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, / (On tne afternoon of September th, mbre than flfty men, woment
1/t
,( children, and domestieated ani-nals of FUS{"Ars finestfxnerfencea 

--:-+9\

their nost recent picnic. The Rustic Canyon Park in Santa Monica

Canyon proved an ideal location. The sponsoring motive of'the

Venice Study Group was simply to create an atmosphere ofmmily

communion while in a natural surrounding.
i .,--:-=\

Here is the view of that event as de$crlbed by a 6(fear--fa f\
l

boy named Ahab.)

ItRiding past the oeeanr the grown-up{ in the ear asked if we

knew why hre were going to a picnie. My bgst-friend David and I

(hers Z*) Uottr shook our heads no because iwe didnrt understand

what was meant by comnunion. They said jt was a tjme to only

think good thoughts about every-bhi ng, and ,most of all to have

only good feelings. We sti11 didn't unde4stancl, but both David
' '

and I agreed to give it a try. 
i

Itfn armloads we carried the charcoal, gri11s, ba11s, rackets,

and potato salad dor^rn the canyon road to tlre picnic tables. Our
i

dog Festus was as excited as we were. Most of all I was so

surprlsed to see so much space with trees arrd green grass around.

frlt wasnrt long (I can tell time nor)iUetore some of the grown-

ups took off their shirts and began sweatipg a lot while bouncing

around on the vo11ey-ball court. A guy byithe name of Bill Brrio.E?tt 'c-'
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yelled the most d t guess because he inras oil tfre winning side. After



doLe*<
elimbing a tree, David wantecl to peek through the i**Js in the fence

to watch and hear the tennis games. It seemed strange at f irst to

see the women (char:y't #;3:n& sara /,;pg{*r) playing wi.th the rnen;

and Just as good, toot But then, why not?

trtr'or a long time after that we laughed a 1ot while throwing the

frisbee with some people called the Fullerton Gang. It was fun,

but once f did fa1l down and scratch my knee. But the sme1l of
F.>oE)pa

charcoal, brlr#i*f hamburgers, hot-dogs, and ehieken followed

t ' -
/:=Y-_-- me everrwh"re ierywhere j and I finally got hungry. A lot of kids and

gro!iln-ups sat around a nice person named Julia Fenderson to share

their food.

nIt wasntt long after eating before the gror,m-ups got stuck

-
together in srnal-l groups and started talking a Iot ( rnostly about, Z:\

\-/

a Urantia Book. They talked about how they had found it; as i-f

it had been lost for a 3.ong time. And about the most often heard

r.rord. f rrnderstood. was. 'f OLICKEDII. They kept sal.ing something
,l

-rtrS) clicked, so we thought the book miebt have a lock on it.
r -r-

very tal1 rnan who sai d his name lras D.rl lffi frnrn Bobton

onee stopoed talking about some caeatures fro'n n-idway that

go faster than 1ight.

trSome of the people were beginning to leave wtren T

my watch late in the afternoon when the talking quieted

couple of people sat on the grass and jusb stared at the

sky'. ft really felt good then rt everything did.

rrRustie Canyon seemed cleaner then too, because most people

/ quietly put thei-r trash in the barrel$s. But when Tracy, Tonya,

0ne

never

could

checked

down, A

evening



Tulsia, Michael, Bonnie, and Bob Hunt left, I k4ew the pienic

was about over.

ir0n the wa)r home we cou1d see the sun set into the ocean. My

faee was tight with sunburn, my knee hurt, and I knew my rnother

t workeot

tt@At the pienie I rea11y f algut m5rsel-f and everybhing,--> 
^h^,
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wou]-dmakemetakeabathsoon,butrst i11fe1-tgood@

with everybody and everything. David did too.

f 
"froot"

reaIly had a fun t ime. Letts do i t  again, soon;


