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[Mrs. Priscilla Payne Hurd gave this talk at the 15th 

annual Souper Day Luncheon to benefit New Bethany 
Ministries on October 16 at the Candlelight Reception and 
Conference Center.]  

 
Today, I would like to explore briefly why we are 

here. Many people have asked me over the pat 64 
years: “Why are you so involved in health, education 
and welfare programs? Why do you devote so much 
time, so much energy, and so much support to these 
types of services?” 

I believe the answer to these questions is rooted in a 
12-year-old girl’s curiosity and questioning mind. 
Before she married my father, my mother taught 
kindergarten in the Hull House district of Chicago. H

experiences as a young teacher, which she shared with me, profoundly impa
me and cemented my personal value system which I have strived to adhere to 
throughout my life. 
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Hull House, founded in 1889 by social worker Jane Addams, along with Ellen 
Gates Starr, was one of the first social settlements in the United States and 
continues its mission today as one of Chicago’s oldest and largest social and 
human service agencies, annually serving more than 60,000 people. 

Jane Addams’ mission was simple – but powerful. She founded Hull House on 
the principle of neighbors helping neighbors. Her settlement served as a 
community center for social reform activities and was intrinsically linked to 
Chicago’s civic affairs and influenced settlement work through the United States. 
She foresaw a compassionate, interdependent world revolving around the 
principles of social justice, fairness, tolerance, respect, equal opportunity, civic 
responsibility and hope – yes hope, for every individual, family and community. 

Jane Addams was a strong woman, one who had the courage of her convictions 
and the intense drive, passion and determination to make the seemingly 
impossible possible. She was a leader in the women’s suffrage movement. In the 
early years of the 20th century, she became involved in the peace movement. 
During World War I, she and other women from various nations met at the 
International Congress of Women at The Hague in 1915, attempting to stop the 
war. Jane maintained her pacifist stance after the United States entered the war in 
1917. As a result of her work for peace, she was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize 
in 1931, an award she shared with Nicholas Murray Butler, president of 
Columbia University. 

Enough of history. Let us go back to that 12-year-ol girl who, of course, was 
me. As I was growing up, my mother often spoke of her teaching experiences. 



When I was 12, she took me to Hull House. A wise woman, my mother wanted 
me to see and to meet the children who came to Hull House for help; children 
who were far less fortunate than I was. I was struck by the vast gulf that 
separated me from the settlement children. While I had never lacked for food, 
clothing or shelter – not to mention the love of a nurturing family and ready 
access to the best that life had to offer in education, health care and the arts – 
these children struggled on a daily basis to secure the basic necessities of life. 
Here I am, standing before you decades later, and I can tell you I have never 
forgotten the overwhelming sense of unfairness I felt as I met these children who 
had suffered so much and had so little. 

Fast forwarding a few years, after I graduated from college, I did volunteer 
work for the Domestic Courts of Chicago. Again, my eyes were opened – opened 
widely – and my soul was touched by the anguish, fear, mental and physical 
cruelty that dehumanizes all too many men, women and children. 

My visit to Hull House and my experience in the Domestic Court system 
served as the foundation for the philosophy by which I have lived my life. I call 
this philosophy “My house of life” and it is a house with three floors. 

Let me compare the floors with today’s soup an salad menu and permit me too 
ask you, “On what floor do you live your life?” 

If I mention “soup and salad,” and make it sound dreary and distasteful we 
would be on the first floor of my house. This is a noisy place. It is rather un-kept, 
sometimes even downright messy. This is where we all live by instinct. Where 
we sometimes struggle. Where we are impatient. Where the pace of life is fast, 
too fast. This is a place where we are self-absorbed. Sound familiar? 

If I say “soup and salad” in a pleasant tone, it sounds good and we are now on 
the second floor of my house of life. This is where we take time to reason. This is 
where we have moral judgments on our deeds. We live and let live … if only for 
our own protection. 

But, if I say “soup and salad” like this … we have reached the third floor of my 
house of life – which, incidentally cannot easily be reached without stopping at 
the uninspiring and far less satisfying first and second floors. 

Here, on the third floor, the air is fresher. We see more clearly. Our emotions, 
empathy and love for God’s people are nurtured and have a chance to blossom. It 
is here that ideas are transformed into action. It is here where we can make a 
difference – a real difference in the life of a child, in the life of our community. It 
is here that there is nothing we cannot accomplish though hard work and 
commitment. It is here that we learn that success in life has nothing to do with 
what you gain in life or accomplish for yourself. It is what you do for others. 

We are here today to support a “third floor” idea that was transformed into 
action. Years ago, the concept of New Bethany Ministries was an idea I shared 
with Bishop Mark Dyer. It was an idea spawned of “third-floor thinking.” It was 
a tangible and meaningful way to help people less fortunate than we are. People, 
who perhaps did not have the luck to have an excellent education; who made 
poor financial decisions; whose lives became tangled in the dark side of life and 
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are praying for a way out of their quagmires of disaster – a way to move from the 
darkness to the bright light. New Bethany Ministries is the Hull House of 
Bethlehem. Its clients have the same brokenness, the same emotional and 
physical needs. 

So, I ask you. Where do you live your life? I hope you live on the third floor 
and that your life serves as a light of love and hope to others less fortunate and 
that you will bring assistance to this Southside ministry. 

Last year, as a result of this ministry, more than 33,600 meals were served and 
more than 41,500 groceries to provide meals were distributed to the hungry. Yes, 
make no mistake, there are people – all too many – in our community who know 
the pains of gnawing hunger. About 30 percent of the low-income people living 
in the Lehigh Valley will need food assistance sometime during the year. Are 
you ready to help your neighbors? 

Think back to your childhood. Do you remember the children’s Bible School 
song? This little light of mine. I’m gonna let it shine. Let your light shine. The 
miracle is this. The more we share, the more we have. 
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