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Dedicated to the men and women who took God at 
His word to "prove Me," and made all these 
thrilling stories possible.

It is my hope that these experiences will inspire 
you, the reader, to tap into heaven’s vast resources 
as you combine human effort with divine power.



A CIRCLE IN THE SAND

A major problem in the world today—as it 
has always been—is the attitude toward ownership.

This question of ownership was so 
beautifully illustrated on the sands of St. Lawrence 
Island, Alaska, by the toe of an Eskimo’s boot.

Nathan Noonwook invited a visiting minister to 
accompany him on the long hike, from the village of 
Savoonga to Ewaak, an extinct Eskimo village buried by 
the shifting sands of more than 200 years. It was a raw 
day in a raw land, cold and blustery. Wisps of icy spray 
stung their faces when they looked seaward.

As they trudged along, the minister found two glass 
balls the Japanese use as floats on their fishing nets. 
Having broken away during a storm, the current carried 
them across the sea and laid them on this far-away shore. 
They were complete with their cord cradles. He wanted 
them. He could already see them hanging on the wall at 
home—a souvenir of this eventful trip.

As he looked for a place to hide them so he could 
pick them up on his return, Nathan took them away from 
him and dropped them back on the beach. The pastor 
wasn’t about to lose his treasure this easily, so he said,
"Nathan, I wanted those."

"They’re yours," he replied. And then he did the 
strangest thing. With the toe of his boot he made a circle
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A Circle in the Sand

around them in the sand-then headed down the beach.
The minister was tempted to pick them up, and hide 

them under his jacket, but thought better of it, and hurried 
to catch up with him. "Will they be there?" he asked. 
"They be there," was Nathan’s laconic reply. He shrugged 
his shoulders, wondering at this strange custom to denote 
ownership.

He found some more "treasures" and, like he had 
been taught, drew a mark around them with his boot. 
Nathan nodded approvingly-he had passed his first test as 
an Eskimo.

Cruising back and forth beyond the high tide marks, 
he came across a long piece of new rope that must have 
washed from the decks of some freighter. This was indeed 
a treasure in a land where everything is in short supply. 
They weren’t going to trust this to a mark in the sand. No 
way! He would carry it!

When Nathan saw what he intended to do, he shook 
his head (he had failed). "Well-all right," he told him, 
"but, at least, I’ll put it far enough from the water so a 
high wave won’t carry it away." Nathan nodded and 
watched as he made a big ditch around the coil of rope, 
and they continued on their way.

When the pastor asked when he would come to get 
it, he casually replied, "One month-maybe-two I come 
with my snow traveller (snowmobile)."

"How long will it be there?" he queried.
"Till mark go away." Nathan seemed surprised that 

the minister wouldn’t know.
Coming from a society of locks, vaults, bars, and 

alarm systems, it seemed so strange to find a people who 
would honor a circle in the sand as proof of ownership. On
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A Circle in the Sand

further inquiry, he learned that a different philosophy is 
responsible. When an Eskimo sees the mark around some 
object, he doesn’t wonder who it belongs to, but rather 
thinks it isn't mine!

That evening, back at his little cabin, a number of 
Nathan’s neighbors gathered for a meeting. It was really 
Eskimos wall-to-wall with lots of happy children 
sandwiched in between.

Using a marking pen on a piece of snowmobile 
carton, the minister began to explain the origin of the 
world. He drew a circle for the earth, and explained that 
God created it. Then he drew a man, and a tree. He had 
to wait for one of the men who had been outside to 
explain the tree, for in this barren land there were only 
bushes.

When he was satisfied they knew what a tree was, 
he told them that this is what God did to the tree. At this 
point he made an imaginary circle with the toe of his shoe 
on the cabin floor. They watched intently.

"Whose tree was it?” he asked.
"God’s," they replied in unison.
"But," he explained, "the man took some fruit from

the tree."
Immediately they cried out, "No! No! Him thief! 

Him steal fruit from God’s tree."

And, that’s exactly what Adam became 
when he violated the restriction in his dominion
(his stewardship)—a thief.

The Christian concept is that God owns the 
world and everything in it. Man was created a
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A Circle in the Sand

steward and only given dominion of the things 
which God made and sustains. The pagan concept 
denies the ownership o f God and considers 
possession as ownership.

If a Christian claims ownership over his 
possessions, he is practicing a pagan philosophy. 
By denying God’s ownership whatever else he may 
profess is without any foundation. For life to have 
any meaning, a person must recognize God as the 
Owner, and him self as a steward.
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M Y ACCOUNT W ITH GOD

Money is a blessing if used wisely. But, it 
can be a great curse if used unwisely. There will 
come a day when each one of us will have to give 
an account of his stewardship.

The house sat like a prim spinster among the white 
houses on the maple-tree-lined street of the little village. 
It was a friendly place—freshly painted—African Violets
peeked from the front window.

The lady who answered the knock belonged with the 
house, almost regal—in a neighborly sort of way. She said, 
"I’m so happy you came," and led the callers into the 
living room. It was decorated with the bric-a-brac and 
mementoes of another day—a day of long ago—but not a 
forgotten one.

Two of the elders had called to discuss with her the 
business of the church. Each member was being invited to 
engage in a systematic plan of finance so the expenses of 
operating the church and school could be met in a
budgeted, business-like way.

"Pardon me for a moment, "she smiled, "I must get
my account book for God."

An account book for God? They looked at each 
other, wondering. They had seen many account books, all 
types and kinds of ledgers. . .but, an account book for
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My Account with God

God? They waited eagerly, hoping to catch a glimpse of 
what lay between the red covers of the little book she 
brought from a corner desk.

She drew up a spooled rocker and opened the first 
page—January. There on one side in neat script she had 
recorded everything she had contributed to the church: 
tithes, expenses, and mission offerings. On the other was 
a record of the many charities to which she gave.

She hesitated before turning to February, and almost 
apologetically explained, "I wanted to check my book 
before discussing this matter with you, because I want to 
be sure I’m not in arrears in my account with God."

Possibly not many people keep a special account 
book just for God, but it is certain He does. What would 
it be like to sit down with an angel bookkeeper (the 
heavenly auditor) and look over the records of only the past 
year?

Imagine watching as the angel opens the book to 
January. There, in letters of gold, are the entries of the 
tithes and freewill offerings. . .or is the page blank? 
Would we be satisfied with the records of February, 
March, April, May, June, July, August. . .(I can explain 
that—I was on vacation, and I guess I just forgot). . 
September, October, November, and December?

When it’s too late to change, and the 
accounts are all totaled-when "I’m sorry" and "I 
forgot" w on’t matter any more—maybe some of us 
will wish we had been as careful as the little lady 
in the little white house, who said, "I want to be 
sure I’m not in arrears in my account with God."
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"I BELIEVE THAT"

The Israelites saw all the plagues that fell on 
the Egyptians. They saw the armies o f Egypt 
drown in the Red Sea. They drank water from a 
rock in the desert, and ate the bread of heaven for 
40 years. But right on the borders o f Caanan, 
when the water stopped flowing, they didn't 
believe that God would provide for them.

The unbelief of the human family has always 
been the biggest problem for God.

- Adam didn’t really believe he would die if 
he ate the fruit o f the forbidden tree.

- Abraham didn’t really believe he would 
have a son when his wife was 90 years 
old—and he was almost 100.

- The Israelites never really believed, in 
spite of the miracles God worked in 
their behalf.

The Spirit o f Prophecy says of our day:

"The love of the world has a terrible hold
upon the people whom the Lord has
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I Believe That

commanded to watch and pray always, lest 
coming suddenly He find them sleeping. 
"They are becoming rich in worldly things, 
but not rich toward God. They DO NOT 
BELIEVE in the shortness of time; they DO 
NOT BELIEVE that the end of all things is 
at hand, that Christ is at the door. " 2T196

Why don’t we believe?
Perhaps it is easier to believe in a god we 

can see than in a God we can’t see.

A church member asked his pastor to visit him; he 
had a question he wanted to ask.

He began, "You don’t have to talk to me about the 
tithe. Before we returned the tithe, we didn’t have the rug 
you see on the floor, nor the comfortable chair you are 
sitting in."

He explained that, as a non-Christian, his 
intemperate habits consumed so much money there was 
barely enough left to pay the regular bills, and none for the 
comforts of life. To make matters worse, he suddenly lost 
the only job he had had all his life. For him, his world 
ended. Because of his age (70) it was difficult to find 
other employment; he and his wife had to skimp along on 
the small wage she earned as a housekeeper in the local 
hospital. He spent his days sitting in a chair, looking out 
the window—brooding.

Then came a turning point. One of the neighbors
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I Believe That

invited them to a series of evangelistic meetings. Having 
nothing else to do, they accepted. (Besides it didn’t cost 
anything) At these meetings they heard, for the first time, 
the good news of God’s love, and the sacrifice of Jesus for 
their salvation. Some weeks later they gave their hearts to 
God. This didn’t solve their financial problems, but it did 
give them new hope.

Then, one day their former pastor dropped by for a 
Bible study and explained the tithing system. The man said 
he literally threw up his hands as he retorted, "There’s no 
way! There is absolutely no way we can take ten-per-cent 
out of our meager income, and have anything left to eat-let 
alone pay the monthly bills."

The pastor patiently suggested, "Why don’t you try 
it for a month. If, at the end of that time you have 
suffered any lack of the things you need—I’ll quit 
preaching."

Well, the man thought, if the pastor is willing to 
stake his job on it-w e’ll try it. "We didn’t make any more 
money that month," he related, "and the bills weren’t any 
less, but we didn’t lack anything either. So, from that time 
to this we have faithfully tithed our income. I don’t 
understand it but we have been able to purchase a nice rug, 
chairs, and other things we needed, at the same time.

"So. . ." he explained, "we come to the real reason 
I wanted you to visit us today. For this new building 
program, they have asked each of us to make a 
commitment to the project. I don’t have a job. How can 
I make a commitment?"

The pastor smiled, "Of course it isn’t God’s plan 
for you to be out of work."

"I don’t understand," he sounded puzzled.
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I Believe That

"Look at it this way," the pastor explained, "if you 
were working for me, what would be my part?"

"Why," he rubbed his chin as he thought. "Why. . 
you’d tell me where to work and what you wanted me to 
do."

"That’s right. What would be your part?"
"To do what you asked," he immediately replied.
"Exactly, and, as a steward, you are working for 

God. It is up to Him to tell you where to work and, like 
Paul, you should ask, ’Lord, what do you want me to do.’ 
So, I am positive that God has a job just waiting for you. 
All you have to do is ask Him where it is."

He bowed his head in thought for a moment, then 
looking up, smiled and said, "/ believe that." The 
telephone rang; he went out to the kitchen to answer it. At 
this point his wife told the pastor how she worried each day 
that he might take his life; he was that depressed. She said, 
"When my husband said, ’I believe that’ I saw the light 
come back into his eyes."

When he returned, the pastor looked to see the 
"light" in his eyes. Evidently it was something only his 
wife could see. He assumed that during the man’s period 
of depression, the "light" had gone from his eyes, but faith 
restored it. He did, however, notice a puzzled expression.

"Who was it?" asked his wife. He gave a man’s 
name and explained that he was a farmer who lived on the 
edge of town.

"What did he want," she wanted to know.
"He just offered me a steady job!"
In the prayer that followed, the pastor didn’t ask 

God to provide a job--He had already done that. He 
thanked Him for answering a commitment of faith when the
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I Believe That

man said, "I believe that."

Principle: We are limited to following directions; God 
is unlimited in producing the results. It is a question of 
obedience.

"Those who defer obedience till every shadow of 
uncertainty disappears and there remains no risk o f 
failure or defeat, will never obey at all." 
Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 290

Promise:
" When we devote ourselves to the affairs o f the 
kingdom o f God, He will mind our affairs."
Our High Calling, p. 196

This is only a rewording of the promise of Jesus:

"But seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his 
righteousness; and all these things shall be added 
unto you. Matthew 6:33
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TH E G ENERA L’S M EN

When Elisha met the widow o f Zarephath, she had 
at least enough oil and meal to make two cakes for 
herself and her son. But the widow in the 
Dominican Republic didn’t have anything for her 
children.

The money she earned from domestic work was so 
small that week that after she took out the tithe and paid 
the rent there wasn’t anything left with which to buy food. 
Her children begged her to use the tithe money, but she 
refused, explaining that using it would be stealing-that it 
was God’s money. She told them she was positive that God 
would provide for them~He had promised.

There was enough food for a meager supper that 
Friday evening, but nothing for Sabbath morning. Some 
very hungry, unhappy children went to church that day. 
They felt their mother had been unreasonable; that going 
without food was unfair. Although she was concerned for 
the children, she managed to conceal it from them and 
continued to encourage them by insisting that God would 
provide.

Walking home following the services, the family 
approached the street where they lived. To their dismay,
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The General’s Men

they saw an army vehicle parked in front of the house. 
Fear clutched their hearts. They had no food, and now 
they supposed there was some problem with the military 
police.

Two officers sat in the vehicle--watching-as the 
family went into the house, then one of them came to the
door and asked if M rs_____lived there. She said she was
the lady, and asked what the problem was. "There’s no 
problem," he replied. And without another word he went 
back to the vehicle and the two men began to bring in 
boxes and boxes of food. They worked swiftly, saying 
nothing, except to ask where she wanted the boxes placed.

The last containers they brought were filled with 
steaming hot food, which they placed on the table. All this 
time, the family just stood and watched. They were so 
amazed they were speechless. Finally, just as the officers 
prepared to leave, the mother managed to ask where the 
food came from, and why they had brought it.

One of the men replied, "I know where it came 
from lady, but I don’t know why. Yesterday the General 
gave us a list of things to bring here, and ordered us to 
bring a prepared meal for five people and deliver it at 12 
o’clock today. That’s all I know."

Not only did the family have a feast that Sabbath, 
but there was enough food in those boxes to last them for 
three months!

Postscript: After the widow learned the name of 
the General, she remembered that she had been his 
housekeeper ten years before, but had not seen 
him since. Her exhibition of faith made an
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The General’s Men

enduring impression on her children. They would 
never forget that if one is faithful in following 
God’s commands, He will provide.

God has promised to make the nine tenths 
worth more than the ten tenths. Jesus said, "If ye 
have faith, and doubt not." (Matthew 21:21)
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H E O W NED HIS OW N JAIL

One thinks of jails in terms of fortress-like 
structures o f concrete or stone, barred windows, 
iron doors, and massive locks. But, sometimes a 
prison doesn’t have walls, nor barred windows, 
nor locks. Consider the case of the man who was 
rich enough to own his own jail.

The phone wouldn’t stop ringing. The pastor opened 
one eye and glanced at the bed-side clock. It was two 
o’clock! He picked up the receiver, said "Hello," then 
came wide awake when the caller identified himself. The 
name was that of a wealthy recluse who had built a castle 
on a round knob in the middle of the valley. Being a sort 
of mystery man, his name was often in the news.

"You must come to see me immediately," the caller
said.

"Can’t this wait until morning," protested the
pastor.

"No. This is a life and death matter. You must 
come now\"

"I’ll be there in a few minutes," the minister
replied.

As he drove along the deserted streets to the address 
he was given, he kept wondering at this strange request.
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He Owned His Own Jail

Frequently he had passed by the hill with a high stone wall 
around its base, and the castle-like mansion on its crest. 
Each time his curiosity was aroused. The newspapers 
occasionally carried pictures of the owner, so he knew 
what he looked like. But, he wondered what kind of man 
would isolate himself from society and live like a hermit 
(that’s how the papers termed his life-style). Now, at last, 
his curiosity would be rewarded. However, he would have 
preferred this at a more reasonable hour.

He stopped his car before the massive gates to the 
entrance-identified himself-and waited for the guard to 
secure the two German shepherds that guarded the grounds. 
Finally the guard opened the gate and led him up the hill 
to the mansion. Another guard carefully checked his 
identification, and admitted him to the main house. 
Passing through two more check points, the minister found 
himself before a door with a small opening at eye level. 
This was opened by the owner himself, and being satisfied 
that the minister was alone, admitted him and quickly 
closed, and bolted the door.

The room was spacious enough, with windows all 
around, and expensively decorated. Original paintings 
graced the walls. Some exquisite carvings were displayed 
on a shelf.

The pastor was shown to a comfortable chair; the 
man seated himself behind a massive desk. He sat studying 
the minister for a few moments, than began,

"The reason I had to see you right now is that they 
are trying to kill me."

"Who’s trying to kill you?" asked the pastor.
"I don’t know who they are, but I know they are. 

But, they won’t get away with it. They’ll find out. I’m
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He Owned His Own Jail

ready for them."
While the minister was thinking of a reply, the man 

said, "Slip your hand down beside the cushion in your 
chair. ”

The pastor recoiled when his hand touched the cold 
steel of a pistol.

The man laughed. Opening a drawer of his desk he 
pulled out a heavy automatic. He held it in the palm of his 
hand-studied it for a moment-then put it back in the 
drawer and said, "There’s a gun in every chair in this 
room. They’ll never catch me unprepared."

By this time the minister managed to adjust to this 
bizarre situation so he could ask, "Why would anyone 
want to kill you?"

"For my money." The man laughed as if it were a 
stupid question.

"If that is the case," the pastor responded, "why 
don’t you get rid of it. Then you won’t have any 
problem. I got up at two o’clock this the morning, drove 
across town on mostly deserted streets, and no one tried to 
kill me."

The man sat rubbing his chin, obviously intrigued 
by this suggestion. Finally, he asked, "What would I do 
with it?"

"Oh, that’s the easy part," replied the pastor. 
"There are millions of people who don’t have any place to 
live, clothes to wear, nor food to eat. Just think of all the 
good you could do—all the want and suffering you could 
relieve. And. . .then no one would want to kill you."

The man didn’t say anything for several moments; 
he sat staring at his desk. Then he said, "That is an 
interesting suggestion. I’ll think about it. . .and I’ll get in
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He Owned His Own Jail

touch with you when I decide what I want to do."
Leaving the premises involved the same procedure 

as entering. The pastor heaved a sigh of relief when he 
backed his car out of the driveway and turned toward 
home.

Each day he anticipated a call that never came. He 
prayed that this poor, rich man would make the right 
decision. Then, two weeks later he picked up the morning 
paper from his front porch. On the front page in bold 
headlines were the words WEALTHY RECLUSE 
KILLS SELF, and a picture of his early morning caller.

Evidently his home became his jail; his fears, his 
jailers. The pressure became too great-suicide seemed the 
only way to freedom.

