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Alfred Hitchcock once made a rather profound but sarcastic remark about life in general 

when he said of that great Scottish musical instrument, the bagpipes. With his tongue securely 

planted in his cheek, he said, “I understand the inventor of the bagpipes was inspired when he 

saw a man carrying an indignant, asthmatic pig under his arm. Unfortunately, the man-made 

sound never quite equalled the purity of the sound achieved by the pig.”     

There is a great deal of truth in that observation in spite of its rather obvious twinge of 

comical sarcasm. One may say that the inventor seemed to like the “purity” of voice that came 

from the pig, or else why would he have tried to duplicate it? That would probably be so.  

However, if a child were listening to this conversation and was asked to comment on 

Hitchcock’s observation, he might well have offered his own opinion on the bagpipes and 

replied with something like, “Well, I bet that that was hard. I couldn’t do it. It looks pretty. I 

like all the stripes.”    

I imagine that to the inventor it was great step forward in the fine world of musical 

invention. But to other adults it may have been a bit less than great. That is the way that adults 

think. But to the child it was something that the inventor wanted to do, and he did it, and that is 

okay. I hope then we would applaud the child’s remark, even though we may see the invention 

as a failure.  

It is a bit like the building of a tree house to the child.  It may not be the best-looking 

tree house, but it is a tree house and that is enough.  The child does not see, or even look for, 

perfection in the tree house. What he sees is just a tree house, and that is enough for it to have 

value in his eyes. He thinks with a different set of criteria: “I can’t do any better but I like it.” 

The child leaves it at that very simple point. The child will, without passing judgement on the 

construction of the whole bagpipes, or the tree house, just accept it and see the beauty of what 

could be and is happy. 

On further reflection, “adult purity” is like Hitchcock’s view as to the invention of the 

bagpipe, looking for the truly altruistic point of perfection. The adult looks at purity as a pursuit 

that most men long to make. He recognizes it as one of the highest of all perspectives from 

which one may observe the world, but one that only the rarest of men will ever come close to 



 

even understanding, and even fewer will ever achieve the first prototype, once they have left 

their own childhood visions and definitions behind. The adult sees the failure and focuses there; 

the child sees the potential and sets his sights on the higher ground of possibilities and the value 

of trying. This is the normal way that all children seem to look upon their world. 

For some reason known but to God, there is that sense of purity in a child’s perception 

and acceptance that no one will ever be able to duplicate, and yet all everywhere appreciate 

those children as bringing something very, very special to the attention of the adults around 

them. This is true no matter where that child comes from, be it Africa, Asia, Europe, or the 

Arctic. Children just have a purity that rises far above their parents’ biased ears: one that is 

seen, one that is heard, one that is known as a true perspective, unmarred by the cynicism of 

adulthood, the pragmatism of practicality, and the callousness of frequent failure. Their view of 

their world is one of purity. 

What then is a child’s “vision of purity”? That is the great question. There is no doubt 

about the common nature of the child’s perception of purity, for to him it all is not confined by 

definitions of politics, philosophy, finance, or racial prejudice.  

This is so eloquently seen in the movie The Boy in the Striped Pajamas. These two 

young friends, separated by a stretch of wire, saw in each other their common ground, their 

common hopes, and their common dreams. They learned to see their differences, but they saw 

their common points first. They shared, without expecting return. They spoke without fear of 

disagreement. They disagreed without fear of separation. They lived without letting the fear of 

tomorrow and the pride of life today discouraging them from their friendship. Yes, they lived 

on different sides of that wire, but they lived in tolerance and acceptance of one another in spite 

of that wire. That is, at the very least, a start on the definition of purity, if nothing else is. They 

first saw each other and not the wire. Children all over the world teach us this lesson on the 

purity of real relationships every day, but we do not listen as well as we should, I fear. 

