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Part 1 of 13 sections—2 December 2012

Enjoy the Precious Moments
by Betty Jane Stepherson

AVE you given any more thought
to what we should give the children for Christmas, my love? I know
we’ve window-shopped and store
gazed, but nothing somehow seems
quite right. Nothing has jumped up
and said ‘pick me,’ and time is passing. Before many more days have
passed, everything will start getting
busy. We’ll start decorating, and
you’ll start baking. We need to decide on their presents while we still
have some quiet time,” said Joel.
Ruth, his wife, leaned her head on
his shoulder as they sat together in
front of the fireplace watching the
flickering flames. She said, “I know
they don’t want anything big in that
small apartment, but I want it to be
something special for their first
Christmas together after their marriage. I want it to be something they
will always treasure. And I keep coming back to one thing.”
“Tell me about it. I’m eager to
hear,” he said.
“Remember when they were here
last weekend, and we had that big box
of pictures out on the coffee table? We
had such a good time looking at them
and still didn’t finish looking at them
all. I’m not sure, but I think Jim seemed
to enjoy them as much as Betsy did,

H

don’t you think? Especially since he
and his family were our best friends
years before he and Betsy married,
and they lived right next door and were
in many of the pictures.”
“So let me guess. You were thinking about that picture album we saw
downtown yesterday evening in Mr.
Wallace’s store. It was a thing of
beauty, I’ll admit,” said Joel.
“The pictures are still out, since we
wanted to go through the rest of them.
When they come back, they can do
that. And it’s easy to tell which ones
they seem to enjoy the most,” she said

with a smile.
“And we can have copies made
and put them in that beautiful album.
I think you have a great idea, my love.
Maybe while I’m at work tomorrow,
you can go back and pick up one of
those albums before they’re all gone
and perhaps have it engraved with
something special.”
Holding her feet out toward the
warm fire and sighing comfortably, she
said, “That’s a very good idea. We
make a good team, don’t we, dear?”
“We always have—you and I and
the Lord!”
“I’m so thankful Jim and Betsy
have Jesus in their marriage.”
“It’s something we prayed for, and
the Lord blessed our prayers.”
The next morning was bright, clear,
and cold when Joel left for work. As
soon as Ruth knew the store downtown would be open, she left to see
about the picture album.
In the store, she ran her hand across
the dark blue leather cover of the album. She took it to the owner and
asked, “Mr. Wallace, could I have
something engraved on this front cover? It will be a Christmas gift for our
daughter and son-in-law, and we want
it to be very special.”
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“Indeed you can. Many people
have names engraved on the albums. What would you like?”
“I want their names near the bottom, but I also want something else
engraved across the center in Edwardian script—the words ‘Precious
Moments.’ ”
The older man smiled. “I like that. Tell
me exactly what you want, and I’ll have
it ready for you in the morning, Mrs.
Alexander. Will that be satisfactory?”
“That will be perfect. Thank you,
Mr. Wallace.”
When Ruth told Joel later in the day
that she would be picking up the album
the next morning, he was quick to
catch her excitement.
“This afternoon, Betsy called and
said that they have made plans with
their Sunday school class to decorate the church this weekend for the
Christmas holidays,” said Ruth. “So
she asked about coming for supper
tomorrow instead of lunch on Sunday. So how perfect is that? We can
go through the rest of the pictures,
get the copies made, and start working on the album sooner.”
With a broad smile, Joel answered,
“ ‘And the heavens shall praise thy
wonders, O Lord’ ” (Ps. 89:5).
“He’s always faithful, isn’t He?”
added Ruth.
“Always!” responded Joel.
“I know Betsy will be happy with
the album. I just hope Jim won’t be
sad,” said Ruth with some concern.
“I think he will be happy. I think any
happy memories of them will make
him happy.”
“I do hope so, dear. I do hope so,”
Ruth repeated again.
When supper was finished the
evening Jim and Betsy were there
next, Betsy said, “I’m glad you left
the pictures out, Mom. There are still