A jail can be a lonely room, or a spacious 
castle. The jailers can be fear, remorse, guilt. . or 
even prosperity. Strange as it may seem, there are 
some people who are rich enough to own their 
own jails.
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TH E M ILKM AN

If the check from the co-op creamery 
wouldn’t cover the tithes and offerings, and buy 
food for the coming week, which would you 
choose? (a) buy the groceries and pay the tithe and 
offerings later, or (b) put the tithe and offerings in 
the Lord’s treasury, and trust Him to provide for 
your physical needs.

These were the choices facing a dairy farmer 
and his wife that Friday morning. Due to a book
keeping error, an over-payment had been made 
over a six month period; now the co-op deducted 
this amount from this one check.

After praying over the matter, they decided 
to return the tithe, give their offerings, and trust 
God for their needs. Now go on with the story.

After worship, the farmer decided to mend some 
fences. He drove his tractor and a trailer loaded with fence 
posts and wire down to one of the pastures and began 
digging a post hole. He stopped working when someone 
called to him from the nearby road.

Walking over to the fence he saw a man dressed in
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The Milkman

a business suit, and mud-splattered shoes. He said, "I need 
help; I missed that turn at the bottom of the hill and slid 
off into the ditch. I wonder if you would be so kind as to 
pull my car back into the road. I’ll be happy to pay 
whatever you ask."

'T il be glad to,” replied the farmer, "just wait until 
I unhitch the trailer." The man thanked him and waited.

On the way down to the corner, the farmer learned 
that the man was a salesman. He had taken the wrong fork 
in a road—found himself on this back road-and being in a 
hurry, was going too fast to negotiate the slippery corner.

He noticed something else: one of his neighbors, 
who had a farm half way to the comer, was out in his field 
with his tractor. Why, he wondered, didn’t the salesman 
ask him for help. He knew his neighbor would have been 
happy to do it. He must have seen him. He dismissed the 
thought.

The tractor easily pulled the mired car from the 
ditch. The farmer unhooked the tow-chain and was 
preparing to leave when the man took out his wallet and 
said, "I can’t tell you how much I appreciate your help. 
What do I owe you?"

"Nothing," the farmer replied, "I am just happy I 
could help—and glad you weren’t hurt."

"But I want to pay you for this."
"Absolutely not. I hope you don’t have any more 

problems, and I hope you have a good day."
Without saying anything more, the man slipped 

some bills in the jacket pocket of the farmer, and waved 
his thanks as he drove away.

Suddenly, the farmer had the feeling that God had 
just performed a miracle for him. This feeling was so
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The Milkman

strong that he didn’t even touch the pocket in which the 
man had placed the money. He drove back to his house, 
rushed in, and to his surprised wife said, "Honey, I think 
God just worked a miracle for us."

"How?" she asked.
"Just reach into this pocket—and see."
She found three folded bills. When she opened 

them, she gasped, "Why this is more than we gave in tithes 
and offerings!"

"It has to be a miracle," he replied. "That man 
passed our neighbor who was out in his field by the road 
with his tractor—and he didn’t even see him."

What can one say except, Praise God from 
whom all blessings flow.

"Our heavenly Father has a thousand ways to
provide for us o f which we know nothing."

Ministry of Healing p. 481
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D O N ’T STRETCH  YOUR HEART

It is very difficult to be contented with what 
one has when others have more. This is an 
important lesson that must be learned to lead a 
tranquil life.

Paul said, 7  have learned, in whatsoever state I 
am, therewith to be content. "
Philippians 4:11)

A fter Paul learned this lesson , 
circumstances, no matter how unpleasant, never 
affected his peace o f mind. A native girl in 
Trinidad had also learned this secret to happiness.

A visitor leaving the island had passed through the 
many customs and security check points. He was waiting 
at the end of a long concourse for his flight back to the 
mainland. He looked out at the empty runways of the 
airport, and the hazy mountains in the distance. Seeing 
nothing of interest, he reached in his bag for a book. It was 
then that he noticed a native girl as she started to wash the 
large window just a few feet from where he was sitting.

He watched as she carefully scrubbed the window 
with soapy water, then used a rubber scraper to remove the
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Don’t Stretch Your Heart

suds. Finally, as she completed her task, she sighed and 
slumped down in a chair in front of the window. She 
studied the little tool she was slowly turning in her hand.

Looking up, she smiled and said, "Where do you
live?"

"Washington," he replied.
"Oh! Washington, D.C.," Her eyes opened wide.
"No. . . Washington State." The visitor couldn’t 

help noticing how attractive she was-especially when she 
laughed. It was contagious.

"I never heard of that. Where is it?"
He explained that Washington, D.C. is on one side 

of the United States; Washington State is on the other. 
Then he described (in the glowing terms of a proud native) 
the beauties of his home. She oh’d and ah’d over the vivid 
picture he painted of huge trees, wide, flowing rivers, and 
snow-capped mountains.

"O-o-o-oh!" she exclaimed, clasping her hands 
together, "How I’d like to see it."

"Well," he invited, "come on over and I’ll show it 
to you."

"I’d love to, but I know I can’t." He was amazed, 
as he watched her expression change from shadow to 
sunshine. It reminded him of a day in April. She asked,

"Aren’t you going to stay for the carnival?"
"No," he said, "I have to go home now."
"Oh, you must stay and see the carnival."
"I’d love to, but I can’t this time—maybe some other

time."
As he saw the sparkle in her eyes when she said 

"carnival," he asked, "Are you going to the carnival?"
"Of course," she simply glowed, "I love the
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carnival." Her look and the tone of her voice left no doubt 
about how she felt about carnivals.

"Are you going to be in the carnival?" he asked.
Now her face clouded again. She looked down at 

the little tool she kept turning in her hand, and quietly 
replied, "No, I can’t be in the carnival-I don’t have a nice 
dress. I can’t afford one."

"Oh, I’m sorry," he replied, sharing her 
disappointment. She didn’t say anything for a few 
moments. Then, she straightened her shoulders as if to 
shrug off a feeling of disappointment-her face was sunny 
again and she said, "But that’s all right. I’ll enjoy 
watching the carnival anyway." She hesitated, then quietly 
added, "There’s no use stretching your heart where your 
hand cannot reach."

The visitor’s mouth dropped open. He leaned 
forward and asked, "What did you say?"

She seemed surprised that he would ask, then 
replied, "I just said, there’s no use stretching your heart 
where your hand cannot reach."

"But, that’s beautiful."
"It is?"
"Of course it is. It reminds me of what the Bible 

says. Do you know about the Bible?"
"But, of course." Her reply was almost a rebuke.
"Well, Paul said that no matter what the conditions 

were, he had learned to be contented."
"He said that?"
"Yes, he did, but, you know, I think the way you 

said it is more beautiful." There was that infectious laugh 
again.

"What is your name?" he asked.
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"Bernadette."
"Bernadette, I’ll never forget you, nor the beautiful 

lesson you have taught me today." There was that 
unforgettable laugh again.

There is a divine principle that God never 
entrusts a person with more than they can manage 
wisely. Because individuals have differing 
capacities, some may be entrusted with m ore- 
some with less. The wise use o f this entrusted 
capital is all that is required.

However, there always lurks the possibility 
of discontent—or even envy—especially if one has 
so little when others have so much. One must 
learn the lesson Bernadette expressed so 
beautifully: there*s no use stretching your heart 
where your hand cannot reach. This is a guarantee 
for contentment.
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TH E LONG BOARDS

When the children o f Israel were caught 
between Pharaoh’s cavalry and the Red Sea, they 
panicked. M oses appealed to God for help. He 
said, "Have the people move forward." To the 
Israelites the sea was a major obstacle—to God just 
a drop o f water.

The major obstacle to the people, in the first stages 
of building a new church, was a "freeze" the Government 
placed on all building materials during the early stages of 
World War II.

The pastor suggested they use all the materials they 
had on hand, and depend on the Lord for the rest. The 
members pointed out that if they did this, all they would 
have would be a foundation, the first floor, and some 
walls. And besides, these would be ruined in a short time 
by the approaching winter weather.

Eventually, relying more on the pastor’s faith, than 
their own, they began construction. When all the available 
materials had been used, they asked him if he had any 
further suggestions. He had: a prayer meeting! They told 
God they had gone as far as they could. If they were to 
finish His house, He would have to provide the materials.
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The following morning, the pastor felt impressed to 
drive into town. As he approached the urban area, he 
glanced across a vacant lot to a side street and saw a sign: 
BUILDING SUPPLY. He had never noticed this before.

The proprietor greeted him and asked if he could be 
of help.

"Yes, you can," smiled the pastor, "I need 48 
pieces of 2 by 8—22 feet long."

The man asked, "Did you say 22 feet?" His look 
was a study in puzzlement.

"That’s right, 22 feet."
"Who are you?"
"I’m the pastor of the_____________ church."
"That figures. Why do you want those boards?"
The pastor explained that they were building a new 

church; that they had used up all the materials they had on 
hand, and needed these timbers to continue the project.

"A church, did you say?" the man questioned.
"That’s right."
"That figures too," was his reply.
Now, it was the pastor’s turn to be puzzled. "Why 

did you say, ’that figures?’" he asked.
"Because, the man replied, "yesterday a car-load of 

lumber arrived at my yard. On that car are the timbers 
you want—22 feet long. . .but I didn’t order them!"

"When the Lord gives a work to be done, let not men stop 
to inquire into the reasonableness o f the command or the 
probable result o f their efforts to obey. The supply in their 
hands may seem to fa ll short o f the need to be filled; but in 
the hands o f the Lord, it will prove more than sufficient." 
Prophets and Kings, p. 243
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H E FOUND GOD IN PRISON

Someone has said, "Iron bars do not a 
prison make."

More often than not, a personal prison is 
constructed o f wrong attitudes, wrong choices, or 
wrong courses o f action. And, while the physical 
body may be free, the tortured mind will not allow 
the peace and rest which Jesus promised.

He stood out like a neon sign on a starless night. 
The evening evangelistic sermon was about to begin when 
he came down the center aisle and took a seat. One could 
hardly miss the flame-red pants, the red and white checked 
shirt in the midst of the conservatively dressed 
congregation.

For the next half hour the evangelist’s eyes kept 
wandering back to him. Questions kept flashing in his 
mind. Where did he come from? Who was he? Why had 
he come? He hoped the man wouldn’t leave by a side door 
when the meeting ended. He wanted to meet him or he 
would spend the rest of his life wondering about him.

He needn’t have been concerned for the visitor 
greeted him with a firm hand shake and a broad smile, as 
he said, "I wish you would come to visit me." The
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evangelist reached in his pocket for his pen, and replied, "I 
shall be happy to. What is your address?”

"The county jail.” The evangelist dropped his pen.
"The county jail?"
"Sure. You’ll find me there."
This only added to the mystery. If he was in jail, 

how was he able to attend the meeting?
"You can expect me tomorrow morning," the 

minister told him.
"I’ll be waiting," was his cheery reply.
The following day the minister accompanied by the 

local pastor went to the jail. When they asked if they 
could see Chuck, the jailer said he would check to see if he 
was in. (What was this—some kind of hotel?) The 
ministers looked at each other and shook their heads.

When the guard returned he told them Chuck was 
in, and they could see him if they wished. After producing 
some identification and signing the visitor’s register, they 
were shown to a small enclosure. There was barely room 
enough for the two chairs facing a barred window. Chuck 
arrived and took a seat behind the bars.

Each man knew what was expected of a visiting 
minister: speak words of encouragement, have prayer, etc. 
But they weren’t prepared for what happened: Chuck did 
all the talking. They listened. Somewhere, somehow in 
the forbidding environment of prison, he had found Jesus 
Christ—and he was full of his Subject. For the next fifteen 
minutes they heard him tell of the freedom he had in Jesus.

At one point he leaned forward and asked,
"Do you think I’m in jail?" (Because of the bars, 

they assumed he was).
"Do you want to know who’s in jail?" He didn’t
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wait for an answer. "I’ll tell you." Waving his arms in a 
wide circle, he stated emphatically, "All those people out 
there who don’t know Jesus Christ—they’re the ones that 
are in jail. Me? I’m free as a bird."

Before leaving they asked, "Chuck, can you go out 
to lunch?"

"Sure, why not," was his ready response.
"OK. The day after tomorrow we’ll pick you up 

about eleven."
They had prayer with him. At the moment they had 

the feeling that it would have been more appropriate for 
him to have prayer for them. Apart from their initial 
greeting, this was their sole contribution. They wished him 
God’s blessing-and left.

On Wednesday at eleven o’clock, as they had 
promised, they returned, and went through the same 
routine. They explained the luncheon date to the jailer, and 
soon he returned with Chuck. Driving just out of town, 
they found a quiet little restaurant, took a booth in the 
back, ordered lunch—and waited. But not for long. The 
evangelist asked, "Chuck, how did you ever get into jail?"

"That was the easiest thing I ever did," he replied. 
Without pausing, he launched into the story of his life.

His family lived in a little coastal city. All of his 
relatives, he said, had been in trouble with the law at one 
time or another. They drank, and gambled, fought, and 
broke the law. "When I was old enough," he chuckled, 
"they sent me to the reform school. I was in and out so 
often before I was fifteen, that jail became a second home- 
a sort of vacation."

"Finally," he continued, "I was enrolled (?) in 
Viola." He explained that it was the prison high school for
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older kids. "I spent the next two years there for a little 
incident of breaking and entering." He grinned like this 
was some sort of lark.

When he had served his time, he went home, and 
picked up life where he had left it. One day, bored with 
doing nothing, he decided to visit his brother-in-law in 
another city. (He said he forgot to tell his parole officer) 
They began drinking. Before long they ran out of liquor, 
and having no money, decided to hold up a service station 
on the corner. Without masks, they held up the owner, got 
the money they needed, and bought more booze. Before 
they could drink it, the police were at the door. Now he 
was in big, big trouble. He was sentenced to a term in the 
Big House (penitentiary). He had really "graduated."

Because of his feisty, belligerent nature, he was 
involved in so many fights, that he spent weeks in the hole 
(solitary confinement). One day, sitting in this lightless 
cubicle, he suddenly said to himself, ’Chuck, you’re 
stupid. What’re you doing in here? You’ve got to get out 
of here.’ Then the thought of God came to him.

He had never been to church. God was never 
mentioned in his home except in profanity. But now, he 
began to wonder. For the first time in his life he prayed, 
"God, I don’t even know if You’re up there. But if You 
are, please help me. I’ve got to get out of here or I’ll go 
"stir crazy."

He began to think of ways to escape. Some of the 
inmates had tried to "go over the wall" a couple of weeks 
before. Now they were in "the hole." He discarded that 
idea. There had to be some other way.

Then he had a brilliant thought: good behavior! That 
was it. From that moment he became the model prisoner.
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No more fights, no more solitary. In one year the parole 
board felt he had been rehabilitated to the extent that he 
would be safe outside, and paroled him. There were two 
stipulations: no drinking, no visits to his brother-in-law.

For two months, he enjoyed the freedom of his 
family home. Then one day he began to think of his 
brother-in-law, and all the good times they had. Breaking 
parole, he went for a visit, thinking no one would find out. 
Another drinking bout ensued. When they ran out of 
liquor and money, they held up another service station.

For the first time, Chuck said he knew hopeless 
fear. The judge glared down at him, and barked, "Look at 
your record. All of your life you have been in trouble with 
the law. I should declare you an incorrigible criminal, and 
put you behind bars for the rest of your natural life."

He paused, then continued, "Everything inside of 
me says this should be your sentence. I don’t know why 
I am doing it, but I’m going to give you one last chance 
. .and I mean last\" He sentenced him to a long term-and 
Chuck went back to the "big house."

As he sat in his cell one day, he suddenly thought 
of the birds singing, and the green grass.

"Birds and green grass?" his listeners asked.
"Yes," he explained. "You see, I always thought 

birds were to shoot at, and grass was to tramp on. I can’t 
explain it, but during the time I was on parole, I heard the 
birds singing for the first time. . .and the grass seemed so 
cool, and beautiful." (Evidently God was speaking to him 
through the only medium he would understand)

"As I stared at the cement floor of my cell, I had 
this terrible, hopeless feeling. I couldn’t stand this. I had 
to get out, but how? Good behavior wouldn’t do it; I had
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used up that option. But there had to be some way.” Now 
he began to really pray that God would help him.

One day a notice appeared on the bulletin board 
announcing that a group of Christian businessmen was 
going to hold a Bible study in the chapel the following 
Sunday morning. Maybe this was the answer, he thought. 
(After all, he didn’t have anything to lose, and nothing else 
to do) He signed up for the class.

He enjoyed the singing, and was given a Bible-the 
first one he had ever held. Having time on his hands, he 
began to read. The next Sunday, he confronted one of the 
men and asked what day he kept for the Sabbath. 
"Sunday," was the reply. "Man!" he said, "you don’t even 
know what the book says. You haven’t anything for me." 
He asked another man with the same result. By chance the 
third man he asked was a Seventh-day Adventist, and told 
him he kept the seventh-day Sabbath. Chuck told him, "I 
want to talk to you."

This was the beginning of a close association 
between this businessman and Chuck. There was such a 
remarkable change in his attitude, and behavior that some 
months later, he was allowed to leave the prison each 
Sabbath morning to attend church. He was even permitted 
to spend the balance of the day in this man’s home with 
Adventist youth of his age. "But, I had to be back by five 
o’clock," he added with a chuckle.

At their next meeting, Chuck’s case was reviewed 
by the parole board. It was decided to assign him to a 
work-release program at a county jail. He worked a 
swing-shift in a plywood mill, but lived in the jail. "Had 
to pay for my room and board," he explained. His life
style so impressed the jailer that he was permitted to come
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and go as he pleased.
Earlier, on the evening he found his way into the 

evangelistic meeting, he was sitting in his cell reading his 
Bible. He read about baptism, and wondered what it was 
all about. He became so disturbed, he quit reading, and 
asked the jailer for permission to go for a walk. In deep 
thought, he walked several blocks, when he saw the lights 
in a church. He went in to see what was going on. 
Baptism was the subject for the evening lecture! . . .and 
the evangelist met Chuck.

AND THEN. . .

The last time he saw Chuck was at a camp meeting. 
Cradled in his arms was a baby girl in a pale blue pinafore 
and sunbonnet. "Man! it’s great to see you again," he 
beamed, "I want you to meet my wife Beckie. . .and this 
is my little darling."

