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“Her Sparkle Will Add to Heaven’s Light”
by

Matthew Manson

The warp and woof of Margaret Manson's life were
woven in many lands. Since her death in India at the end of
August, through hundreds of letters which have come in from
every corner of the globe to our daughter, Marion, and myself,
something of her life's pattern has begun to emerge. And the
colours are vivid and bright, rich and warm. Sometimes they
sparkle.

Many have recollected incidents, sometimes homely,
sometimes national in importance, but always reflecting her
deep concern that the good road of Moral Re-armament would
become the path along which mankind will one day walk.
The recollections which follow have been selected in the
belief that they are worth sharing with those who knew and
loved her, and perhaps even with those who never met her.

Canada

Whole-heartedness was her hall-mark. It was so in the
early 1930's at McGill University where in the Dramatic
Society and in many other student bodies she gave vigorous
leadership. And it was so when Dr. Frank Buchman came to
Montreal and challenged Canada to live to remake the world
under God. Her response was a whole-hearted ‘‘yes’” with
no "if's"” and "and’s” and ‘‘but’s.” Subsequently she decided
to accept the post of director of personnel in Eaton’s Depart-
ment Store in Montreal with its 4,000 employees. She did this
because she wanted to create a practical demonstration of how
such a diverse nation could be united above race, creed and
class.

A friend who knew her intimately in these days describes
with what imagination she tackled this assignment. She writes:
“"Her non-stop activities varied according to the time of year.
In winter you would find her organising moonlight sleigh
parties to the top of Mount Royal, followed by a candle-lit
e\_rening of French Canadian folk music, or producing and
directing dramatics and concerts. For three months each sum-
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mer she ran a camp for the many hundreds of employees and
planned all their sports,

Many of the sales girls came and talked their problems
over with her. This was remarkable because they were all
French Canadians and Margie's background was British. She
had bridged the gulf between the two races and had won the
confidence and trust of the French Canadians through her
fluent French and her warmth of heart and interest. She knew
that all division can be cured if someone is prepared to change
instead of blaming the other side. Out of a vast commercial
enterprise, which could have been divided by race, language
and religion, Margaret created a family with which she
enjoyed being together, working together and playing
together.”

How highly Eaton's valued her work became evident
when she was invited to travel with a mobile MRA force into
the Nova Scotia coalfields. They permitted her to go on full
salary hoping she would return to them. But one day news
reached her that her loved brother Reggie, a pilot in the
Canadian Air Force, had been killed in an air battle over
Tunisia. Her mind was then made up to give her whole life
to the revolution of Moral Rearmament for the world. And
it would be without salary.

Homes — The Nation’s Heart

Margaret had the firmest conviction that homes were the
heart of the nation and that the kitchen was the heart of the
home. Her first touch with India was in a Montreal kitchen.
The Canadian family in whose kitchen she cooked for many
months was host on one occasion to Devadas Gandhi, son of
Mahatma Gandhi. He was an editor and it was just after the
Second World War when he had come to Canada in search
of newsprint. She put an all-out effort with her colleagues in
that kitchen to prepare an Indian curry that would make their
foreign guest feel at home. Many years later when she was
in Delhi, she was in the home of Mrs. Laxmi Gandhi, the
widow of Devadas, and the subject of her husband's visit to
Montreal came up in conversation. Mrs. Gandhi recalled how
her husband on his return from Canada had talked enthusiast-
ically about that curry. The ‘“Poona Herald” on the day after
Margaret's death wrote, ‘'She was an extremely good hostess
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