some we didn’t get to look at the last
time we were here.”
“Well, I did separate the ones we
looked at the last time, the ones you
seemed to want; but the rest are still
here,” answered Ruth.
“Oh, look! Here’s that picture of
Grandpa the evening the truck went by
spraying for mosquitoes and left that
awful smell. From that look on his face,
I threatened to call him Grumpy instead
of Grandpa.” She laughed. “I remember him saying he had smelled a few
bad things on the farm but nothing as
bad as that. I have to have a copy of
that picture, Mom. I loved him so.”
Jim picked up a picture and said
with shining eyes, “Here’s one of the
two of us when we graduated from
kindergarten, sweetheart. We looked
so impressed and so proud of ourselves. Look at those fancy caps
they put on us. And here’s one of my
parents on the backyard swing. I
don’t remember seeing it before now.
And isn’t it a good picture?”
“Having our two families living
right next door gave us a great opportunity to take a lot of good pictures,” said Joel with a smile.
“And here’s one of all of us last summer, honey, when your parents were
still here. Mom was holding her gorgeous birthday cake that your mother
made for her. Who took that picture,
Dad? I know you’ve taken a lot of the
pictures, but you’re in this one. So
someone else had to take it. Do you remember who?” inquired Betsy.
“Pastor Taylor took that one when
he came by to wish your mother a
happy birthday,” said her father.
“And to have some birthday cake,”
added her mother. “In fact, as I remember, it was so good he had two
pieces of cake.”
“We want one of those,” said
CHRISTIAN LIFE

Betsy. “That was such a good day!”
“Indeed it was,” Jim said with an
arm around Betsy. “That was a very
very good day!”
“That was one of those precious
moments,” Ruth said with feeling.
“Many of these pictures are precious moments and mean so much
to Jim and me. Thank you for bringing them back out and sharing them
with us,” said Betsy.
“They mean a lot to us also, my
dear,” said Betsy’s father. “And we’re
glad they mean a lot to the two of you
because we want you to always be
aware of the precious moments that
can fill our lives and can never be taken away from us. God is faithful to
meet our needs, and He knows we
very often have a need for very precious memories.”
“You’re right, Dad.”
They went through other pictures
while each of them often had heartwarming stories to accompany them.
Smiles and laughter often accompanied them also.
As the evening grew late and Jim
and Betsy prepared to leave, Jim tried
to find words to let Joel and Ruth know
how much he appreciated their sharing so many memories with them.
“As time passes,” he said, “I realize more and more why my parents
held you in their hearts.”
When Joel and Ruth were alone,
they were again in front of the fireplace. With his arm over her shoulders, he said, “I’m more glad than
ever that we decided on the picture
album and the pictures. I think it’s going to be the perfect gift.”
“And I do think now that Jim will be
as pleased with it as Betsy. I’m so
proud that something so small
means so much to them both. How
(Continued on page 6)
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licorice tea indicated that Sonia’s
mood had also softened. At least that
was what Marvin thought until she
said, “They were on sale.”
Taking that as his cue, Marvin said,
“I noticed an ad in the paper for bedding and drapes on sale.” He paused
to check Sonia’s reaction.
“I saw that too.”
Marvin hoped she would say more,
but she did not. Her face did not register annoyance; so he asked,
“Would you consider something in
the ready-made department?”
“Well, it wouldn’t hurt to check it
out.”
“Good. I realize it’s time for an update, but I don’t want to go to a lot of
expense if we move to the country in
a year or so.”
“How serious are you about retiring at sixty-two?”
“I wouldn’t even consider it except
for health reasons.”
A heart attack at forty-five and an old
injury had limited what he was able to
do. “My back really bothers me when I
overdo it. I think it’s time to stop.”
Sonia nodded her head. “Would you
go shopping with me tomorrow?”
“Let’s go as soon as the mall opens
and then have lunch at The Casserole.”
That was Sonia’s favorite place to
eat.
“It’s a date!”
At the mall the following morning,
Sonia looked at every kind of bedding
in the store. She kept going back to a
red paisley quilt set. “If someone had
told me the beige-and-white striped
bed skirt went with it, I would not have
believed it. But I like it.” Sonia always
did go for something unusual. When
Sonia found a beige-and-white striped
pair of draperies in the right size, she
said, “This is it.” They made the purchase and went to the restaurant.
6
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Sonia remained upbeat about her
purchases all through lunch. “I have an
idea to add a little extra pizzazz to the
bedroom,” she said when she finished
the last bite of apricot cream pie.
“You’re the one who can come up
with the clever ideas. What is it?”
“I want to remove every other tan
louver on the sliding door vertical. If
we replace the louvers with white
ones, we’ll match the bedskirt and
the drapes.”
“I see. That would be a nice touch
with little cost. I like that!”
When they finished eating, they
went to buy the louvers. At home,
Marvin helped his wife create the
new look in the bedroom.
Just before they were ready to turn
in for the night, Sonia said, “It has
been a good day. Thank you for making it so.”
“You’re welcome.” It was good to
be a hero for a change.
“I want to go to church with you tomorrow. Maybe I’ll even listen.”
“Great.” A gentle approach had
accomplished what strong words
had been unable to do. ★