Then the pastor remembered on one of their visits, 
he had said his goal was to be baptized, marry a good 
Adventist girl-and settle down. Now he had met all his 
goals. When he was asked how things were going, he 
replied with that infectious smile, "Wonderful! simply 
wonderful! . . .but how can they be any other way, when 
you know Jesus Christ."

Suddenly the pastor saw that visitor’s cell again in 
the county jail—Chuck on the other side of the bars. He 
could hear him say, ’You think I’m in jail. You want to 
know who’s in jail? All those people who don’t know 
Jesus-they’re the ones in jail. Me? I’m as free as the 
birds.’

Then, a look of concern replaced the smile on
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Chuck’s face, and he said, "I have a family to win to 
Jesus. One of my brothers is already a member; it won’t 
be long before my mother will be baptized. . .and oh, yes, 
I’m giving Bible studies to my brother-in-law! But, Pastor,
I need your prayers."

The minister grasped his hand and replied, And I 
need yours, Chuck."

Through the birds and the green grass God 
reached down into the dark recesses o f a cell in 
solitary, and touched the pleading heart of a 
hopeless criminal. He gave Chuck the freedom 
promised to everyone who has Jesus in his heart.

What more can one say? Chuck said it all 
when he said, "You want to know whose in jail? 
I’ll tell you. All those people out there who don’t 
know Jesus Christ as their personal Saviour 
they’re the ones in jail."
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TH E W ASHING M ACHINES

A local elder and his wife were talking with the new 
pastor of the district about the program of the small 
church of which they were members. "There is no way" 
they said, that we can even consider a new sanctuary 
because the economy in this area is so depressed. And, to 
think of restarting our church school is unthinkable."

The pastor kindly pointed out that when God has a 
plan, He always provides for its accomplishment, and, 
opening his Bible read the promise made to Israel in 
Deuteronomy 28:6, "Blessed shalt thou be in the city, and 
blessed shalt thou be in the fie ld ." But, the man protested, 
"It doesn’t say anything about washing machines-and that’s 
the business we’re in."

"But it does say," countered the minister, "that a 
person will be blessed in the city, and that’s where your 
business is, isn’t it?" Why don’t you turn your business 
over to God, and you concentrate on His business? Why 
not let Him work for you?"

Do you mean," asked the wife, "that God would 
help us sell washing machines?" Her disbelief was evident 
in the tone of her voice.

Of course," replied the pastor, "God is interested 
in everything we do."

"How would He help us," she wanted to know.
I m not sure of the method, but He knows
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everyone in the area who is in the market for a washing 
machine, and I suppose He could direct them to your place 
of business."

She smiled, "You really believe that, don’t you?
"Of course. Don’t you?"
"I don’t know," she said honestly, "I suppose I 

have always thought of those promises as belonging to 
Israel, I never really applied them to our situation." She 
turned to her husband. "Why don’t we try it; things can’t 
get any worse." "Why not," was his reply. They knelt 
and asked God to give them the faith to take Him at His 
word--faith to believe.

From the human viewpoint, it was a discouraging, 
almost hopeless situation. The peak months for selling 
washing machines were March, April, and May. Now May 
was nearly gone. Business had been so dismal that the 
man was building a house hoping to sell it to supplement 
their income, while his wife was "minding" the store. 
They had a warehouse full of new and used washers. They 
were even considering laying off the two men (long-time 
employees) who did installation and repairs.

A short time after making their decision, the 
manufacturer they represented announced that it was giving 
a generous bonus for each machine that was sold in May. 
This was the first time the company had ever done this. 
Business picked up, and they received several hundred 
dollars from this.

Now, a strange and wonderful picture began to take 
form. The months of June, July, and August which had 
never been good business months, were excellent. People
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came from nearby towns to buy machines. Their 
warehouse, which had been full of washing machines, was 
now almost empty; the service men were working over
time installing them.

The thought occurred to both of them, that possibly- 
-just possibly business, in general, had taken an upswing. 
However, when the vacation days of August showed no 
slacking in their business they realized that something 
unusual was happening-it must be a miracle! It must be 
related to their decision to go into a partnership with God.

At the end of May the company had extended the 
bonus through the months of June and July. Finally, one 
day in August the announcement came that the bonus 
period would come to an end on the following Friday.

A factory representative suggested that they fill out 
coupons on the washers still in stock with names from their 
customer prospect file, collect the bonuses, and sell the 
machines later. This, they refused to do, saying that God 
wouldn’t want it this way. He shrugged his shoulders, 
spying* It s what the other dealers do. If you don’t want 
to make the money, that’s your business."

THE AMAZING SEQUEL

They knew from past experience that most o f their 
sales came during the first part o f the week, due, in part, 
to their Monday advertising, and the traditional "Monday 
washday". (That’s the day things tend to break down) 
Now, it was Friday and so fa r there had been no sales, not 
one. However on this last day o f the bonus offer, they sold 
five new washers!

God gives bonuses too. On Monday they received
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another telegram from the company saying that the bonus 
period had been extended to the end o f the month; this gave 
them the opportunity to sell all the other machines they had 
in stock.

The Lord promised Israel, "If thou shalt 
hearken diligently unto the voice of the Lord thy 
God, to observe and to do all His commandments 
which I command thee this day, that the Lord thy 
God will set thee on high above all nations of the 
earth: And all these blessings shall come on thee 
and overtake thee."

These two faithful members could testify 
that the same promises made to ancient Israel 
apply to the Israel o f today, for the blessings of 
God will not only "come unto thee" but "overtake thee"l 
(Deuteronomy 28:2)
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CAM E THE HAIL

When disaster strikes it is very difficult to 
accept the fact that often an extremity may be 
God’s opportunity. At such times, if one can 
maintain confidence that God’s plans know no 
haste, and no delay, that all things "work together 
for good," then he can leave his problems in the 
hands o f One who knows no failure.

The full heads of barley gently waving in the warm 
September breeze were just waiting for harvest. It had been 
a good year, and the yield from this field would pay the 
school tuition for the farmer’s three children.

On the day before the harvest was to begin, dark 
clouds loomed over the distant horizon. The wind picked 
up, forks of lightning announced the approaching storm. 
In a few moments giant drops of rain came slanting down. 
Hail the size of large marbles slashed into the earth.

The storm only lasted a few minutes, but after it 
passed, not one spear of barley was left standing. The 
field looked like it had been flattened by a giant roller.

As the farmer and his wife surveyed the disaster, 
from their front window, he said, "Well, there went the 
tuition money." His wife gently reminded him that they had 
seen hard times before and God always saw them through.
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They knelt and thanked Him for sparing their home, 
for His past mercies. They placed themselves, and their 
problem in His hands.

The winter was a financial struggle. Just when it 
appeared they would have to borrow money to meet current 
expenses, the Government initiated a crop-reduction 
program. A farmer who would agree not to plant any 
crops on specified sections of his land would be paid a 
stipulated sum for each acre in the block. Under the 
agreement, however, he was allowed to harvest any crops 
that grew spontaneously.

The money from this agreement saw the family 
through the worst months of winter, but they knew there 
would be a sizable balance for unpaid tuition when school 
closed. They would have to meet this; they didn’t know 
how.

He explained that wheat and some other grains will 
"winter over." That is, survive the extremes of cold in this 
section of the country-however, barley never does. So, 
there was no hope from this source.

Spring came, and the sun began to warm the land. 
One day, he looked out over the barley field; it seemed to 
have a greenish cast. Thinking it was due to the lighting, 
he dismissed it, then thought he would at least walk out to 
the field and check. To his utter amazement it appeared 
that every grain of barley the hail had driven into the 
ground those months before had sprouted and was sending 
up a little, green shoot!

Racing back to the house, he shouted for his wife to 
come and see the miracle God had performed in the barley 
field. Together, they stood there shaking their heads in 
disbelief-at the same time thanking God for His goodness.
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He said that in all the years he had farmed, he 
never harvested such a bountiful crop of barley. The 
proceeds not only covered their obligations, but provided 
a surplus to apply on the next year’s tuition bills.

Job speaks o f the treasures of the hail, but 
one usually thinks o f this in a destructive sense, 
rather than a means God used to reward two 
faithful servants who had implicit trust in Him.

One is reminded of the promise:

"Prove me now herewith, i f  I will not open you the 
windows o f heaven, and pour you out a blessing, 
that there shall not be room enough to receive it. " 
Malachi 3:10
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One day a pastor and a visiting minister, 
who was holding a seminar in his church, were 
discussing the subject of motivation. Being close 
friends, they often engaged in spirited discussions; 
this was one o f those.

The pastor held the view that to motivate 
people some external stimulus is required such as 
an objective, or a structured program. His friend 
disagreed. He argued that effective motivation 
must come from within the individual. Plans or 
procedures only direct the results of this 
motivation into the right, and most efficient 
channels. Because of an immediate appointment, 
they did not come to an agreement. This was done 
for them by an incident which happened two days 
later.

Just before the evening meeting, the speaker was 
arranging the materials for his overhead projector. A 
member approached and said, "This evening I gave the 
church treasurer a check for $2500 for tithe." The minister
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smiled and continued with his work. The man asked, 
"Aren’t you curious? Don’t you want to know why?"

"The answer to both questions," he replied, "is yes. 
But, I just thought you must have had a sizable income, 
and were returning the tithe as a matter of principle. I 
wasn’t aware that it was something special."

"It was special," the man replied. Then related the 
following experience.

"Two nights ago," he said, "you were explaining 
how God deals with us: always up front-straight forward 
. . .sometimes miraculous. After my wife and I returned 
home I put another log on the fire and we sat down and 
began to discuss the evening’s subject.

"I happened to recall a time when we were in a 
desperate financial situation, and God worked a real 
miracle for us. When I finished, my wife remembered 
another incident. Then I thought of another. As we sat 
there recounting these events, we were amazed how many 
there were. We had forgotten most of them until this 
evening.

"After I retired, I didn’t go to sleep for some time; 
I lay there thinking over all the wonderful ways God had 
provided for us. Then the thought crossed my mind: in 
God’s dealings with us there were never any fringe  
areas.

"What do you mean by fringe areas?" questioned 
the minister.

"It’s like this," he said, "I deal in a number of 
different businesses: logging, earth moving, excavating- 
heavy equipment, etc. It is often difficult to determine 
what is, or what is not a profit. There are things like 
depreciation, replacement costs, rentals, and incidental
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expenses that may, or may not relate to the business. I call 
these fringe areas, and have never tithed them, because I 
wasn’t sure whether they were a profit or not.

"But, as I lay there thinking, I remembered that in 
God’s dealings with me, there were never any fringe areas. 
So, I spent this morning going over my books. This 
evening I gave the treasurer a check for the tithe on these 
fringe areas. I really don’t know if I owe it or not, and I 
don’t care-I just don’t want to have any fringe areas 
between me and God."

The following morning the Pastor went to 
the motel to pick up his friend. He asked him, "Do 
you remember our discussion on motivation? 
W ell, I’m with you. It does have to come from 
inside the individual, or the heart, as we say."

His friend laughed. "What happened to you? 
You usually don’t give up that easily."

"No I don’t," he agreed, "but something 
happened that completely changed my mind.

"The roof at our school unexpectedly 
developed some serious leaks. It was going to cost 
over $2000 to repair it. We didn’t have the 
money in the treasury, and I was wondering what 
we were going to do. Yesterday one of my 
members dropped by the church office and gave 
the treasurer a check for $2500 for church 
expense! When he asked him what he wanted the
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money used for, he replied. ’I’ll leave that to the 
church board.’"

"Did he also give the treasurer a check for 
$2500 in tithe?"

"How did you know that?"
"He told me last evening."
"I know this man," explained the pastor, 

"and he’s a good man; but, when it comes to 
money, he always wants to have a say in how it is 
used. He believes in doing his share, but nothing 
more. And the tithe? He figures that to the penny. 
This had to be the result o f some inward 
motivation. By any chance do you have any idea 
what prompted his actions?"

"He told me," the minister explained, "that 
it was the talk on how God deals with us. He said 
that as he looked back into his past life that night, 
he suddenly realized that in God’s dealings with 
him there had never been any fringe areas. (I think 
we usually call them gray areas). He told me he 
didn’t know whether he owed the tithe on the 
fringe areas o f his business or not, and he didn’t 
care--he just didn’t want to have any fringe areas 
between him and God."

"No matter how high his profession, he whose heart 
is not imbued with love fo r God and for his fellowmen is 
not a disciple o f Christ. Though he should possess great 
faith, and even have power to work miracles, yet without
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love his faith would be worthless. He might display great 
liberality, but should he from some other motive than 
genuine love bestow all his goods to feed the poor, the act 
would not commend him to the favor o f God. In his zeal he 
might even meet a martyr’s death, yet if destitute o f the 
gold o f love he would be regarded by God as a deluded 
enthusiast or an ambitious hypocrite. " Testimonies Vol. 5.
p. 168

47



THE LAST FARM

One o f the greatest mistakes a person can 
make is to try to improve on God’s plans. This 
error is as widespread as it is frequent. It is a 
difficult lesson to learn.

One reason is that God’s plans rarely seem  
logical from the human viewpoint, because He 
isn’t limited as we are by time, space, or 
materials. Another, is the tendency of each 
individual to want to follow his own reasoning.

A pastor said to his visiting friend, "There is 
something I want you to see while you are here."

Early the following morning he took him to the 
brow of a hill overlooking a vast expanse of farm land. It 
sloped gently to edge of a large lake in the distance. It was 
a sight only an artist could fully appreciate.

The fields were gold with wheat that gently waved 
in the breeze sweeping in from the lake. To the left was 
a grove of cottonwood trees surrounding a complex of 
house, bam, storage bins, and equipment sheds, freshly 
painted, and enclosed with white fences.

Looking toward the lake were other farms with 
clusters of cottonwood trees, and farm buildings. It was a
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breath-taking panorama in a land of blue skies, and endless 
horizons. The visitor took a picture so he could "freeze" 
this scene forever in his memory. Then supposing this was 
what the pastor brought him here to see, said, "This is 
truly an unforgettable sight."

"That isn’t the reason I brought you here," he 
replied. 'This is the setting for a strange, ongoing situation.
I wanted to get your reaction.

"The farm you see on the left," he explained, 
"belongs to a very prosperous member of my church. 
Nearly four years ago the returns from his bumper crop 
were so good that the tithe alone would have amounted to 
more than most people’s yearly incomes.

"However, about the same time, the farm you can 
see just below this one, was offered for sale by the bank 
that held the mortgage. The price was so low, that my 
member felt he could not let this opportunity slip by. He 
reasoned that if he used the tithe in the purchase of this 
farm, he could double, or possibly triple it.

"When he told me of his plan, I tried to point out 
the danger in not following explicitly God’s plan to ’bring 
all the tithes into the storehouse" (Malachi 3:10). He 
disagreed with me saying that this was just good 
stewardship: increasing the means with which he had been 
entrusted.

"The two farms produced bumper crops the 
following year. . .and he bought the farm adjoining the last 
one. The income from these holdings permitted him to 
continue buying. He added farm to farm, until he owns (?) 
all of them with the exception of the very last one 
bordering the lake."

"Has he returned any tithe from the income of
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these?" the visitor asked.
No, the minister replied, "he has been buying 

farms. He anticipates the day when his holdings will stretch 
from the old home place to the lake."

"Do you think he will get that last farm-the one 
with lake frontage?"

"I don’t know, but I am concerned for him."
Nearly ten years passed. The pastor had moved to 

another part of the country. One day his friend, traveling 
in that area, spent the night at his house. During their 
conversation he happened to remember the farmer.

"By any chance," he asked, "did that farmer get that 
last farm bordering the lake?"

"No," the minister replied, "he never made it."
"What happened?"
"Well, first it was the grasshoppers. They swept 

across his farms and he had to sell one to cover his losses. 
The next year it was the hail-and he had to sell another 
farm. Low yields, and poor prices plagued him, and 
forced him to continue selling until he only had the old 
home place~and it was heavily mortgaged.

"One day I went to visit him. I asked him if he 
didn t feel that he had forfeited God’s blessings by not 
following His instruction regarding the tithe. I’m not sure 
he was even listening. He stood there, looking down 
across the farms he once considered his own to the lake 
mirrored in the distance. Shaking his head, he softly 
muttered, ’I can’t understand why God didn’t bless me.’"

The prophet Samuel said to King Saul,
”Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to hearken 
than the fa t o f rams” (1 Samuel 15:22).
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Unfortunately some Christians follow a 
pagan philosophy that they can give God 
something and expect something in return. The 
basis for this error is, o f course, the question of 
ownership. A twelve year old boy learned that if 
a person is going to enter into a trade, the 
important thing is to first determine if the person 
owns whatever he is trading.

Tommy grew up in a farming community where 
there was more work than play. Each boy in the 
community had chores, as well as an endless assortment of 
crops to help with. This didn’t leave much time to get 
together, just to have fun. Oh, there was the creek in 
which they could fish, or swim on warm summer evenings. 
Then of course, there were holidays, and picnics when they 
could play ball. But generally, days-off were few and far 
between; there was too much work to be done.

However, there was one unofficial holiday to which 
every boy looked forward: TRADING DAY. It wasn’t a 
national holiday (the mail was still delivered, and the banks 
were open), but it was a special day with an obscure 
origin. No one knew just when it would occur, so each 
boy had a special box in which he kept his "treasures" in
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happy anticipation of trading something he had for 
something he wanted.

Without warning, someone would get the "urge" 
and Trading Day would be in full swing. Forgotten was 
the field to plow, or the com to hoe; each boy grabbed his 
treasure box, and began a systematic tour of the 
neighborhood looking for a "good deal."

It was on one of these days that Tommy left his hoe 
in the cornfield and raced into the house for his "box." 
His father asked if he had finished the com. Bounding up 
stairs four at a time, he shouted, "It’s Trading Day!" His 
father smiled indulgently. What else could parents do on 
Trading Day!

Tommy jumped over the fence and ran across the 
field to the adjoining farm to see if he could make a deal 
with his buddy Ray. This didn’t work out so the next place 
on his tour was Carl’s. Carl was his cousin.

Carl had a little magnifying glass with two lenses. 
Tommy had never even held one of these in his hands 
before. He immediately saw the possibilities this little 
glass would provide. It would open a world of little things 
to his view—things he had never even seen before.

He offered his treasures, one by one, for Carl’s 
inspection. When Carl shook his head at the last item, he 
offered him the entire box! Carl shook his head. What 
would it take to get Carl to part with this little gem? It 
was some item Tommy hadn’t seen in the community, and 
didn’t know who had one or if it was available. Carl was 
adamant.

