Bruce’s Blog



Do you remember the movie where the little boy says, “I see dead people.”? Well, this week, think about that. See if you can “see” invisible people. You know, the ones pushing trash barrels, collecting carts in the parking lot, running back and forth to the stock room - invisible people. Having been one of them in my high school and college days I know they could really use your recognition to help get through the day. People are people, we say, but we don’t really believe it – at least we don’t act that way. Most people “suck up” in their lives. This December I invite you to “suck down.”  Look for people doing their best, in the job they have, to live lives of quality and sincerity. Look for people who can do you no worldly good whatsoever by being kind to them. I have always had the most interesting conversations with the most invisible of people. They work, dream, love and well – serve – the rest of us. And many of them do it with panache!
I remember my jobs in high school and college. I was a short order cook, restroom cleaner, gas pumper (yes, I am old enough to have done that), floor stripper and garbage emptier. I learned to despise slobs. I learned to work with my eyes lowered. I learned my place. But why? I was interesting. I wanted to hear a, “Hi, how are you?” Mostly I yearned to be treated as what my upbringing taught me I was. I wanted to be seen as precious, because God made me. Thousand yard stares are worse than personalized looks of disdain. I’ve had both, so I know what I’m talking about.

The most wonderful invisible person I have ever known was my boss in the Custodial Department at McCormick Seminary. I was a student and a janitor. I cleaned the restrooms of the people who graded my papers and I buffed the floors of other students who either didn’t need to work or had more visible jobs. Mel became my MVP (most valuable professor). He looked at the Bible as if it was an Operations Manual for Life. He lived life as if it was winnable every day. He looked at winning as if it was a contest to see how to positively affect the most lives. He treated me as if I mattered.
All of this takes me to the potentially most invisible person of all time. He was born out of wedlock to two common people. He was a Palestinian Jew in a world that honored Roman citizens with Greek educations. He never travelled, published or self-promoted. He forfeited a divine diadem for a thorny crown, travelled from heaven’s heights to rest in the depths of a feed box. He didn’t have servants – he was one. Look for invisible people this season. In the clerk, janitor, custodian, parking lot attendant and all other invisible people – you will see the Holy! And the good news is that there are invisible people everywhere.