Enjoy the Precious
Moments
(Continued from page 3)

blessed we are! How good our Lord
is!” Ruth said with joy.
“‘Giving thanks always for all things
unto God and the Father in the name of
our Lord Jesus Christ’” (Eph. 5:20), Joel
said with that smile she loved to see.
“We do make a good team—you
and I and the Lord,” she reminded him.
“Amen and amen!” agreed Joel. ★
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Can We Talk?
by Betty Jane Stepherson

T had been a long time; so why did
it still bother David? Was it because
he was not a teenager anymore? Was
it because he was no longer really
sure what the fight was even about?
Or was it because he had opened his
heart to the Lord Jesus Christ, and His
Spirit within him kept telling him to
make the old problem right?
He could never seem to get away
from that still small voice that kept
telling him, “As ye would that men
should do to you, do ye also to them
likewise” (Luke 6:31).
Perhaps it was all those things. At
any rate, David knew he needed to

I

go back to his hometown and make
an apology to Bart Handley.
It was not that far, but it had been
several years since David had been
back. He had no family there now,
and very few of his friends were still
there. The last time he had been back
was for the wedding of his friend
Dwayne Cassidy. It had been a small
wedding, and David had seen very
few people he knew.
Now David was looking forward to
his own wedding next month, and he
was looking forward to seeing
Dwayne and his wife at the event. He
was even thinking about it when he

walked into his office that morning.
Greeting his secretary with a smile,
he said, “Good morning, Angie. It’s a
beautiful day. And how are you?”
“I’m fine, Mr. Morgan. You have a
visitor waiting for you.”
David turned around to meet someone rising from one of the chairs behind him and was completely astonished. With a big smile, he exclaimed,
“Dwayne, what a surprise! Would you
believe I was thinking about you when
I walked in? How in the world are you,
and what are you doing here?”
Grasping David’s hand and returning his smile, Dwayne said, “I have a
court case here this afternoon; so I just
left home early enough to visit with you
for a while if you can squeeze me in.
You’re such a big wheel these days.”
“Of course I always have time for
you. Come into my office. Angie Hill,
this is Dwayne Cassidy. Dwayne is a
good friend from my hometown.”
“It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Cassidy,” said Angie.
“Angie, I don’t believe I have any
appointments this morning that can’t
be postponed until this afternoon; so
will you do that for me? Please hold
any calls unless they’re really important, and I’ll return them later. Come
on in, Dwayne, and make yourself
comfortable. How is married life?”
As the two sat down in David’s office, Dwayne showed a contented
smile as he answered, “It’s wonderful, as you’ll know very soon. Barbara
and I are looking forward to your own
wedding.”
“So am I, my friend. I can’t imagine life without Nancy anymore. I
keep wondering why the Lord has
blessed me with her and with this
good job that I can use to help other
people. God is so good!”
An entire hour had passed in pleas2 (10)
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ant conversation and good memories
when David asked, “Can you tell me
anything about Bart Hand ley,
Dwayne? The one thing that keeps
disturbing me is remembering my
fight with him in high school. I know it
was a long time ago, but recently it
keeps coming back to me. I know I
was something of a bully and a knowit-all back then. I was also bigger than
he was; so beating him up was a terrible thing to do. I can only remember
his two black eyes looking at me in
astonishment when it was over. I’m
not sure how you put up with me and
stayed my friend back then.”
“I knew he wasn’t altogether blameless. A number of us kept wondering
how you held off from hitting him as
long as you did. He enjoyed holding it
over you so much about how your
family didn’t have much of anything
and always had money problems and
his family was so well-off. Well, now
he’s had money problems of his own.
His father lost all the family’s money in
a bad business deal, and Bart has
been trying to care for his parents as
well as his wife and himself. It hasn’t
been easy, since he sort of coasted
through high school and college. He
wasn’t prepared for the real world. I
understand he’s taking courses at the
community college now to try to make
up for all that wasted time.”
“I’m sorry to hear he’s having problems. It must be difficult to go from
having so much to having so little. At
least we had so little that we knew we
had to study and work to make things
better. I’m so thankful the Lord saved
me and helped me get my life together. He made it possible to get my parents here and make their lives better.
I’m constantly amazed, Dwayne, that
I’ve been so blessed.”
“For two scrawny kids, we’ve both