It was almost mid day before he found a fellow that 
had what Carl wanted. But, he wouldn’t trade for anything 
Tommy had in his box—even the whole box.
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Most of the afternoon was spent looking for the 
item this boy wanted.

The sun was sliding behind the last hill when 
Tommy finally had what Carl wanted. Pedaling his bicycle 
as fast as he could up the dusty road towards Carl’s house, 
he had the sinking feeling, that by now, someone else had 
traded Carl for the little glass.

He skidded to a stop in a shower of gravel, and 
bounded up onto the porch. Carl answered his knock.

"Do you still have the glass?” he asked, gasping for
breath.

"Right here.” Carl grinned as he held up the little 
magnifying glass.

"Here." And Tommy held out the item Carl 
wanted.

The trade was quickly made and Tommy jumped on 
his bike and raced for home.

He had two weeks of pure pleasure. It opened up 
another world for him. He looked at leaves, sticks, rocks-- 
everything. He even inspected a poor, hapless fly he
caught. He was glad the fly wasn’t as big as it looked 
under the glass—imagine having to deal with a swarm of 
these giants.

One day, Tommy’s mother sent him over to his 
aunt’s house for something she needed. Before she came 
back with the object of his errand, Carl’s father came into 
the room. Tommy took out his little glass and began to 
study the back of his hand. His uncle asked, "What do you 
have?"

"A magnifying glass," replied Tommy.
"May I see it," requested his uncle.
"Sure." He handed the glass to him.
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His uncle turned it over in his hand, looking at it 
very carefully. Then, he asked sternly, "Where did you 
get this?"

"From Carl," Tommy replied innocently.
"That wasn’t Carl’s," his uncle said firmly. And, 

Tommy saw his beloved glass disappear into his uncle’s 
pocket.

As he walked slowly home, he swore that never- 
never in his whole life would he ever trade anything with 
anyone until he found out if the person owned the thing he 
was trading.

When one considers that God owns the 
"silver and gold" (Haggai 2:8); the "cattle on a 
thousand hills" (Psalms 50:10); as well as the 
whole world (Psalms 24:1)—it is apparent that a 
person could never make a trade with God--there 
is nothing he could use for trading material.
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THE FIXED INCOME

During dinner at a ministerial retreat, a 
pastor was relating the unusual experience of one 
of his members who had made a faith commitment 
for their new sanctuary. The story of God’s 
blessing was a thrilling one; his fellow pastors 
listened attentively. At its close, one of them said,

"I can understand how God can increase the 
income o f someone like that, but what about those 
of us who are on fixed salaries? The very nature 
of our work prevents us from augmenting our 
incomes with outside interests, at least we aren’t 
supposed to. How, in my instance, could I make 
a commitment above the potential of my salary."

This sparked a lively discussion, until one of 
them who had been listening intently said, 
"Possibly you would like to hear my story." 
"Let’s hear it," they replied.

"It happened in my third year of internship. As you 
all know, the costs of college and seminary do not 
contribute to either building, or maintaining a reserve fund. 
We were having a difficult time on the salary I received.
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"My wife is a nurse. She could have found a job 
which would have increased our income. But, she had two 
little ones to care for and another on the way. As far as 
we could determine, we had no other option, but to try to 
get along as best we could on my salary.

"By this time I had been a pastor long enough to 
witness the lack of faith of many of my members. I felt 
that my sermons weren’t making any impact. The thought 
came to me that just possibly they weren’t producing 
because I wasn’t exercising faith. I wasn’t speaking from 
experience.

"I talked it over with my wife. We decided, that in 
spite of our meager resources, we must take this faith step, 
if our ministry was to be successful. I’ll be honest with 
you, my hand shook as I signed a commitment for an 
amount which I knew wasn’t in our budget.

"In my work I desperately needed a mimeograph for 
church bulletins, news letters, etc., and had been squeezing 
out a small amount each week toward the purchase. The 
arrival of our third child took care of the mimeograph.

"Then one day a pastor, who didn’t even know I 
needed one, called and offered me a mimeograph which he 
said needed a little work. His church had purchased a new 
one, and the old one was mine if I wanted it. I wanted it. 
A little work with my penknife was all it took to put it in 
tip-top shape.

"Score One for God and the fixed income.
"My wife really needed a bathinette for the baby. 

One of the ladies from the church drove up one day with 
a lovely one she picked up at a garage sale. No charge.

"Score Two for God and the fixed income.
"That step in faith which we took brought us new
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drapes for our living room, some cherished toys for the 
boys, a hospital bill marked "Paid in full"-also a slight 
increase in salary.

"The blessings God gave us multiplied too fast to 
keep score.

"What He has given us far exceeds the amount we 
have been able to return to Him. But I wish to testify to the 
fact that a fixed income doesn’t limit God, in fact; it may 
be the key to the door of His warehouse.

"My wife notices the difference in my preaching. 
I notice the difference. I see the difference in the attitudes 
and actions of my members. I believe it is because I’m 
giving them a personal testimony, rather than a theory.

"I am reminded of the Psalm, ’O taste and see that 
the Lord is good.’ (Psalms 34:8) My friends-I tasted-and 
He is good."

There was silence around the table for a few  
moments as each pastor looked back in his own 
experience and recalled God’s special dealings 
with him. Then, one o f them said, reverently, 
"Amen."
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THE POTATOES

The "prove me" invitation in Malachi 3:10 
hadn’t been a challenge to Uncle Abe Solomon. 
He had always been a faithful tither-but 
committing himself to a three-year giving program 
for a new church was.

After all, he reasoned, when a person 
reaches the late-eighties, how far should he extend 
himself. And, besides, there was the huge bin full 
of potatoes he hadn’t been able to sell. This meant 
that whatever he decided to give would have to 
come from his small pension. But here’s the story 
as he told it one evening at prayer meeting in the 
little church on the mountain.

Uncle Abe had a small acreage that he had farmed 
for many years. Growing conditions were very favorable 
this particular year and he had a bumper crop of No. 1 
potatoes. The problem was that everyone had bumper 
crops, so there was no market for them. He didn’t even 
put up a sign by the road advertising he had any for sale; 
he felt it would be a waste of time.

The congregation in this mountain community, had
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outgrown its little white church, and were considering plans 
for the construction of a new one. Each member had been 
asked to make a commitment to fund the project.

Although Uncle Abe had always been a staunch 
supporter of the church program, he felt he couldn’t 
obligate himself because of his small income. And then, 
there were all those unsold potatoes in the shed.

Reading the passage in Malachi one morning for 
worship, the thought came to him that he had never really 
tested God; he had always been self-sufficient. But, at his 
age, should he accept this challenge to "prove Me"? He 
knelt and said, "Lord, You said to prove You, and I will, 
but I need a sign to let me know You mean what You said. 
If you really want me to step out in faith-please sell my 
potatoes!"

He awakened the following morning sure that God 
would honor his faith. As the hours of the day passed, he 
consoled himself with the reasons why no one had stopped 
to buy his potatoes. As the clock on the mantel struck 10, 
he reasoned that it was too early. When it struck 12—they 
were busy eating. At 2-they were waiting until they got 
off work. But, when night fell, he looked out again at the 
vacant driveway, closed the door, and thought, I didn’t 
think anyone would come anyway.

Feeling let down, he went to the kitchen to prepare 
his evening meal. Just then there was a knock at the door. 
He hurried back to see who the caller might be. A 
stranger stood there and asked, "By any chance do you 
have any potatoes for sale?"

Of course he did-everyone did. The man drove his 
car to the storage shed in back of his house, and began to 
load the sacks of potatoes. When the trunk was full, he
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stacked them in the rear seat.
As they worked the pastor drove up. He had 

stopped by to take Uncle Abe to an evening meeting. He 
watched until they were finished, and heard the man say, 
as he paid for the potatoes, "I’ll come back tomorrow 
evening and pick up the rest of them."

As he drove away, Uncle Abe turned and looked at 
the pastor. In a choked voice he said, "God sold my 
potatoes!"

"Didn’t you want to sell them?" asked the pastor.
"Of course," he replied, "but let me tell you what 

happened."
Then, he told about reading the passage in Malachi; 

how he would believe the promise if God sold his potatoes. 
He told how he had waited all day; of his disappointment.

Then, with tears streaming down his face, he said, 
"When it got dark and no one came, and just when I lost 
my faith—God sent this man to buy all my potatoes." He 
paused, then added, "And—He sent you as a witness."

It is always harder to wait than to rush forward. 
King Saul found this out when the prophet Samuel told him 
to wait for seven days and he would return. The enemy 
was threatening to attack; his soldiers were deserting him 
in droves. He made the fatal mistake of acting the part of 
a priest.

God sometimes delays in answering our petitions to 
test our faith.

"When perplexed, hold still, make no move in the 
dark." Testimonies, Vol. 5, p. 572
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Sometimes a person encounters a profound 
thought in an unexpected place. Such was the case 
in the museum that afternoon.

A visitor to Egypt looked forward to seeing the 
famous Cairo Museum. As he approached the entrance at 
the top of the broad stairway, an Arab blocked his way, 
and said, "Sir, you need a guide."

"No, thank you," he replied, "I don’t need a guide. 
I have been in many museums and haven’t been lost—yet." 
But the man persisted, "Sir, you need a guide.

"The visitor turned to go around the man, but no 
matter which way he turned, the guide was directly in his 
way. Finally, he came to the conclusion, that if he was 
going to see anything, except this Arab’s face-.-he did 
indeed (as the man said) need a guide. They haggled over 
the price for a few minutes, came to an agreement, and 
entered the vaulted museum.

The Cairo museum (one of the world’s most 
intriguing), is a fantastic display of priceless objects dating 
back into antiquity. On display was the wealth, taken from 
the tomb of Tutankhamen, a fourteenth century Egyptian 
pharaoh. There were gold chairs, a gold bedstead, and a 
gold chariot. Precious figurines of gold, jade, and 
alabaster filled case after case. The sight was awesome.
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As the visitor looked intently at one display, the 
guide, anticipating his wish, asked, "Would you like to 
take a picture, Sir?"

"I wouldn’t mind," he replied, but. . . "He spread 
his hands helplessly for the display was blocked by other 
viewers. "No problem," confidently stated the guide, as he 
proceeded to open a pathway with a gesture, and a "Please 
Sir. . .Please Madam." The visitor took the picture as 
rapidly as possible, and thanked them—but no one said he 
was welcome.

Every time the visitor would hesitate before a 
display a little longer than usual, the guide would ask the 
same question, and if he indicated he wanted to take a 
picture, he would clear a pathway.

Finally, the visitor, almost blinded by the dazzling 
display, turned to the guide and said, "This Pharaoh 
certainly made a great deal of preparation for the future 
life, didn’t he?" The guide thought of this for a moment, 
then replied, "You wouldn’t understand this, Sir, but you 
see, the Pharaoh figured there was so little of this life and 
so much of the next, that he should spend all of this one 
just preparing for the next."

The visitor took his hand, and said, earnestly, 
"Thank you, my friend. Thank you. I hope I never forget 
that." When they parted at the exit door, he paid him his 
original asking price, rather than the one they had agreed 
upon. . .and felt it was a bargain.

When trying to make a living engrosses body, mind 
and soul, remember: there is so little of this life and so 
much of the next, one must spend all of this one 
preparing for the next--or lose everything.
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Much o f the unhappiness in the world is 
caused by wants, not by needs. Very few  
individuals are, or would be satisfied with their 
basic needs supplied. And still this is really all 
Jesus promised that day in Galilee. He said, "for 
your heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need o f 
these things." (Matthew 6:32)

The man sitting by the window said to the man on 
the aisle, "Do you think we’ll be lucky?" as he nodded 
toward the vacant seat between them.

Looking at his watch, he replied, "Well, we only 
have one minute to take-off. I hope so."

Sitting in the crowded jet from Portland to Chicago 
would be much more comfortable with a vacant seat 
between them. But, just before they closed the door and 
began the take-off routine, an attractive girl in the blue and 
gray habit of some religious order, entered. She made her 
way slowly down the aisle looking for a vacant seat.

As she approached their row of seats, she pointed 
to the unoccupied one with an inquisitive finger. The man 
at the window said, "It’s all yours, we’ve been saving it 
for you." She laughed in relief.
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She thanked them as they helped her stow her carry- 
on luggage, and assisted with the seat belt. Having never 
seen this particular garb before, the man by the window 
could hardly wait until the plane climbed through the 
clouds and leveled off, to ask her a question. He had 
several in mind but would have to lead into them.

’’Are you from Portland," he began.
"No," she answered, "I’m from Amman, Jordan."
"Are you!?" He was pleasantly surprised. "I’ve 

been there."
"Have you? Did you like it?"
"Oh, yes. I found it very interesting."
Having broken the ice, so to speak, and noting that 

she didn’t appear to be offended by this slight invasion of 
her privacy, he asked another question.

"What do you do in Amman?"
"I’m a nurse."
"What brings you to Portland?"
She explained that a Portland business man and his 

wife were touring in Jordan. The taxi in which they were 
riding, went off the road on a sharp curve and tumbled 
down into a rock filled ravine. It was three months before 
the man was able to return home. His wife had been in the 
hospital for more than a year.

Finally, the doctors felt she was well enough to 
make the long trip home, but she would require a nurse 
attendant.

"Where do you go now?" he inquired.
"To Philadelphia to rejoin my order. Then, I plan 

to visit my family in New York that I haven’t seen for six 
years."

"Where do they live in New York?"
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"Oh, in a little place you never heard of: 
Randolph."

"You mean just above Jamestown?"
"Oh, you do know!" she exclaimed.

"Sure, I’m been there many times." Neither of them 
said anything for a few minutes. He was thinking that with 
the two links: having been in Jordan and knowing where 
her family lived, that maybe now was the time for the real 
question he had in mind.

"As a nurse for your Order, do you get paid for 
your work?"

"No," she replied.
"Does someone get paid for it."
"But of course—my Order."
"Don’t you resent this?"
"No, why should I?"
"Oh, I don’t know," he said, "over here when we 

do the work we want the money." She laughed about this.
He continued, "What if you need some money? I 

suppose you get a day off occasionally?"
"One day each week." She was obviously enjoying

this.
"So, what if you wanted to go to Jerusalem. You 

would need bus fare, and money for food. And, what if 
you wanted to buy some curios?"

"I have some in my luggage for my family," she 
offered.

"So, where do you get this money?"
"From my Order."
"When you get back, do you ever have any left?"
"Usually."
"What do you do with it?"
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"Give it back."
"Why don’t you keep it?"
She shook her head. "What for, just to look at?"
The more he thought about her answer, the more 

stupid his question became. He decided not to dig the hole 
he was in any deeper, and looked out the window. At 
38,000 feet, with a cloud cover beneath, there wasn’t much 
to see.

The nurse said, "Look." He looked at her.
"I have a good bed in which to sleep, the clothes I 

need to wear, and the food I need to eat. If I need 
anything more, all I have to do is ask for it-but I don’t ask 
for things I don’t need."

He had only one comment. He said it softly-- 
sincerely, "Thank you. Thank you very much."

It would be impossible for even a creative 
God to provide for a person’s wants. Solomon 
recognized this human frailty when he said, 
"Neither is his eye satisfied with riches." 
(Ecclesiastes 4:8) He should have known because, 
after he had amassed everything his heart desired, 
he called it all vanity.

Paul summed up the essence of life in his 
instruction to young Timothy. "But godliness with 
contentment is great gain. For we brought nothing 
into the world, and it is certain we can carry 
nothing out. And having food and raiment let us 
be therewith content. " 1 Timothy 6:6-8
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Some may think that God might be more 
interested in the more aesthetic pursuits of life 
rather than the excavating business. However, 
there was a time when He assisted His humble 
followers, after a fruitless night of fishing, with a 
miracle o f fishes so great that the nets broke and
the boats started to sink.

This incident proves that God is interested in 
our everyday activities, regardless of their nature. 
Such was the case o f the excavating contractor and 
his bulldozer.

In this business, he related, equipment costs, 
repairs, and other expenses run very high. Added to this 
is the seasonal nature of the business-winter being an 
especially difficult time. Usually, he managed to find some 
work in the woods to supplement his income and keep up 
his monthly payments. On this particular year work in the 
woods was scarce, and unforeseen breakdowns were 
frequent.

His faith in God’s promises was first rewarded 
when he obtained a sizable contract much earlier in the 
Spring than usual. Breakdowns were less frequent. And,
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there was a steady series of jobs that kept him busy right 
up to camp meeting time.

He and his family had never felt they could afford 
to take nine days from the middle of their busiest season to 
go to camp meeting. But, this year they determined to 
attend at least seven days of the session. In keeping with 
this decision, and having just completed a job, he decided 
not to take another one. Although a week still remained 
before the meetings would start, he was afraid he wouldn’t 
be able to complete one in time.

He was depending on the money he had been 
promised from the last contract to cover payrolls, 
equipment payments, etc., during his absence.

On the Thursday before the start of the meetings, 
one of his competitors stopped by his house. He asked him 
to do a job for some people who wanted it done 
immediately. He said he was too busy to take care of it. 
He insisted on taking him to look at it.

It wasn’t a big job, and he decided that he could 
complete it in plenty of time if he hired some extra help. 
The people agreed to the terms.

The work was finished on the day the camp meeting 
started, and he was paid promptly. That afternoon he 
learned that the man who owed him the money he had been 
counting on, would not be able to pay him for at least ten 
days because of a problem with his loan at the bank.

God foresaw that this man would be unable to pay 
on time. So, He provided a short job with immediate pay, 
which not only permitted him to take care of his 
obligations, but attend camp meeting as well. He said no 
one could imagine the attitude of his family during that 
time. They were so filled with faith, thanksgiving, and
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joy, they could hardly express themselves.
One day, during the meetings, as he sat in front of 

his tent, a friend stopped to chat. "Doesn’t it bother you," 
he asked, "to be sitting here when you could be making 
money. After all, this is your busy season."

"Not at all," was his cheery reply, "take a seat and 
let me tell you what God did for me so I could take this 
little "vacation."

Following the camp meeting, he had steady 
employment right up to the beginning of September—always 
a slow month. Before he had time to be concerned, he got 
a contract to deliver 1500 yards of gravel to a nearby 
prison complex. This kept him busy right up to another 
excavating contract.

