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o This Is Ra?

Shepherd of Tender Yourlr
(Clement of Alexandria)

Clrist, our triumphant King,
UWe come thy Name 10's

ither our childien bring.
To shour thy praise.

CLEMENT OF ALEXANDRIA
(TRANSLATION BY HENRY MARTYN DEXTER)

“Pizzal" thought Drew, breathing in the savory aroma of
herbs, tomatoes, fresh-baked pizza crust, and heaps of meliing
‘mozzarella cheese. He licked his lips and rolled his eyes in an-
ticipation as he raced—rather, putied—along the Via di Borgo on
his blue moped. He inhaled again, and promptly sputiered and
coughed as his lungs filled with he diesel fumes of a passing
bus Steadying his moped. he blinked several times. irying o see
M. Pipes and Annie riding ahead of him through the smoky
qray haze.
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“Hey! Wait up!” he called, rying 10 coax more speed out of
the tiny electric motor.

They raced on. unable to hear above the din of the city and
the frantic buzzing of the electric bicycles. Drew pedaled furi-
ously. He must have slowed down back there at the pizzeria.
Glancing back over his shoulder, he decided it had to be pi
pepperoni pizza.

A new scent filled Drew’s nostrls as he raced around the
next corner, still trying o catch up. Lining the streets under
cover of rows of white canvas awnings. vendors waved bunches
of colorful flowers and shouted at people to stop and buy.
Thanigh eager cacy g Crew oo G fice ek

and with  squealing ey sharp blast of his horn. the
driver cut Drew off narrowly missing his front tre.

-
eyes wide with fright, he desperately tried t0 avoid a large bucket
of camations in his waggling path. With a crash! and a sploash!
water from the bucket drenched him from head 1 toe, and he
landed in a sodden heap surrounded by limp flowers, an empty
bucket his crashed moped, and a stomping-mad lalian woman.

“Imbecilio!” cried the woman, her black hair tied back in a
red scarf,and her brawny arms on her hips.

Drew sat up and cleared a mangle of soggy pink petals from
his face. In spite of the language barrier, he detected from her
bulging eyes and expressive hands that the woman was less
than happy with him. Something about her reminded him of an
lalian opera he'd once seen on television. Had he understood
the spoken part of alian, he would have heard the following:

“Do1look like somebody who can afford to have  bucket of
flowers wasted? No! My precious, precious flowers. What on
earth are you doing in Rome, anyway? You came for the driving.
00?1 know. | know. you're a tourist—probably American.”

Drew caughtihe word "American- Butithad an o' atthe end:
infact,it sounded like most of her words had an "0” a the end.
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“Whatever, whatever. I don't have 1o like the way you drive
your moped. All right all right. anyway: 1 know. in Rome tourists
are our bread and Gorgonzola. La. la. la. You come to see all our
old stuff—we have the best crumbling old stuffin the world! And
you come to eat our food—we have the best food in the world!
And 1 had—had, mind you~—the best flowers in the world until
you smashed them into this heap of rubbish! Anyway. we have
the best everything else in the world. right here in Rome (wel,
maybe not the best tourists)! Do you think [ don't know all this?
No. But why did you have o ruin my flowers? Why? Why not
Luig's or Signora Pellagrino’s? Why me? Why?"

Drew stared dumbly back at the woman and wondered how
she could say all that without taking a breath. She probably
‘wouldn't understand if he apologized. But maybe if he spoke re-
ally slowly—

I a-m 50 5-0-r-r-y.” said Drew, speaking as loudly as he
could. She just stared. He tried again. this time holding his
hands, palms up. and shaking them for emphasis with each
word,

‘The hands seemed to help. She answered in Italian:

“Yeah, yeah. So sorry. are you? Lot of good that does my poor
flowers. no?”

Drew wished he could make her understand, but after an-
other pleading look into her angry face. he fumbled in his
pocket for a handful of lire—Mr. Pipes had told them that it took
lots of lire to buy anything. He thrust the money into the flower
lady’s fist and disentangled himself and the moped from the
flowers and bucket. Dripping wet, he yanked red carnations out
of the handlebars and spokes. clambered back onto his moped,
and urged it after Mr. Pipes and his sister.

S0 this is Rome, he thought, frowning and wiping a flower
petal off his wet cheek. He strained o see Mr. Pipes and Annie

g jis sister's blond
sunlight as it streamed from under her helmet.
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aly. Drew wasn't so sure about laly: why not just go back to
Olney and have another summer of adventures on The Great
Ouse, sailing and fishing and exploring the countryside with
M. Pipes and the Howard children? He did miss Bmlley and
even his sister Clara

‘Ah, but then Mr. Pipes had mentioned ialian food. Id bet-
ter be really good. he thought, after all this. Then he remem-
bered the wonderful smells of that pizza. Give lialy a chance.
give ita chance. he told himself.

Meanwhile, Annie held on tightly behind M. Pipes and

qazed from left to right at the bustling city. Her imagination
raced back in time at the sight of an ancient arch or crumbling
column, and the next moment she felt a smothering uneasiness
at the chaos of surging. perspiring bodies and impatient mo-
torists blaring their horns and hammering with their arms out
open windows against the sides of their cars. Everyone seemed
10 be talking and gesturing at once. and traffic seemed 10 go
round and round without ever getting anywhere. The racket was
deafening.
M. Pipes had said that taly involved some inconvenience to
the foreign adventurer, but he assured Annie that they would
not be disappointed and that perhaps the greatest adventure
ever awaited them in the land of the early Christian saints—and
martyrs.

M. Pipes rounded a corner, and Annie closed her eyes
and breathed in the fragrant scents of carnations, gardenias,
and a variety of roses. Row upon row of flower stalls lined the
narrow street. She nearly turned all the way around on the
back of the moped, taking in the heavenly panoply of color as
she and Mr. Pipes rode past the flower market. She caught
sight of Drew at the far end of the street and tapped on Mr.
Pipes's shoulder.

“Drew’s pretty far back!” she shouted next to the old man's
helmet
ook at the flowers—and Drew could catch up.
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allow M. Pipes, Annie, and Drew on another exciting
adventure through mysterious lands and seas! Ride

amoped with Drew through the streets of Rome, explore

dark catacombs with Annic, and listen as Ir. Pipes
celebrates the lymns of thre caly cenruries. Sail witl

them all on a schgoner bound for .

Douglas Bond
tht eber st ool Infomatin,ich i hsoral content an
‘context, with insightful applications to modern Christan life. Not only
‘worthwhile reading for kids but entertaining, truth-filled storyteling. Many.
aduits would benefit from tagging along on Mr. Pipes's adventures”
— Dr. Paul s. Jones, organist and music director,
Tenth Presbyterian Church, Philadeiphia

'm glad | met Mr. Pipes! He's an enriching companion for children and
adults, and one of the most engaging ‘teachers' 've had in a long time. A
treasure trove of stories for both young and old.”

— Robert J. Morgan, pastor and author of Then Sings My Soul

Just what kind of books are the Mr. Pipes stories? Are they lessons in church
history? Guides to family devotions? Unit studies on hymnody and clssic
ecclesiastcal music? Basic theological primers? They are all these. But what is
more, they are also delightful tales with memorable characters and intriguing
plot twists. These are the kind of books every familyis going to wan to have
and read—and reread

— George Grant, author of Going Somewhere and
The Christian Almanac
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