While children everywhere do fight, they are willing to forgive in short order. That is 

part of the universality of a child’s purity. It is an open relationship, with the love and 

encouragement that comes in just being who they are right now. Oh, how I wish I could return 

to such a point of common purity, one seen in every child, in every land, in every hour. It is 

universal. 

Children also, in their growing up, love without reservation. What they come to see as 

secure, they love. What they come to understand as safe, they return to, even when things are 



 

not perfect. What they see as imperfections, they overlook as their own gift of grace to the 

world. Oh, yes, we need to see the world through the eyes and through the heart of a child, for 

it is purity indeed. 

In my travels around this world as a missionary, I have observed that kids everywhere 

have basically the same sense of humor. They laugh freely at the things that they see which to 

them are funny. It is not hidden behind some veil; it just stands out as funny to them and so 

they laugh. They tease, they feel, and they play ready to see the funny and experience the good. 

They are at ease with their youth and they respond with kindness to those that they have come 

to trust. To all kids, everywhere, there is a space of common ground, even when language 

barriers, or barriers imposed by critical adults around them, prohibit them from truly expressing 

themselves to one another. 

One particular point of observation that has always amazed me is how kids teach each 

other their own languages without feeling embarrassed that they do not know how the other 

thinks or expresses himself. They see in each other an opportunity for fun and for the exchange 

of time, compassion, and friendship, and that is all. If left to their own devices, they never see 

race or reasons for discrimination. All that they see is another human being and a possible 

friend. 

Yes, some kids are shy. That is true the world over as well. But children, even the shy 

ones, find a way to open doors to other worlds without recriminations and without biases. If 

they have a bias, it has come to them from their parents who do not know how to behave in a 

like manner of simple purity, having experienced the marrings of the social conflicts of their 

area. Kids should be the fundamental definition of purity. They see and they act with a sense of 

what the spiritual should be like, and was like, before the tragedy in Eden.   

Where the different cultures drift apart is when the consciousness of the child 

transitions into the callousness and self-centeredness of the teen and then the over-extended 

adult.  But even then, the most callous, the most sarcastic, the most self-authorized person, still 

sees the ultimate clarity found in the child’s eye, for they were once his eyes, and he looks back 

with pain at what choices he has made and the consequences of those choices. He is convicted 

by the lesser angels, one might say, that have influenced him to pick his own fruit from the tree.  

Oh, the beauty of the child can call him back, if ever he will allow the vision that he once saw 

to again dominate his definitions, his perspectives, and his hopes as it did when he too was a 

child.   



 

Yes, children everywhere are the same: pure, innocent, and free from the memories of 

their own mediocrity that will later define their lives. Children everywhere, in every culture, in 

every corner of this world, are the same pure voices of what should be and what can be, if the 

morality with which they live is adopted and proclaimed by their older siblings. They all see 

life as an interchange of friendship, albeit limited at times. They see companionship, 

enjoyment, and dreamings of a better time yet to come. They see value in the simple things and 

are amazed at their world still. 

“Look unto the child and learn from him if you want to know what true purity really is” 

is a proverb that should be written, but one that I have never read anywhere.  I have travelled in 

Europe, in Asia, in the South Pacific, and in Central America; in all of those places, and the 

ones in between, the purity of the child’s heart and mind is one common, ultimate voice—a 

voice of innocence.  It amazes me how the world over the same is true of every child’s purity. 

The question is not the universality of the child’s purity, but rather what causes 

mankind to choose to leave innocence behind and choose the path of cynicism and self-

centeredness. In the beginning, God intended all mankind to have purity like a child. That is 

why we see Christ comparing those in the kingdom to little children. Purity was to be natural.  

It is not a natural choice to leave the way of purity, is it? It happened due to sin entering the 

world.  That which is totally natural and without sin is the way of simple purity, as seen and 

experienced in the eyes of the child. 

 

[Should one want to do so, sit down and ask a child the really important questions of 

life and let him tell you, in his little words, what the big things really are all about. This will be 

the great education, the great call of purity which we all seek.] 

 

 

 

 