He was on his way home one evening after 
completing, what he thought, was his last job for the 
season. A man stopped him and asked if he wanted to bid 
on the excavating and leveling for a new shopping mall 
they were going to build in the Spring. This was the first 
time in his experience that he had ever had an opportunity 
to use his equipment during the winter! Always before he 
stored it during those long, snowy months, and waited for 
the spring thaw.

He told this story as he sat on his bulldozer 
one day in mid-winter working on the site of the 
proposed shopping mall. The low, throaty rumble 
of the idling diesel motor seemed to accent the fact 
that God is interested in our every-day work. . . 
even when it involves bulldozers.
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The Chairman of the Finance Committee glanced at 
the name on the 3 by 5 card he held, then carelessly tossed 
it to one side. One of the men, a new member of the 
church, picked it up, and said, "What’s wrong with this 
one?"

"Oh," the Chairman replied, "she doesn’t have 
anything." He dismissed it with a wave of his hand.

"She’s a member, isn’t she?" he persisted.
"Of course."
"Doesn’t she deserve the courtesy of a call to tell 

her what the church is planning to do?"
"Well," the Chairman replied with a note of 

exasperation, "if you have some time to waste, go ahead 
and visit her." He indicated the matter was closed. The 
member slipped the card in his pocket.

The committee had met to discuss the funding of a 
new church building program, and were assigning the 
names of the members to be visited for support.

The following evening, the new member began his 
visitation. The first card he drew from his pocket had the 
name Mrs. Lyons. Recalling the remarks of the Chairman, 
he decided to see her first.

She lived in a section of town with which he was 
unfamiliar. A man standing on the street comer, looked at 
him suspiciously when he asked him about the address. He
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pointed in the direction of the railroad tracks in a switch 
yard, and said, "It’s down there somewhere."

Mrs. Lyons literally lived on the "wrong side of the 
tracks." To get to the dimly-outlined, two-story building 
on the other side, he had to thread his way between the 
engines that were busily shunting freight cars onto their 
respective tracks.

When he rang the doorbell, a man opened the door 
just a crack, and gruffly mumbled, "What do you want."

"I would like to see Mrs. Lyons. Does she live 
here?” He pulled the door open and nodded toward a 
stairway. "Up there," he said.

The visitor climbed up toward a sliver of light that 
squeezed under the door at the top of the stairs. His knock 
was answered by Mrs. Lyons with the beautiful smile of 
someone who loved to have visitors, but didn’t have too 
many. "Do come in," she urged, "I’m so happy you 
called."

He identified himself, but before he could explain 
his mission, she led him into an adjoining room where a 
fire burned in a little stove. He noticed that each of the 
rooms was lighted by a single, naked bulb of very low 
wattage. Just as soon as his eyes adjusted to the dim light, 
he saw the reason: Mrs. Lyon’s eyes were chalky blue, 
she was black. . .and blind!

"Please sit here near the fire," she invited, "could 
I get you something warm to drink? My this is a cold 
night. I am surprised you came on such a stormy night. 
Are you sure you wouldn’t like something warm to drink?" 
Her eagerness to visit, and entertain left little space for an 
answer.

"I’m fine," he managed to say, "I came to tell you
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of the church’s plans for a new sanctuary, and answer any 
questions you might have regarding it."

"Please tell me about it," she begged as she drew a 
chair closer. She leaned forward eagerly, and smiled at him 
with her sightless eyes as he described in detail the 
proposed plan for the new church. She sat there clasping 
and unclasping her hands; her face was radiant. When he 
concluded, she said, "Oh! I can hardly wait to see it."

They chatted a few more minutes. She told him of 
her financial problems since her husband died some years 
before. Doctor bills consumed much of her meager 
income. Then there was the rent. It didn’t leave much for 
food, she explained, but she didn’t eat much anyway. The 
thought crossed his mind that she couldn’t eat too much, 
not on what was left.

Then she told of a neighbor’s boy who was 
discouraged because he couldn’t find work. So, to help 
him, she had hired him to paint the inside of her 
apartment. (This explained the green paint streaks on her 
hands and face) The visitor sat listening, mentally adding 
up the small figures she gave. He shook his head in 
disbelief. Providing some work for the neighbor was too 
much for him to fathom—not when she had so little.

Finally, he had prayer with her and was preparing 
to leave, when she shocked him by asking, "Didn’t you 
come to get my pledge for the new church?"

"Not really," he said, "I just came to meet you, and 
tell you about the plans. I think you have about all you 
can manage on your income. There are plenty of us who 
can build the church." He had already decided to increase 
his commitment to more than cover anything she would be 
able to give.
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"But," she said almost begging, "I want to help 
build the church. You don’t know how good God has been 
to me.”

Then she told him that one of her problems was an 
ulcer just above the ankle. (She raised her skirt just a trifle 
so he could see the ugly scar where the ulcer had been.) 
It had grown worse in spite of the best efforts of her doctor 
to heal it. He finally told her he would have to remove her 
leg below the knee to prevent gangrene. She said being 
blind was bad enough—but to lose her leg. . .she closed her 
eyes, and brushed a tear away. When she asked the doctor 
when he planned the operation, he said he was going on 
vacation, and would take care of it when he returned.

In the church were two dedicated, retired nurses 
who decided (when she told them of the doctor’s decision), 
that they would see what they could do in the meantime.

They put a poultice of cabbage leaves on the ulcer, 
and prayed fervently that God would save her leg.

(What the cabbage leaves did, or didn’t do, the 
visitor was never able to learn. He did recall that one time 
Jesus made a little paste from some clay and put it on a 
man’s eyes before He healed him. So, he thought, maybe 
this was the human part of the divine equation.)

Whatever worked—cabbage leaves, or prayer—or 
both, when the doctor returned from his vacation, the ulcer 
was healed, and the only reminder was an ugly scar. But, 
to Mrs. Lyons it wasn’t ugly at all—it was a hallowed spot 
that constantly reminded her "how good God had been to 
her."

"Now, don’t you see," she implored, "why I just 
have to help build Him a house?"

"All right, Sister," he replied, "you can help build
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the church. How much do you think you can give?"
Now her face glowed, as she said, "I think, I think 

I can give fifty-cents each week. Would that be all right?"
"Of course," he said, "that will be wonderful. (At 

this point he couldn’t help remembering the incident of the 
widow’s mite in the Bible)

He stood up, started to put on his coat, when she 
said, "Don’t you have something for me to sign?"

Not a pledge, he thought. I don’t want her to sign 
a pledge. "But," he honestly replied, "Yes, I do have 
something you can sign, if you wish." He pulled a card 
from his pocket: the one the Chairman had carelessly 
tossed to one side.

She said, "You will have to hold my hand, so I can 
write my name on the line." Never would he forget the 
touch of that hand as she carefully formed each letter of 
her name--M r s L y o n s .

God made it possible for her to keep her 
commitment. Some funds from an unexpected 
source made her remaining years trouble-free. She 
did "see" the new church. On the day it was 
dedicated, the visitor, who had "some time to 
waste" that snowy night in February, had the high 
privilege o f conducting her on a memorable tour. 
He described in detail the beauties o f the house of 
God that she helped build, because, ”God had been 
so good to her. "
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Evangelism takes many forms: media, public 
meetings, literature, Bible studies, seminars, etc. 
However, one o f the most effective m eans-one 
rarely emphasized—is the daily life o f a practicing 
Christian. Very often this will succeed where all 
other methods fail.

The young engineer of a large corporation 
was completely satisfied with his life. Some of his 
goals had already been realized; there only 
remained three to satisfy the fulfillment o f all his 
dreams. The only disturbing elements were the 
actions and reactions of another engineer in his 
department.

He had grown up in a non-religious 
environment. Both o f his parents were atheists. 
His father scoffed at the idea that there was a God. 
He said all there was to life was the here-and-now.

In harmony with this thinking, he told his 
son that life was worthy of certain goals: a good 
education, a good job, or profession, a good home 
and a family. He emphasized traits o f honesty,
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industry--and fair dealing. And, he urged that a 
person should make some worth-while contribution 
to society. Then, when his life ended—that was it— 
there was nothing more.

So, following his father’s advice, he pursued 
his studies to an engineering degree from a 
nationally recognized university. After graduation, 
his application for employment was accepted by an 
international corporation. Two o f his five goals 
were now realized; there only remained three: own 
a home, marry his girl-friend, and have a family.

He had purchased a house, and was 
applying his better-than-average salary toward its 
ownership. His life was as neat and orderly as his 
planning.

The only disturbing factor was this other 
engineer: a witnessing Christian. "Oh how he 
witnessed," he said. But, let him tell the rest o f 
the story.

He was always giving me books and papers, inviting 
me to attend some meeting, or listen to some radio, or TV 
broadcast. I didn’t have any problem with the books and 
papers; I threw them in the trash can. I told him I missed 
the radio and TV show, and I had other engagements so I 
couldn’t attend the meetings. But, man, this fellow 
wouldn’t give up.

76



The Engineer

Finally, one day it got to me, and I went to his 
office. "Look,” I said, "I like you--you’re a nice guy. I 
know what you are trying to do, but I’m not interested in 
religion. I don’t believe there is a God. I believe life is 
here-and-now, and when it’s over—that’s it. Period. Will 
you please lay off this religion bit?" And, he never 
mentioned religion to me again.

But, there was something about this fellow I 
couldn’t understand. He was always the same. He never 
seemed to get upset, even when there were problems for 
which he was blamed.

One day there was some inter-departmental squabble 
over something; he was getting the heat. He didn’t get 
uptight. He went about his work as if everything was 
normal. This was so contrary to what my reaction would 
have been (I’d have been climbing the wall--or someone’s 
frame), that I stormed into his office and told him I knew 
he wasn’t to blame. I ask him why he didn’t do something 
about it.

He just sat there, smiled and said, "Oh, everyone is 
upset now. It’ll get back to an even keel before long. 
Everything will be all right again." I almost lost my cool 
and said something, but just went back to my desk. I 
couldn’t figure him out at all.

But, somehow, in spite of our different ideas about 
religion, I was attracted to him. I found myself eating 
lunch with him every day—just being with him. I couldn’t 
understand it, nor explain it—that’s the way it was.

Spring came and with it the opening of the fishing 
season. I knew of a little lake up-state that had some 
monster pike, and I planned for two weeks to be there on
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opening day. That morning I had the car packed with all 
my fishing gear: rods, reels, tackle box-everything. I 
started for the Interstate, fully intending to go to the lake, 
but instead found myself driving across town, and (you’re 
not going to believe this) I ended up at his place!

I didn’t go fishing; I worked all day helping him 
around the house and yard.

That evening, as I drove home, I thought how 
stupid I had been. Here I had my heart set on this trip and 
I ended up working at his place. Believe me, I promised 
myself, next week it’s going to be different.

But, you guessed it, the next week I was over at his 
place again. I couldn’t stay away from this character.

In four or five years I paid off the mortgage on the 
house; it was time to get married. When I carried my 
bride over the threshold, four of my five plans were 
complete. The remaining one came about a year later when 
little Buddy joined our family. Now, all my dreams were 
fulfilled. I could settle down, relax, and enjoy life.

Then one Sunday morning, we were eating 
breakfast. I had some egg on my fork; it was halfway to 
my mouth when my wife said, "My son and I are going to 
join a church."

I slowly placed my fork back on the plate and told 
her emphatically, "Let’s get something real straight—just 
once-there isn’t going to be any religion in this house!"

She set her jaw, and said I could stay home, but she 
wasn’t going to have her son grow up outside the church.

"Hold it! Wait a minute!" I replied, "he’s my son 
too; what this family does, it’s going to do together. Get 
your coat." She couldn’t understand what was happening.
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I got Buddy’s coat and we went out to the car. When she 
asked where we were going, I said, "Sh-h-h. Don’t say 
anything." I drove across town to my friend’s place.

I parked the car in his driveway, went up on the 
porch, and rang the doorbell. When he opened the door 
and saw us, he looked like he was going into shock. I 
didn’t blame him. It was Sunday, and early. Then he 
grabbed my hand and said, "Hey! It’s great to see you; 
come on in."

"What church do you go to?" I asked him.
"Why. . ." I could see how puzzled he was. 

"Why," he finally managed to say, "I’m a Seventh-day 
Adventist."

I turned to my wife and said, "That’s where we’re
going."

"I never heard of it," she protested.
"Neither did I," I agreed, "but that’s where we’re 

going." Then, I asked him, "What do you have to do to 
become an Advent?"

"Why, I suppose you need to take some Bible 
studies," he replied.

"Well, here we are," I told him," lets get started."
And that’s how my wife and I became members of 

the Seventh-day Adventist church.

Postscript:

A pastor, who was listening to this amazing, 
but thrilling story asked him how long he had been 
a Christian, and how he felt about it.
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"About two years," he responded. "Best 
two years o f my life." His wife joined in, "Mine, 
too."

Is it possible that the most effective 
witnessing tool the church possesses has been 
overlooked? The best books the church publishes 
couldn’t do it-h e  wouldn’t read them. The most 
skillful evangelist couldn’t do it-h e  wouldn’t 
attend a meeting. The most appealing programs 
on radio or TV couldn’t do it—he wouldn’t even 
turn the dial. It had to be the daily influence of a 
practicing Christian-this was an appeal he couldn’t 
resist.
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It is easy to criticize Ancient Israel for their 
lack o f faith when their water supply failed at 
Kadesh, but when it happens to us--that’s a 
different story.

If the auto mechanic had known that evening when 
he raised his hand in favor of building a new church, that 
his faith would be tested to the limit, one wonders how he 
would have voted. He was as enthusiastic as the other 
members about a new church, and eagerly committed 
himself to a schedule of systematic support. But he didn’t 
know his well was going to run dry. . . or that he was 
going to lose his job.

In the area in which he lived, the wells were always 
very low in September-many failing completely. His had 
always managed to provide enough water for their 
household needs. It always built up during the night, so 
they had enough water to last through the day.

When he left for his job twenty miles away, early 
one morning, there was no hint of the problems he would 
face on his return. What he found was a weeping wife, a 
crying baby, a sink full of dirty dishes—and a lot of baby 
things that needed washing. . .and no water! The well had 
run dry!
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One of the first thoughts that crossed his mind was: 
how am I going to be able to honor my commitment for a 
new church? He knew that digging a new well would not 
only deplete everything he had in reserve but plunge him 
into debt. Besides, there was a pump to be considered.

The present well was only 36 feet deep. A new 
well would be at least 150 feet—-so it would require a new 
deep-well pump. That was an expense he shuddered to 
contemplate.

First, he drove to a village, a few miles away, and 
brought back some containers of water which took care of 
their immediate needs. Then he contacted a driller and 
found it would be at least two weeks before a well could be 
started. Now all he could do was wait.

He opened his Bible that evening and his eye fell on 
this text: "But seek ye first the kingdom o f God and his 
righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto 
you. " (Matthew 6:33) Things? he thought. Water is 
"things," and we need water.

Calling his wife, he read the text to her and said, 
"Let’s pray." He prayed, ’Lord, we have read Your 
promise to provide for us. We want to help build You a 
house, but Lord, we don’t have any water. We can’t help 
with the church, and get a new well and pump. Will You
please help us get some water.’ The next day he lost his 
job!

He was out in the back yard one morning when a 
neighbor called, "I heard your well went dry.”

"That’s right, he answered.
"What are you going to do?"
"Wait for the well driller." He replied, "But that’s 

going to be at least two weeks. Until then, I’ll just have to
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haul water from the village."
"Why don’t I bring my back-hoe (a tractor with a 

scoop shovel) over and dig a little. Who knows what we 
might find."

This didn’t seem very logical because the well was 
dry at 36 feet, and the back-hoe couldn’t dig more than one 
third of that. Not having anything better to do at the 
moment, he shrugged his shoulders and said, "Why not."

Soon the man was back with his machine. "Where 
shall I dig," he asked.

"I don’t know. . .here I guess." He indicated a spot 
with the toe of his shoe. The fellow started to dig.

At the bottom limit of the hoe (10 to 12 feet) the 
water was oozing through the gravel. The mechanic 
grabbed a shovel, jumped down into the hole and started to 
dig. When he reached another 2 feet, the soil became very 
soft, and water began to rise in the hole. He climbed out, 
for, as he said later, he felt he was going to fall into a 
hole.

The two men watched in amazement and disbelief, 
as the water nearly filled the hole!

Almost buried in the weeds, in the comer of the lot, 
were some old concrete culverts left over from a drainage 
project in years past. There were enough of these placed 
end on end to case the well. Instead of the cost of a new 
deep-well pump, they had to cut off some of the pipe to 
accommodate this shallow well.

Thinking possibly they had inadvertently tapped into 
some surface water, the well was tested and found to be 
pure. So much water flowed into that well, he said a fire 
pump couldn’t handle it.

Some neighbors thinking that possibly the men had
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tapped into some surface vein of water, drilled holes on 
several sides of the lot, but they found no water.

These members could now honor their commitment 
to the church, as well as witness to the many neighbors 
who came to God's well to get water when their wells ran 
dry.

But, this only solved part of the problem.
Following breakfast, two days later, there was a 

knock at the door. The owner of a service station at a 
nearby intersection asked if he was working. When he 
replied that he wasn’t, the man asked if he would like to 
work for him. He explained that there were so many 
people needing minor repairs coming to his station that he 
needed a full-time mechanic.

"When do you want me to begin?" he asked.
"Now," was the reply, "there’s a car over there that 

needs new brakes."
Wages weren’t discussed, but when he received his 

check on Friday, he found he was being paid twenty-five 
cents more per hour than on his former job.

God not only provided him and his family with 
water, but gave him a job—with more money—only a block 
from his home!

"If we live so that we can have the blessing o f God, 
we shall have His prospering hand with us in our temporal 
affairs. " Testimonies Vol. 5. p. 272
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It is easier to give that which costs us 
nothing, or causes us the least inconvenience.

The police picked up Freddie following an armed 
robbery attempt. He didn’t need the money. His parents 
were professional people living in a spacious home in the 
suburbs. He just did it for a lark--so they thought.

When the police contacted them it brought an abrupt 
halt to their plans for the evening. She had a bridge date; 
he was going to the fights with some of his buddies. It 
also upset their smug, upper class routine.

As they drove to the police station, they blamed 
each other for what had happened. Their accusations were 
fed by the fires of personal feelings of guilt and failure.

Then there was that other problem: what would 
their friends think when they read this in the morning 
papers. Their prominence in the community would 
guarantee a bold headline. How could they face them?

