is good, but more than that, we need to give back, to turn our blessings
into action...to pass on the blessings we have been given to others.

“Thankfulness should move us to action.” These words kept echoing in my mind. I felt the great urge that Al
needs to have deeper input, and also my family needs to re-examine what it means to be thankful, to turn our
gratitude into action by reaching out to serve people in our community, our school, our church.