At the precinct station, they were ushered into a 
bare room, except for a table and three chairs. They 
waited for an officer to bring the boy from the detention 
center. When they faced their son all the tensions that had 
been building during their drive downtown, exploded in a

85



Freddie

dual torrent of words. Freddie stood, shoulders hunched, 
staring sullenly at the floor, as this tirade cascaded around 
him.

Finally his mother almost screamed, "Why 
Freddie!? Why!? You never asked for anything that we 
didn’t give you. You had money in your pocket. You 
didn’t have to steal it. If you wanted more money, we 
would have given it to you. You know that. Now this. 
Think of all the embarrassment you’ve caused us. Why? 
Why?" She buried her face in her handkerchief and sobbed 
uncontrollably.

Freddie slowly raised his head. He looked first at 
his father, then at his mother, and pleaded, "You want to 
know why? Do you really want to know?"

"Of course. Of course," they replied.
Trying to choke back the tears, he said defiantly, 

"All right. All right. I’ll tell you."
"Oh, you gave me things all right--too many things. 

But, Dad, when I wanted you to play ball with me, it was 
always, ’Not now Freddie. I’m too busy. Tell you what.
. .here’s some money, why don’t you go down to the malt- 
shop for a treat on me. OK? OK?’

"And Mom it gets awfully lonesome staying in the 
house alone. When I wanted you to stay home with me so 
we could do things together, it was always, ’Oh, I’m sorry 
Freddie, I’ve got a bridge date; or, your father and I are 
going out to dinner with some friends. They’re older folks 
Freddie, you wouldn’t enjoy it. Tell you what, here’s 
some money, why don’t you take some of your buddies 
down to the Paramount and see the new picture they’re 
advertising this week. I hear it’s terrific. You do 
understand? Don’t you? Don’t you?’"
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Wiping a tear away with his sleeve, he said 
pitifully, "Sure I understood. I was in the way. It was 
that simple. Oh, sure, you gave me things-lots of things- 
too many things, but all I really wanted was you. Just you. 
That was all." Freddie buried his face in his hands, and 
cried bitterly.

There are some things for which money is 
no substitute: companionship, charity, concern, 
and love.

One wonders how it is with God.
Sometimes, we donate a little time instead of 

financial support; it doesn’t cost anything. Or, we 
drop a bill, or two, in the offering plate, instead of 
giving our personal service (it’s easier and less 
inconvenient). Then we say, "You know God how 
busy I am. I would like to help, but you know 
how it is. It’s a real hassle down here. You do 
understand, don’t You? Don’t You?"

But, like Freddie, all God really wants is 
US.
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The contractor and his wife had wanted to 
see a new church built for a long time. Now that 
the decision was made, they based their 
commitment on their previous year’s earnings. 
This was a step in faith, because he hadn’t had a 
house plan on which to figure for the entire 
summer. Just when it appeared they wouldn’t be 
able to honor their commitment, he was offered 
five plans in three days!

The first man accepted the bid he proposed, 
and construction was going to commence, when he 
changed his mind and decided to postpone building 
until spring. This caused a problem, because 
another man had already contracted for the spring 
date. This story is about this second man-the man 
God wouldn’t allow to sit still.

He and his wife had looked at every piece of 
property (they thought) in and around the little town in 
which they lived, but had found nothing that suited them. 
They finally decided to purchase two lots just across the
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border of an adjoining state. In fact, they planned to go 
over and complete the transaction that very morning.

Then a friend dropped by and said he had found two 
lots in their immediate area. He was sure these were just 
what they wanted. They were just as sure he was 
mistaken, because they had combed the area. He was so 
persistent, they finally consented to "take a look." To their 
amazement, the lots he showed them were exactly what 
they had been looking for. They located the owner, 
purchased the lots, and returned home.

After dinner, they settled down to watch their 
favorite TV show. Suddenly the man got up from his chair 
and said he wanted to go to the next town to see the 
contractor who was going to build their house.

His wife objected. She complained that they would 
miss the program, and besides, they weren’t going to start 
building until spring anyway. The contractor already had 
their house plans, and was figuring the cost of 
construction. Why the rush? Her husband insisted on 
going. A lively argument ensued.

Finally, after he faithfully promised that there would 
be no house built until spring, she agreed to accompany 
him.

Arriving at the home of the contractor, they found, 
to their dismay, that he was working on a project in 
another part of the county. His wife said he should be 
home soon. They waited and waited. Twice the man 
started the car intending to return home. Once he drove 
about two miles--stopped--tumed around and went back to 
wait some more.

Two hours passed before the builder returned. 
They discussed the house plans and estimated costs. Then

89



He Couldn’t Sit Still

reaffirming the spring construction date, the couple 
returned home.

The very next day the man was back asking how 
soon the house could be started. When he learned that the 
other job had been postponed until spring, he insisted (over 
the emphatic objections of his wife), that construction be 
started immediately. She reluctantly co-signed the contract.

Because of the storms that are common in this part 
of the country, most builders start construction in the 
spring and summer. Then, when the bad weather arrives, 
they can work indoors doing the finishing work.

Winter was about to begin when the excavation for 
the basement of this house was completed and the forms 
built. Seventy-five yards of concrete were needed for the 
foundation. The builder knew that if it rained before this 
was done, every shovel full would have to be wheeled by 
hand all the way from the street to the building site-over 
soft, slippery clay. And, it was already the first of 
October-the beginning of the rainy season.

He and his wife prayed earnestly that God would 
hold off the rain until the cement work was completed. 
Although the cement trucks drove through rain, both 
coming to and returning from the job site, not one drop fell 
on this ground until that part of the work was finished- 
then it rained steadily for three days!

They prayed that the weather would remain 
moderate until they could roof the house, and put in the 
doors and windows. This would permit them to finish the 
job indoors. The weather stayed moderate until the last 
opening was enclosed. Then the temperature dropped to 
zero (and below), and stayed that way for the balance of 
the winter.

90



He Couldn’t Sit Still

This is the end of the story of the man who 
didn’t want to build his house until spring. He 
really wanted to relax that Sunday afternoon and 
watch his favorite TV show. But he couldn’t sit 
still, because God had other plans.

When the contractor pointed out the 
instances he felt were evidences o f God’s 
direction, he pooh-poohed the idea. Let the reader 
decide.
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THE TRAP

The Devil has many well-constructed traps that he 
uses to catch the unwary. One of these is the prospect of 
making excessive profits through speculation.

Careful investment of the Lord’s means is good 
stewardship: the Parable of the Talents is proof of this. 
Concealed beside investment, however, is the trap of 
speculation. The lure is the promise of obtaining means 
faster than normal conditions will permit. The bait is 
almost irresistible.

An instructor in Christian stewardship was 
approached one evening at the close of a seminar by a man 
and his wife with this question. "Do you think it is all right 
to invest in foreign capital?"

"I really don’t know enough about foreign 
investments to answer your question satisfactorily," he 
replied.

"Even if the investment is backed by a gold mine?" 
queried the woman.

The speaker told them he wasn’t an expert in this 
field either. When he asked for more information, they 
either did not know, or were being evasive. He suggested 
that they give him some time to think about it, then, 
possibly he could give them a satisfactory answer.
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The next day he called a friend of his, an 
investment counselor, and learned that they were probably 
referring to a plan called "arbitrage." (Arbitrage is the 
simultaneous purchase and sale of commodities made in 
different markets to profit from unequal prices.)

For example: a commodity priced low in one 
market, might simultaneously be sold in another where it 
was in demand at a much higher price. Modem technology 
makes this possible. The profits can be substantial, 
however the risks are very high.

The couple approached him at the close of the next 
evening’s meeting. Their eagerness to hear his answer to 
their question was apparent.

"By any chance," he asked, "are you referring to 
"arbitrage?

Surprised, they said in unison, "Yes."
"Then," he continued, "I think I have the answer to 

your question. I don’t think the problem is whether the 
plan is a good one, or a bad one. The problem is whether 
one should or should not engage in speculation. And, if 
not, why not.

"In order to address this problem I need to. pry into 
your personal business just a little." They agreed that this 
would be acceptable.

"By any chance have you recently had a 
considerable sum of money made available to you?" They 
looked at each other. The man answered.

"Yes-we have. We sold a piece of property we 
purchased several years ago, and received an excellent 
price. God really blessed our investment."

"By any chance," the minister Continued, "were you 
planning to make a substantial contribution to the Lord’s
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work as an offering of thanksgiving?"
"Why, yes we were," they both answered.
"And," pursued the pastor, "did the opportunity to 

make this investment in arbitrage come at that time."
"It did," they said.
"These two conditions," he continued, "provide the 

key to your problem. It involves a principle, and timing.
"It is obvious that you both love the Lord, and want 

to help His work progress. You do what you can, but 
often wish you could do more." They nodded in agreement. 
"This desire motivated you to donate a part of the sale 
from your property to His cause. However, right at that 
moment the Devil, or possibly one of His agents may have 
presented this plan. It appeared you would be able to 
substantially increase your gift and thus provide more 
money for God’s work.

"There are two danger signals, or more properly, 
safeguards of which you must be aware. These will protect 
you from falling into this subtle trap.

"First. TIMING - Whenever a person has a desire 
to expand the Lord’s work by giving a special gift, he can 
expect, at that very time, Satan will present another plan by 
which it appears that he can double, or triple his means, 
and thus give a substantially larger gift.

"However, this is Satan’s plan to keep means from 
flowing into the God’s cause. Frequently the money is lost 
and neither the person, nor the church receives anything. 
Even if the enterprise proves successful, it would only 
stimulate him to engage in some further hazardous pursuit. 
The ultimate end will always be failure. Satan will see to 
that.
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"Second. UNUSUAL PROFITS - The prospect of 
making money faster than normal means will permit, has 
a fatal fascination. Once a person succumbs to this 
enchantment he has entered the Devil’s mine field—the 
ultimate end is predictable.

"In your case," he concluded, "both of these criteria 
are present. If you decide to take this step, be aware of the 
dangers involved, and of your ultimate responsibility."

The couple not only thanked the pastor for 
his interest and advice, but thanked God for 
helping them make the right decision. They were 
especially grateful when they saw some of their 
friends lose their life’s savings in a similar 
venture. The pastor thanked God for outlining this 
danger so clearly in His Word, and Inspired 
instruction.

Principles source:

"Many times when the Lord has opened the way for 
brethren to handle their means to advance His cause, the 
agents o f Satan have presented some enterprise by which 
they were positive the brethren could double their means. 
They take the bait, their money is invested, and the cause, 
and frequently themselves, never receive a dollar." 
Counsels on Stewardship p. 235

7  was shown that it is dangerous experiment for 
our people to engage in speculation. They thereby place 
themselves on the enemy's ground, subject to great 
temptations, disappointments, trials, and losses. Then
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comes a feverish unrest, a longing desire to obtain means 
more rapidly than present circumstances will admit. "
Ibid p. 237

"Every movement o f this order, which comes in to 
excite the desire to get riches quickly by speculation, takes 
the minds o f the people away from the most solemn truths 
that ever were given to mortals."
Ibid p. 237

"They (God’s people) are not to engage in 
speculations, neither are they to enter into business 
enterprises with unbelievers; for this would hinder them in 
doing the work given them."
Ibid p. 38
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There are two well-known stories in the 
Bible in which God multiplied a small amount of 
oil to fill a desperate need: the widow who was 
about to lose her two sons because of her dead 
husband’s debts, and the widow of Zarephath who 
had only enough for two small cakes for her and 
her son. The oil in these instances was probably 
olive oil, but what about the miracle of the fuel 
oil?

The man and his wife stared in disbelief at the 
flame burning brightly in their oil stove; it should have 
died out hours before.

He was a painter by trade, but painting jobs were 
few and far between. And, winter was only beginning. 
Finally there was no work at all; their money was gone. 
Suddenly, a terrible storm swept in from the coast. 
Snowdrifts blocked the roads; the weather turned bitterly 
cold. To add to their problem the big oil drum beside the 
house was nearly empty. Finally, the flame in the heating
stove flickered, and went out.

He disconnected the pipe leading from the drum to 
the house and managed to retrieve two gallons of oil that
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were in the bottom below the outlet. Putting this in the 
little tank by the stove, the fire burned a few more hours.

When this oil was gone they faced a real crisis. 
They feared for the life of their little boy in a house 
without any heat.

Searching carefully, they managed to find enough 
money to purchase two gallons of oil. By closing portions 
of the house, and not using the stove during the "warmer" 
part of the day, they managed to get by. Each day they 
were able to get the two gallons. Then, there came a day 
when they couldn’t find any more money. The little stove 
was using the last of the oil.

Before retiring that evening they prayed that God 
would somehow provide for them. They held onto the 
promise that "all these things shall be added unto you." A 
check of the little reservoir showed that there wasn’t 
enough oil left for more than an hour’s burning. They 
didn’t bother to turn it off.

The following morning they came from their frigid 
bedroom to a warm living room; the fire was still burning! 
The husband checked the little reservoir behind the stove: 
empty. But, the flame was burning brightly. The stove 
that had consumed two gallons of oil each day had burned 
all night without any. They knelt and thanked God for this 
miracle. They stayed inside, cozy and warm, while a 
blizzard raged outside. But, how long would it last, they 
wondered?

When the storm abated, some members of their 
church, hearing about the stove, came to visit—and inspect 
it. They checked it carefully to see if there wasn’t some 
reasonable explanation. One of them even disconnected 

the little pipe from the reservoir to the stove burner. They
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had to admit, it was a miracle. They sat and watched it 
bum.

It continued to burn day and night - one - two - 
three - four - five—but on the sixth day the flame flickered 
and died.

The painter’s wallet was lying on the table. It 
bulged with cards, papers, and receipts, as most wallets do. 
Picking it up, his wife suggested, "I think you need to do 
a little wallet cleaning."

Imagine his surprise on finding a folded check, 
made out to a local hardware store, for some paint he had 
purchased back in October! He had intended to deliver the 
check the following day—forgot—and paid the invoice with 
his regular monthly statement. A quick check with the 
bank indicated that he did, indeed, have this money 
available. This not only bought oil for the stove, but 
enough gas for the car so they could attend services the 
following day.

Up to this time they depended mainly on their own 
efforts to provide for themselves and their little boy. But 
this evidence of God’s care for their temporal needs, filled 
them with so much confidence, they began to pray for 
employment. They were sure He would provide.

The weather moderated; the roads were clear again. 
On Monday morning the man told his wife, "I’m going to 
look for work, I may not be back until evening."

As he passed a motel, he was impressed to stop. 
The man was closing it for the balance of the winter but 
told him he wanted the entire unit painted before he opened 
again in the spring. The job was his.

99



The Oil

Driving a little farther, he saw another motel. 
When he asked about the possibility of some painting work, 
the man seemed surprised.

"This is amazing," he said, "I have closed my motel 
for the winter and am going south. I was just looking in the 
Yellow Pages for the name of a painting contractor when 
you show up. It’s amazing. I want to have my manager’s 
unit completely redone while I am away so it will be ready 
when I return. You can start immediately."

Not only did he have work "inside" during the 
balance of that winter, but these contacts generated so 
many other jobs, he had to hire a helper. This young man 
paid his way through college from his earnings.

Jesus tried to get the people o f His day, who 
were so worried about their daily needs, to depend 
on their Father in heaven. He told them God loved 
them and was more willing to care for them than 
they were for their own children. This was His 
plan for their social security. . .and ours.
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TH E BIG BUSINESSM AN

A person who considers himself an owner 
does not have the freedom from worry and 
concern that often accompanies the day-to-day 
operation o f a business or profession. Competition, 
economic conditions, inflation or depression, all 
contribute to a constant tension. These are 
amplified by the need for personal and family 
support, the protection of investment, and the 
desire for success. This constant anxiety affects the 
personal, family, and religious life.

Consider the story of the big businessman. 
That is, if  6 foot five, and 250 pounds-is 
considered big.

He wasn’t stroking his beard like the man in the 
parable whose bam was too small, because he didn’t have 
any. But, he had everything else: three thriving 
businesses, lovely home, attractive family-and something 
the other fellow didn’t have-two expensive cars. Even his 
office was an exhibit of affluence. Seated behind a massive 
desk, he had just told his pastor that he considered the tithe
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as a tax. So much for the state, so much for the church," 
is what he said, then added, "and the offerings—they’re 
taxes too. You can take it from there."

The minister studied his face for a clue to this 
strange introduction. But the man’s eyes were focused on 
a painting of wild horses on the wall of the paneled room. 
As he pondered this strange analogy, he was pulled back to 
reality with the man’s booming "WELL?"

He knew he had to come up with an answer. But, 
it couldn t be some theological fine point, convincing 
though it might be. It had to be something to which this 
businessman could relate: dollars and cents. How he 
wished for an instant wisdom pill. His prayer was silent, 
but fervent.

"Let’s suppose," he began. . . "Let’s suppose that 
you and I were great friends (and I was qualified). One day 
you said, ’I have decided to turn all my businesses over to 
you. I have all the money I need-I’m going to Florida, 
have my fill of orange juice, lean against a palm tree, and 
take it easy. ’

Now don’t misunderstand. I’m not going to give 
them to you. These businesses will still be mine; you will 
just manage them. Everyone will think that you own them 
because your name will be on the marquee outside, on the 
check blanks, deeds, invoices, etc. But, you and I will 
know who the real owner is.

Just so you won’t forget this, I want you to figure 
out the profits each month and send me exactly ten 
percent. ’"

The man leaned forward, and listened intently- 
following every detail. The pastor asked, "Do you think 
that would be unfair?"
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With a slight squint in his eye, the big man said, 
"Now let’s get this straight. You mean I turn everything 
I own over to you; you don’t contribute anything—and all 
I get is a lousy ten percent?"

"That’s right."
"Worst business deal I ever heard of," was his

retort.
"But, that’s the deal God made with us." He 

opened his mouth as if to say something-thought better of 
it-closed it.

The pastor continued. "Suppose at the end of some 
month, I look at the books and recall all the long hours I 
worked—early morning to late at night. I suddenly 
remember that you said you had plenty of money. So, I 
don’t send you the ten percent. "What then?"

This triggered a reaction. He waved a long finger in 
the minister’s direction and said, "I’ve got news for you. 
You’d be out of business!" Even in this "let’s suppose" 
situation, the pastor felt a chill on the back of his neck. 
He was serious.

"Fortunately," the pastor reminded him, "God is 
more merciful to us than we would be to each other."

"Now then," he continued, "when I give you the ten 
percent, I really haven’t given you anything. Right?"

"I’ll say you haven’t!" His businesses were, at the 
same time, a pride and a touchy spot. This was evident 
from his reaction.

"So. . .one month," the pastor continued, "I have 
made out the check for the ten percent when suddenly it 
hits me. I realize what you really did for me. I didn’t 
have anything. Now here I am, a respected businessman in 
the community, lovely home, everything my family needs,
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two nice cars. . .all because of you. The thought blows 
my mind. I decide to buy you a very expensive present to 
show you how much I appreciate what you did.

"My mind races down the list of things to give to 
"those who have everything." I bounce off the bottom. 
You have everything! I have this feeling of gratitude in my 
heart, and can’t express it in some tangible way. What can 
Ido?

"Then I remember how your face used to glow 
when you would tell me of. . .let’s see: there was a boat 
on the Amazon, a plane in Peru, a mission station in 
Africa. Now, I had it. Signing my name to a generous 
check, I attach a little note reading:

My Dear Friend. 1 wanted to buy something 
special to show you how much I really appreciate 
what you did for me. But I realize that nothing 1 
could buy would remotely express my feelings o f 
gratitude. And besides, you own everything. Then I 
remembered how dear to your heart were the 
various philanthropic projects you had around the 
world: your interest and concern for the poor and 
needy. So, /  am sending this check for you to use on 
these projects. It couldn’t possibly express my 
feelings-but I hope you will get a faint idea. "
He stopped tormenting the little paper clip, which 

by now resembled nothing identifiable, and said (almost as 
if speaking to his own soul), "I guess. . .1 guess I thought 
I owned these businesses."

"That was the problem of the man in the parable," 
the minister reminded him, "the one whose crops wouldn’t 
fit the bam. It’s the problem most of us have: we think of 
ourselves as owners, rather than stewards. It might be a
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good idea to insert the word ’MANAGER’ under the name 
plates on our desks and office doors."

"Say,” he looked up and smiled, "if I don’t own 
these businesses, then I don’t have to worry about them 
anymore. Right? I don’t have to worry about the economy, 
competitors, or anything. Right?"

"Right. Just their efficient operation."
"Man, what a relief." The look in his eyes showed 

just how much of a relief it really was.

Jesus said His yoke was easy, His burden 
light, and it is when a person accepts his 
steward/Owner relationship. All the problems of 
life will then be in His hands-under His control. 
All one needs to do each day is to pray, "Lord, 
what do You want me to do? Then do it, and stop 
worrying.
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Sometimes every effort to win a soul to 
Christ fails—except the silent witness o f a 
consistent Christian life.

A pastor was talking with some of the members in 
the narthex following the morning worship service, in a 
church where he and his wife were former members. A 
lady approached him and said, "I wish you would give my 
greetings to your wife.” She paused, smiled, then added, 
"She will be surprised to learn I am a member of this 
church."

The pastor said he would be happy to convey her 
greeting, but needed to know her name. . .and why his 
wife would be surprised at this information.

"I’m Mrs. Rose," she explained, "and the reason 
she will be surprised is because when I knew her I wasn’t 
interested in religion at all. In fact, that was the farthest 
thing from my mind.

"Your wife was a part-time supervisor in a nursing 
home where I was employed," she continued. "Quite often 
she would offer to give me religious books, or magazines.
I did not accept them, because, as I told her, I was too 
busy to read them. At other times she invited me to attend 
services with her, but I always managed to have another
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appointment.

"One day she really urged me to attend a Bible 
series they were having in her church, conducted by a 
visiting evangelist. I declined. Finally, I felt it was only 
fair to tell her why I refused all her invitations.

"I’m not really interested in religion," I explained. 
"I never have been. From the things I have seen and 
heard, I don’t think it makes any difference whether a 
person belongs to a church, or not. I appreciate your 
interest in me, but I wish you wouldn’t bother me with it 
anymore. And, she never mentioned it to me again.

"She was so sweet about the whole thing, I almost 
felt ashamed of myself. She treated me just the same as 
she always had.

"It was then I began to notice things I hadn’t given 
attention to before. She seemed to have her life all put 
together. She was always so happy and cheerful. She 
always remained calm even when things weren’t going just 
right. And, I realized that she had something I didn’t, but 
wished I had.

"I was tempted several times to ask her about it, 
and secretly wished I hadn’t told her to stop giving me 
magazines, and inviting me to meetings. Maybe she had the 
answer.

"I had just made up my mind to swallow my pride 
and talk with her, when you people moved to the east 
coast—and the opportunity was gone. I can’t describe the 
sudden loss I felt.

"I’m sure it was God’s leading that another 
Christian lady took her place, who was just like her. And, 
when she invited me to attend an evangelistic series with
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her, I accepted so readily I could see the shock on her 
face.

"At the close of the meetings, the pastor gave me a 
series of Bible studies. . .and. . .well. . .here I am, a 
member of the church-and I’m so happy."

When the minister returned home, he told his wife 
that a Mrs. Rose had sent her greetings.

"Mrs. Rose?" she said with a puzzled look. "I 
don’t remember any Mrs. Rose in that church."

"No, I don’t suppose so," he replied, "she said you 
would probably be surprised."

"Mrs. Rose? did you say?"
"That’s right."
"Not the Mrs. Rose from the nursing home?"
"The same."
"And she’s a member of that church!?"
"And a very happy one," replied her husband as he 

related the thrilling story of Mrs. Rose’s conversion.

Sometimes every effort to win a soul to 
Christ fails—except the silent witness of a 
consistent Christian life.
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Sometimes it is easier to manifest faith and 
trust in God under extreme circumstances than it 
is in the routine o f everyday living. There is 
something about the daily routine that nurtures an 
I-can-do-it-myself attitude.

This is the testimony of a man who learned 
that the solution to his problems in everyday life 
was the same as it was on the battlefield.

I always believed in the power of prayer said the 
manager of a garage one day. I always believed that God 
was willing to answer my requests, but like a lot of other 
people there have been times when I didn’t want to 
"bother" Him. My problems seemed so small in 
comparison with the great scheme of the universe. So, 
during these times I try to work things out by myself.

Of course, there was the time in the South Pacific 
when my infantry outfit was under a murderous artillery 
fire. The Major ordered us to take cover in a nearby 
ravine. I recall thinking that this was the most welcome 
order I had ever received as I dived for this temporary 
shelter. But, the thought came to me that, as a Company 
Aid man, I had a responsibility for the boys who were still 
in the middle of the barrage.
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As I prayed for God’s protection, I made my way 
back into the smoke of the battle. I thought that if 
someone had to die, it should be me. I felt I was ready, 
many of these boys were not.

Sometimes my dreams are still invaded with the 
sounds of thudding bombs and screaming shrapnel. As I 
jerk awake in a cold sweat, I thank God, that in the midst 
of that raging inferno, not one boy in the company lost his 
life—and I didn’t receive a scratch.

However, in spite of this remarkable experience, I 
tend to forget that God is just as ready to hear my prayers 
in the little problems of life, as He was when I was in the 
greatest peril.

My wife and I always considered ourselves as 
liberal givers. However, a recent talk on stewardship 
compelled us to reevaluate our thinking. We came to the 
conclusion that we may have been good givers, but we 
were not sacrificial givers. We felt we should exercise our 
faith by a greater commitment.

This wouldn’t be easy, because we had three 
children to educate, as well as other commitments. Then, 
there was my employment.

The garage I manage is a branch of a national 
organization. I have had no problems in spite of my strict 
Sabbath observance. But, what if the company 
representative was replaced by someone who wasn’t as 
tolerant of my religious convictions? This could create a 
serious problem. Jobs aren’t that plentiful.

This fear almost became a reality two weeks later.
I received a call from the main office stating that we 

were $120 short of meeting our payroll for the week. The 
hint was made that if business was dropping off, possibly
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this branch should be closed.
That evening, during family worship, we prayed 

that if God wanted us to increase our commitment to His 
work, we needed a sign. Possibly we took our cue from 
reading the story of Gideon. I hoped I wasn’t being 
presumptuous as I prayed, "Lord, the sign I ask is this. 
Please have the man who has owed our firm $375 for a 
long time, come in tomorrow morning and pay his bill!"

I should explain that I had tried many times to 
collect this money, with no success. In fact, the last time 
I tried was the day before! (I guess my faith wasn’t as 
strong as it should have been, for the next morning I made 
arrangements to meet the payroll-just in case).

About mid-morning I was working at my desk when 
I chanced to look out the window and saw this man coming 
through the garage in the direction of the office. You can’t 
imagine the thrill that swept over me. He walked in, and 
said, as he took out his checkbook, "I want to pay my bill. 
What is the total?" Then as he started to write he paused 
and added, "Have one of your mechanics go over my 
truck-it needs a lot of work. When you have an estimate, 
I’ll add that to the check."

The Lord not only sent the man to pay his bill but 
protected my job as well with a substantial repair job.

I praise God every day for His goodness to me. I 
am so thankful that He gave me a sign to strengthen my 
faith. It fills me with amazement to realize that God not 
only answers my prayers, but adds a bonus!
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GEORGE

The dictionary gives, as a first definition for 
sacrifice, "The act of making an offering to a 
deity, in worship, or atonement." However,
because offerings are usually made in money, or 
material things, sacrifice, in the minds o f most 
people, is synonymous with money.

But, the dictionary does not say what 
comprises this offering, and herein lies its true 
meaning. It must be something other than money 
or material things, because God owns the world 
and everything in it.

George didn’t belong in the academic environment 
of a Christian boarding school. He grew up in the 
atmosphere of a broken home where the name of God was 
only spoken in anger, frustration, or zest. He had spent far 
too much time on the streets where he existed by his wits, 
and survived by the speed of his fists.

No, he didn’t fit in where love is considered the 
essential rule of life. Love was something strange to him.
. . except for his aunt. He loved her, and only agreed to 
attend this school because she wanted him to.
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To George, rules were made to be broken--so, he 
broke them-all of them. It soon became evident to the 
administration, that if the school year wasn’t going to end 
in a complete disaster, George would need to find another 
place to further his education, if, indeed, he had any desire 
to do so, which seemed unlikely. Secretly, some of the 
teachers already wished George’s aunt hadn’t been so 
insistent on his coming.

The long-suffering and mercy of the teachers 
prevailed for a time, but his endless pranks were a test to 
the most dedicated saint. And the fights! They broke out 
without warning, on the campus, in the hallways, and even 
the classrooms. This became more than even long-suffering 
combined with mercy could tolerate. George had to go!

So, the Principal drafted a carefully worded letter 
to George’s aunt, and planned to use him as the postman.

But, before he carried out his plan, he remembered 
there was a Week-of-Prayer scheduled in just two weeks. 
Following the advice of some of his counselors, he decided 
to wait until after these meetings to bid "Goodbye" to 
George. Just maybe, he thought, just maybe. It was worth 
the chance.

It is doubtful if any of the students who were there 
at that time remember who the speaker was, or what he 
talked about; but they all remember George.

For the first three days, he did everything he could 
to disrupt the meetings. Because the teachers, and most of 
the students looked at his exhibitions with more pity than 
amusement, they became less and less frequent Or, was it 
possibly something he was hearing for the very first time.

George had only used the name of Jesus in 
profanity. Now he heard how this Man had come down
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from heaven to save sinners like him. He heard how this 
Man loved him so much that He gave His life on a cross- 
just for him. This love, filtering down through the ages, 
found a spot in George’s calloused heart.

On the last day of the series, the speaker invited all 
those who wanted to give their hearts to Jesus, to please 
come to the front of the auditorium. Some of the older 
students made their way down. Then in the very last row, 
George stood up. He hesitated, then began to walk slowly 
down the aisle. Tears were streaming down his cheeks.

Every eye was riveted on him. One boy whispered 
to his seat mate, "He’s just doing this so he won’t get 
kicked out.” His friend grinned, and nodded.

The meeting ended. Those who had gone forward 
stayed to talk to the minister; the others drifted outside. 
Three or four fellows went around the comer of the 
building, and waited. Obviously they were waiting for 
George.

One of them had been in some terrible fights with 
George. They were evenly matched. It was obvious he had 
something in mind-and it wasn’t prayer meeting. Finally, 
George came around the comer, and down the sidewalk. 
This boy blocked his way.

"I saw what you did in there," he said sarcastically, 
"bawling like a baby. Boy, what a sissy!"

George, caught off balance, crouched, and clenched 
his fists into knots. No one had ever called him a sissy 
without some marks to remember it.

The boy danced around him begging, "Come on! 
Come on! Let’s see if this sissy can fight-or just cry!"

George froze. Slowly he clenched and unclenched 
his fists as the boy continued to taunt him. He never
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moved but the color of his cheeks turned from white to 
flaming red.

His jaw tightened as he slowly straightened his 
fingers out wide, and forced his hands down to his side. 
With a tight little smile at the comers of his mouth, he 
turned and walked away. George had never walked away 
from anything. All the while the boy was yelling, 
"Yellow! Yellow! Yellow!"

From that day forward, George never swore, nor 
told an off-color story—nor ever clenched his fists in anger 
again. George had given God the supreme sacrifice, the 
only thing he had; a soiled, rebellious heart. His was the 
ultimate offering.

George

Postscript: For his service to God, George picked 
one o f the most isolated, and forbidding spots on 
the face o f the earth. There he labored untiringly 
the rest o f his life.

It only took one look at the sacrifice Jesus 
maHp to change a street-smart kid into a dedicated 
worker for God.

But didn’t the Psalmist say? sacrifices 
of God are a broken spirit, a broken and a contrite 
heart, O God, thou wilt not despise. Psalms 
51:17
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TH E TRUCKER

A man and his wife took the message o f the 
prophet Haggai literally and put the money they 
had saved for a down-payment on a new house, in 
the new church building fund.

They had purchased a lot overlooking a 
beautiful valley, some years before, and had been 
saving money so they could qualify for a loan. 
They planned to build the house, and assume a 
twenty-year mortgage for the balance. At this 
point their church initiated a building program. 
Opinions varied among the members if this couple 
had made the right decision; some thought they 
had, others thought it was presumption.

They, however, never doubted that their 
decision was the right one. They felt that God’s 
instruction for Israel is for all time; that it was 
more important to build Him a house, than to build 
one for themselves. They anticipated the blessing 
He premised.

He was a driver for a large trucking firm. Shortly
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The Trucker

after making their decision, business increased and the 
company purchased another tractor/trailer to accommodate 
it. This upswing also required a lot of overtime work 
which paid time-and-a-half, or even double-time wages.

None of the other drivers wanted to work more than 
their regular shifts, so this man welcomed this increase in 
his income. He worked long, exhausting hours, but he felt 
that God was blessing him, and he was happy to take 
advantage of it.

Among the many interesting episodes he related, 
was one in which he was snowbound in a distant city for 
almost two weeks. During all this time, he was drawing 
double wages around the clock!

It took four years to pay off the debt on the new 
church. At the same time the church was dedicated, he 
and his wife had a new home on the hill. . .free from debt!

Two weeks following this event, the business 
slackened, the company sold the extra outfit, and he went 
back to his original schedule.

Sequel
At a later date the church entered into an 

expansion program, and this man and his wife 
made another sacrificial commitment. Barely two 
weeks passed when the company’s business 
increased; they bought another "extra" outfit, and 
he was asked to drive it. This amounted to one 
extra trip each week.

It would be difficult to convince this couple 
that God’s promises belong only to ancient history.
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EIG H TY PLUS AND GOING STRONG

God has never placed a limit on us for our 
service or giving, but sometimes we place a limit 
on God. We don’t give Him opportunity to help. 
Jesus said that if  we had faith as small as a grain 
of mustard seed, we could do some remarkable 
things--like, move mountains. But, too often we 
limit Him by our own narrow ideas of what our 
potential really is.

A guest minister was explaining the unlimited- 
potential concept one evening at a stewardship seminar. He 
explained the "IF" factor. If a person really wanted to do, 
or give more than his present circumstances would permit, 
he could extend his potential by saying, IF God made it 
possible, he would do it. He stated that this was not a 
pledge in the usual sense, but the commitment of a desire. 
He gave the following example to illustrate.

Suppose a person could, on a regular basis, 
contribute $8 each week to some project such as church 
support—but, he really wishes he could give $10. This, 
however is impossible under present circumstances. To 
achieve this desire, he simply promises that he will give the
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$10 IF God makes it possible. The extra $2 would be the 
"IF" factor.

At the close of the meeting, an elderly gentleman 
approached him and said, "I really like this IF factor. 
I’m going to try it. Under my present circumstances, I can 
only give $2 each week because my wife and I live on a 
very small pension, but I would like to give $10!

"I’m afraid," replied the minister, "I didn’t explain 
the "IF" factor correctly. The "IF" part is the small part, 
not the large."

"Oh, I understand that all right," the man said, "I 
just want to give more." Then he explained that 
throughout his life, he had tried to be faithful with his 
tithes and offerings, but that he wished he had done more 
during his productive years. "You see," he concluded, 
"I’m 80 now, and don’t have much potential left."

The pastor smiled and reminded him that God didn’t 
put Moses to work until he was 80! So, maybe God still 
has plans for him. "But," he advised, "you had better think 
this over very carefully. Remember that God is far more 
interested in the desire in your heart, than the money.

The following evening, at the close the meeting, he 
approached the minister again, and said, "I still want to 
give $10."

"Is that the only figure that comes into your mind?"
"Yes it is"
"Tell me," the minister asked, "would you be 

discouraged if God didn’t make it possible for you to give 
$10 each week?" He thought for a moment, then replied, 
"I’d be disappointed, but not discouraged. How do I 
begin?"

"Give according to your ability," the minister

Eighty Plus and Going Strong
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explained, 'then when, and if God makes it possible for 
you to give more--you can."

They didn’t meet again for about three months. 
Walking across the campus of an academy where a camp 
meeting was being held, he heard someone calling his 
name. Looking for the source, he saw his 80 year old 
friend approaching. He was waving his hands. When he 
came nearer he shouted, "Let me tell you what God did for 
me." He was smiling and shaking his head. "It’s 
incredible."

He related that he had quit farming about three 
years before. He had been able to supplement his income 
by caring for a neighbor’s place while he was away. Now 
it was sold, so that source had dried up. He and his wife 
were forced to live on a very limited retirement pension.

Shortly after the meetings he said the telephone rang 
one morning and the caller identified himself as an agent 
for the Department of Agriculture. "We want you to go to 
work for us," he said.

Surprised, he replied, "You must have the wrong 
number."

Aren’t you Mr.______ ?" the man inquired.
"Yes."
"Well, we want you to go to work for us."
Do you know how old I am?" he queried.

"No. How old are you? "
"I’m 80."
"You still drive, don’t you?"
"Yes."
"Well then, we want you to work for us. Please 

come down to my office. Can you come this morning? 
It’s important."

Eighty Plus and Going Strong
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Flabbergasted, he blurted, "But I want to go to 
camp meeting."

"What in the world is camp meeting," the agent 
asked. He explained that each year there was a statewide 
meeting of the members of his church, and he always 
attended.

"How long does it last?" the man questioned.
"Nine days," he replied.
"So, go to camp meeting, but we still want you to 

come to work for us. Please come down so we can talk it 
over."

The Government had set up a regional office to 
process loans for farmers who were in trouble due to a 
lagging market. The Department needed someone well 
acquainted with the area who would be able to verify the 
acreage allotments, and determine if the loans requested 
were valid. They couldn’t have picked a better man-he 
knew every inch of the county.

The agent said he could work at his own pace, but 
there were three loans that needed processing immediately. 
He asked if he could do these before going to camp 
meeting. He didn’t mention remuneration.

He had worked parts of three days for the 
Department. When he filed his reports, he was paid 
twenty dollars per day besides an allowance for his car, 
and meals! Tears streamed down his cheeks, as he 
concluded, "Isn’t God good?"

Now it was possible for him to give much more 
than the $10 each week. Now he could make up for all 
those years he had wished he had given more.

Postscript: He worked (at his pace) for the
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Department o f Agriculture for several years. The 
minister, now in another field, kept track of him 
through another worker in that area. One day 
during a phone call he asked if his friend was still 
working for the Department of Agriculture. "No," 
was the reply, "but he was until two weeks ago."

"I suppose," the minister, offered, "he was 
getting pretty old for the job. How old is he 
now?"

"He’s 80 plus a few years," his friend 
replied, "but his age wasn’t the reason he quit. 
You see, we had his funeral last week. I guess, 
the Lord felt he had worked long enough and 
needed a good rest before He gives him a job for 
all eternity."
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TH E BATTERY

(The following story is so incredible, that if many of the 
members of the church hadn’t witnessed the incidents related here, it 
would be unbelievable. One skeptical member, a mechanic, tried to 
charge the battery—it was dead.)

Any comment one could make, either 
before, or after this account would be redundant.

The young Air Force officer and his wife, feeling 
there was something lacking in their lives, began studying 
the Bible. This led to their attending church each week. 
During this time a visiting minister conducted a series on 
Christian stewardship.

The concept of a partnership with God, so 
impressed him that he asked the pastor if one had to be a 
member to engage in this program. The pastor assured him 
that church membership is not a requisite for a partnership 
relation. God honors everyone who recognizes His 
Sovereignty—His ownership.

The officer had a difficult time convincing his wife 
that they should make a definite commitment. He admitted 
he didn’t know where the money would come from, but if 
God made it possible, their desire to honor Him, would be
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THE BATTERY

their part of the "partnership."
His wife had a valid reason to be skeptical. Their 

living expenses were very high. They had tried to obtain 
more reasonable housing, but were told it would take two, 
or three years before there was any opening. The place in 
which they lived had high ceilings which added to the 
always-high heating costs of winter. Monthly payments on 
some former debts increased their financial burden. But, 
the faith of the young officer was so strong, that his wife 
"went along" with the decision.

One week passed. Then, they received a call from 
the housing authority informing them that there was an 
apartment available. This reduced their rent by one third. 
It also reduced their heating costs by the same percentage. 
Now, her faith was becoming stronger.

However, some extra expenses ate up the savings 
they realized, and they were reduced to the strictest 
economy.

Then, early one bitterly cold morning he went out 
to his car to drive to the air base. He brushed the snow 
from the windshield, got in, and tried to start the motor. 
The battery turned the cold motor over once, groaned, and 
died. There wasn’t any public transportation in the area. 
He was desperate. He bowed his head and said, "Lord, we 
are in partnership. I need to go to work, and my car won’t 
start. Please start my car. It took real faith to turn the key 
to "start," but the motor started immediately!

He stopped at a service station near the entrance to 
the air base and asked the attendant to charge his battery. 
At the close of the day, he went to pick up his car. The 
attendant informed him that the battery was completely 
dead; it wouldn’t take a charge.
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He told him to put it in the car anyway. The fellow 
said he didn’t know why, because it wasn’t any good. To 
the obvious shock of the attendant, the car started.

The car started morning and evening for three 
months! (During this time they didn’t have the money to 
purchase a new battery)

One very cold Sabbath morning, the family got into 
the car to go to church. Before he inserted the key, he 
prayed--as he always had-that the car would start. 
Nothing happened.

He said to his wife, "I just don’t have enough faith. 
He bowed his head and prayed earnestly, "Lord, it is the 
Sabbath, and we want to go to church, please start the 
car." He turned the key to "start"--nothing happened. He 
turned the key to "run"-and the car started. He was so 
thankful to God for His blessings that he couldn’t drive for 
a few minutes.

Sunday morning the car refused to start. But, on 
Monday, they received a letter from someone they didn’t 
know, with a check for thirty-five dollars. The note 
enclosed briefly stated, "I was impressed to send this 
money to you. I haven’t any idea why." (Signed)

He purchased a new battery.

In relating this experience he said he feels so 
sorry for those who are afraid to enter into a 
partnership with God. God can’t do very much 
for them for they give Him no opportunity.

125



PAUL

A church organization instituted a new 
program, and needed men to direct it. Few of the 
regular employees had either the training or the 
experience required. A search was conducted in 
the private sector for laymen who had this 
expertise who would accept these positions.

Among those who offered their services was 
a man named Paul. He had the training and 
experience as well as a deep desire to help people.

Before beginning their work on a permanent 
basis, these men were required to go through a 
training period to acquaint them with the methods 
and policies o f the organization. Paul took his 
training under a departmental leader in a city 
where neither o f them had worked.

They arrived on schedule from opposite 
directions. This was their second meeting, and it 
was the beginning o f what would result in a lasting 
friendship. They. . .but let the trainer tell the 
story, and o f its affect on his life.

Soon after meeting Paul, we started looking for

126



Paul

lodging. We found the perfect setup in a motel near the 
center of town. It had two bedrooms, a kitchenette, and a 
small room we could use for all the equipment we had. By 
sharing the cost we found it cheaper than the cost of two 
single rooms outside town.

As a perk, there was a small cafe just across the 
parking lot where we could take our meals when we chose 
not to snack.

Something happened at this little cafe that changed 
my life.

My first shock came the second morning after our 
arrival. We hiked across the parking lot for breakfast. 
Paul, with one of those isn’t-it-a-wonderful-morning smiles, 
greeted the waitress who served us the day before. "Good 
morning Julie," is what he said. I guess there was nothing 
wrong with it, except, it never occurred to me to be that 
familiar with a waitress. I was well aware that her name 
was Julie—it was on the little name-tag on her uniform. 
But, being that familiar. . .?

By the time we had eaten there three or four times, 
he knew, not only Julie, but Flossie, Mary, Ann, and 
Bernice. . .and all the cooks. They beamed when they saw 
him come in. Although there was the beginning of a 
question in my mind, I envied his obvious ability to spread 
good cheer, like a sunbeam, whenever he entered the place.

At this point I began to wonder if I had a 
"traveling salesman" on my hands, and felt concerned. He 
seemed too friendly, it seemed. At one point I actually 
contemplated calling his prospective employer. I felt that 
my responsibility was to alert him of a possibly unpleasant 
situation. Fortunately, I didn’t make the call; however, my 
concern was growing.
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The intricate business of our training program 
occupied my mind, or possibly I was getting used to his 
super-friendliness, anyway, things were progressing nicely, 
when one afternoon Paul asked if we had any meetings 
scheduled for that evening. I told him we did not. He said 
that was good and proceeded to change into his suit. Let 
me explain this changing bit.

Every time he came back to the room, he always 
took off his suit, and dressed, as he said, comfortably: 
shorts, T-shirt, and thongs. Even, if it was only for a 
short time. So he might change clothes several times a 
day.

This evening he came from his room dressed up to 
go out, and said, "I’ll see you later." He didn’t say where 
he was going, nor when he would be coming back. Now 
if this seems odd, it did to me also, for usually when two 
people are working closely together, and one leaves, he 
gives some idea where he is going and when he plans to 
return. That’s usual. Paul wasn’t usual.

I retired about nine o’clock, but awakened when I 
heard the key scraping in the lock of the front door. I 
glanced at my watch. It was 1 o’clock! I lay there 
wondering where a person went in a strange city, and what 
they did until one o’clock in the morning. Now I really 
began to worry.

When the same procedure occurred the next night, 
and the next, I was ready to make that call. After all, I did 
have this responsibility.

Three weeks passed. Then, one day he asked if I 
really needed him for the next three days; he had an errand 
to do. I told him that things were winding down now, and 
he was free to do whatever he had to do. He packed his
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bag, got into his car and left. He didn’t say where he was 
going, nor when, or if he planned to return. As I said, 
Paul was different.

The morning after he drove away, I went to the cafe 
for breakfast. Julie waited on me. After she brought my 
food, and asked if there was anything else she could do for 
me, she said,

"That partner of yours is something else."
"Yes," I replied, "you can say that again." I 

suspect we weren’t thinking the same thing. She 
continued, "Do you know what he did for me."

"No," I replied, "what did he do for you?"
"Well," she began, "one day he came in for 

breakfast. (You weren’t with him that day) He said, ’Julie, 
is something wrong. You look worried?’

I said, "Does it show?"
He replied, ’Yes. Is there anything I can do to

help?’
"I don’t think so," I told him, "it’s just a problem 

I have. I don’t think you could help."
’I could try if you will tell me what it is.’
"So I told him that I had a fifteen-year-old son that 

is a cripple—confined to a wheelchair. The lady who stays 
with him while I am working my evening shift is sick; I 
haven’t been able to find anyone else. I just don’t know 
what I’m going to do this evening-but forgive me, I’m 
sorry it showed."

He laughed, and said, ’No problem. You can stop 
worrying, I’ll come and stay with him until you get off 
work. ’

"And you know what? he came and stayed with my 
boy three nights while I worked. He told him stories, and
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read to him; my boy just fell in love with him. When I 
tried to pay him, he said, ’Forget it! I had nothing but 
fun. Let me know the next time the lady isn’t available.’" 
Shaking her head, she said, "I don’t know what to say."

"Believe me, I didn’t know what to say either." 
Finally, I managed to ask, "When was that?"

"Two weeks ago," she said, "Tuesday, Wednesday, 
and Thursday evenings."

I thought back. Three nights from 5:30 p.m. to 
1:00a.m. I felt so incredibly small. Painfully I recalled 
the suspicions I had. (all bad) I was lying in bed nursing 
a host of negative thoughts, while he was sitting up with a 
crippled kid so his mother could work.

Almost before I had time to recover from my guilt, 
the housekeeper came in early one afternoon while he was 
downtown on an errand. Again I heard those familiar 
words, "That partner of yours is something else."

I looked at her with disbelief. Not again, I thought, 
but managed to ask, "What did he do for you?" I sensed it 
was something. He was always doing something for 
someone.

"Well," she began, "one day when you were out 
and he was working at the desk, he asked, ’How are things 
going for you?’

"OK," I told him, but after thinking about it for a 
moment, I said, "Well, not that OK." I explained that my 
husband had been out of work for over a year, and we had 
to get by on the wages I made here in housekeeping. 
Things were a bit difficult at times."

When he asked what my husband did and I told 
him, he asked if he was good at his work. I told him he 
was very good. He said he would see what he could do.
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"And, you know, he drove over to a city about 300 miles 
from here and got my husband a job. He’s over there now 
and at the end of the month I am going to quit here and 
join him."

Then she repeated Julie’s exact words, "I don’t 
know what to say."

Now I was really speechless. It never occurred to 
me to be concerned for the housekeeper of a motel. I 
might be concerned if she didn’t do her work efficiently— 
but I had never given a thought to her problems, or if she 
had any.

A year passed. I was invited to return to this church 
for the worship service. At the close, I was standing at the 
door greeting the members when a lady approached and 
said, "It’s nice to see you again."

"It’s nice to see you," I replied.
She smiled and said, "You don’t remember me."
"You’re a member here, aren’t you?"
"I wasn’t when you knew me."
Puzzled by this remark, I exclaimed, "Oh?" 

Obviously she was enjoying my confusion. Then she said, 
"I’m Julie."

"Julie? Julie? Julie? Then in utter disbelief I 
exclaimed, "the waitress at the cafe!"

"That’s right."
"And you’re a member here?"
"Yes I am."
Then she related that she began to wonder why a 

person would go out of his way to sit with her crippled son 
for three nights and wouldn’t take any money.

On inquiry she learned of the denomination to 
which he belonged. She had never heard of it before. But,
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one Sabbath she looked in the phone book and found the 
address of this church, and attended the services.

She concluded, "Everyone was so loving and 
caring, that I’ve been here ever since. I’m so happy."

Looking back I’m not sure who learned the 
most from that training session. I know that Paul 
taught me the true meaning of the parable o f the 
Good Samaritan.

The priest must have had sympathy when he 
saw the man lying in the ditch more dead than 
alive. The Levite must have had pity for the poor 
fellow—but the Samaritan had concern for him—he 
did something about it. He dressed his wounds 
and took him to a nearby motel where he cared for 
him all night. When he left, he promised to cover 
any further expense incurred until the man was 
well enough to travel.

It isn’t enough to have pity, nor sympathy; 
we must have concern-that feeling for our 
fellowman that puts his best interest before our 
own—the feeling that results in our doing 
something about it.

132



(Memo)

All the stories to this point are true; the two that follow are 
not. They have been included because o f the poignant 
lessons they teach.

The first: A ten-year-old boy approached me during an 
intermission and said, "You have been telling us some great 
stories; can 1 tell you one?" I assured him 1 would be 
happy to hear it. I share it with you in THE EXODUS.

The second: An elderly gentleman said, during another 
seminar, that my stories always turned out positive-he 
would like to tell me one that didn’t. Consider the story o f 
THE GRASSHOPPERS.

I regret that 1 failed to get the names o f these two people. 
But, should they happen to read this book, I want them to 
know that these stories have had a profound affect on those 
with whom I have shared them. I thank them sincerely for 
sharing them with me.

mel
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TH E EXODUS

A little boy invited a neighborhood playmate to 
accompany him to a Vacation Bible School. This was the 
first time the little fellow had ever been to a church, and he 
enjoyed the singing, the crafts—and especially the stories.

One day he burst into the house, and said, "Mom, 
you should have heard the story I heard today about a guy 
named Moses."

"Who was he?"
"He was a fellow that got the Israelites out of 

Egypt."
"Israelites? Egypt? What’s that all about?"
"Well you see, Mom, this bunch of people, 

Israelites they called them, were down in a place called 
Egypt. They were treated pretty bad. They had to make 
bricks and build pyramids and stuff.

"So, one day this Moses comes along and says he 
is going to help them run away. They were kinda scared, 
but they got tired of being beat up all the time, so they 
went along with his idea.

"Well, one night they packed up and left while the 
Egyptians were asleep. By morning they were away out in 
the desert, but they ran into big trouble.

On one side was this big mountain and on the other 
side was this big sea. All of a sudden they looked back and 
saw a cloud of dust. They knew the Pharaoh (that’s what
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they called the king), and his army was coming after them.
"They started yelling at this Moses to do something. 

He picked up his CB and called the engineers and told 
them to build some pontoon bridges so they could get 
across the water.

"They hurried and began to build these pontoons as 
fast as they could. As soon as they would get one built, 
they’d hook it to another, until finally they had them all the 
way across. All the people got to the other side.

"Meanwhile this king and his army were coming 
fast. When they saw these pontoons all the way across this 
big sea, and the people rushing off the other end, they 
drove their horses and chariots out onto them and raced 
across. This scared the people some more.

But, just when this Pharaoh and his army were right 
in the middle, Moses gets on his CB and tells the engineers 
to blow it up. And up she went K-A-A-B-O-O-M! And the 
king and his army all drowned."

His mother, shaking her head at this strange story, 
asked, "Is that really what happened?"

"No," he admitted, "that isn’t really what happened. 
But, if I told you what really happened-you wouldn’t 
believe it."
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TH E GRASSHOPPERS

A successful wheat farmer, in the Mid-West, was 
reading his Bible one morning. He suddenly, and for the 
first time, realized the truth of God’s ownership of the 
world and everything in it. He had never seen this before. 
He was so astonished that he fell on his knees, and said, 
"I’m sorry Lord, I thought I owned this farm. Now, I 
realize that it is Your farm. I’m giving it back to you."

Later that morning, he was down in the little cross
road village, when he saw some of his neighbors. He 
shocked them by announcing, "I just got rid of my farm."

Wondering if they had heard correctly, they asked, 
"You sold it?"

"No," he replied, "I gave it back to the One who 
owns it."

"We thought you owned it," they said.
"So did I," he explained.
"Who owns it?" they asked.
He smiled broadly. "God. I just run it for Him."

"Oh. . . " they sighed in relief. Secretly they 
wondered if he had been out in the sun too long, and was 
suffering from the heat. However, he was a good 
neighbor—a good friend—so they let it pass.

One day the grasshoppers invaded the area and laid 
bare field after field. They swept across his neighbor’s 
farm and didn’t leave a blade of grass. When they came
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Postscript

to his line fence they didn’t stop (like the story usually 
ends), but ate every ting he had also.

His neighbor could hardly wait to see him. He 
skidded his pickup to a stop in his yard, and said, "I notice 
the grasshoppers didn’t stop when they got to your place. 
They cleaned it too. How about this business of God 
owning your place now?”

The farmer calmly said, "No problem."
"What do you mean, ’No problem.’" he asked.
"Why," explained the farmer, "The way I figure it 

is like this: God owns the farm. He owns the 
grasshoppers. I f  He wants to pasture His grasshoppers on 
His farm, it’s all right with me."

When all the possessions of Job were swept away, 
he could say, * the Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken 
away, blessed be the name o f the Lord." (Job 1:21) Like 
Job, the farmer just lost his job temporarily.

How important it is to trust God’s wisdom. As One 
who knows the end from the beginnning, He provides and 
He withholds according to our best needs. To accept this in 
trust and confidence is the essence of Christianity.
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Now retired, Mel Rees has compiled the best of 
the short stories that he collected during the 
years of his ministry in the church. These 
stories are outstanding examples of human ef
fort combined with divine power.

As you read these stories, the author hopes you 
will find enjoyment and inspiration while pur
suing your own personal goals.