come a long way with the Lord as our
Shepherd, my friend.” Dwayne smiled.
“Do you happen to know Bart’s address?” asked David. “I’d like to talk
to him. We have a number of jobs
here that need to be filled. Maybe we
could work something out that would
be good for him.”
“That would be great, David. If you
talk to him, you’ll find he’s a lot different from the boy we knew in high
school. He’s become a Christian, and
he’s grown up a lot in these last few
years. I run into him once in a while,
and it’s hard to believe it’s really Bart
Handley. I’ll tell you what! When I get
home tonight, I’ll e-mail you his address and phone number.”
“Thanks a lot,” said David sincerely. “I appreciate that.”
Looking at his watch, Dwayne
jumped up and said, “I’ve got to cut
this short. I need to get to the courthouse and go over some notes again.
Barbara and I are looking forward to
the wedding. If I don’t see you again
before then, we certainly will see you
then. And I’ll send you Bart Handley’s
address and phone number. Hearing
from you will be a real Christmas present for him now that he’s a different
guy.” Shaking David’s hand, he said
heartily, “Take care, my friend.”
That evening when David and Nancy were together, he told her about
Dwayne’s visit and about his teenage
altercation with Bart Handley. “I still feel
bad about that. And now that he’s having a tough time, perhaps I can help
him. In the morning Angie will have a
list of the openings available in our corporation, and surely one of them will be
right for Bart. That’s why I’m going
back to my hometown tomorrow to
see him. I’d like to get it done before
our wedding. He needs it. And I need
it. Can you understand?”
CHRISTIAN LIFE

“Of course I understand, sweetheart. Nothing must mar the joy of
our wedding. I’ll tell you what! I think
you should invite him and his wife to
come a few days or so before the
wedding, at the company’s expense,
of course. Then he could see about
the job, and they could have a few
days of vacation. How about that?”
Taking both her hands in his own, he
asked, “Is it any wonder you’re the girl
I want to marry? You’re not only beautiful, but you’re kind and smart and
know the right thing to say too.” He
held her close to him as he thanked the
Lord again for bringing her into his life.
The next morning when he arrived
at the office, Angie already had the
list of openings that needed to be
filled in the company.
“Thanks, Angie. You’re a treasure.
I’ll be talking to our managers about
these openings, and then I’ll be calling an old acquaintance.”
In his office, he made a number of
calls within the company. Then he
pulled an e-mail note from his pocket that he had received from Dwayne
Cassidy the night before and made
another call.
When the phone rang and a man
answered, David said, “Good morning! I’m trying to reach Bart Handley.
Do I have the right number?”
The voice on the other end of the
phone answered, “Yes, you do. I’m
Bart Handley.”
“Bart, this is David Morgan. We
were in high school together. Do you
remember me?”
“Yes, I do remember you, David,”
the other man answered pleasantly.
“How are you?”
“I’m fine,” David answered in an
equally pleasant voice. “Bart, I know
it’s been a long time; but can we
talk?” ★
9 DECEMBER 2012
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Grandma’s Comfort Pies
by Betty Jane Stepherson

LICIA had just finished her volunteer shift at the library and was
heading home. It was then that she
met her friend Gladys coming into
the library.
“Gladys, you look great. I really like
that jacket. That shade of blue is your
color.”
“Thanks.” Gladys laughed. “Isn’t it
good when we find something we really like at a fantastic sale?”
“I’ll agree with that,” Alicia answered. “I just found several books
on sale here on the clearance table
that I thought Mrs. Woods would enjoy reading. I’ll try to get over there in
the morning.”

A

“I hope you can make her feel better. I carried some banana muffins
over there yesterday, and she didn’t
seem impressed. Her husband was,
but she wasn’t. He said she hardly
has any appetite at all, and he seems
to be worried about her,” said Gladys.
“She just seems so depressed. It
was a shock when she left her volunteer job here at the library several
months ago. She had seemed to enjoy it so much for so long. We just try
to keep up with her and visit her even
when she hasn’t been very responsive
to our visits. Still, I suppose all we can
do is keep trying to encourage her.
“When I confided in Pastor High-

lands about it, he told me there are
times when we need to imitate Christ
and keep being ‘the same yesterday,
and to day, and for ever’ (Heb. 13:8).
So we must treat her and love her the
same way we always have. And we
can pray that someday she will see
the joy we have in our Lord in our
lives.
“Our witnessing to her all these
years hasn’t seemed to help, and I
know her husband has also tried.
Still, perhaps we’ve planted a seed
that God can someday grow. I’ll talk
to you later, Alicia. They called me at
the last minute to take another volunteer’s place; so I’d better get a
move on. Take care going home. The
streets still have some ice on them,”
Gladys said with concern.
“I’ll be careful. Enjoy your shift!”
When Alicia arrived home, she was
wondering about something that
would be good for her family and also
good to take to Mr. and Mrs. Woods.
Mr. Woods would be happy with almost anything at all, since he was having to do almost all the cooking these
days. Mrs. Woods, however, seemed
more and more difficult to please.
That seemed strange to Alicia,
since the older lady had always been
so warm and friendly. Now she
seemed to enjoy her depression.
After hanging her coat and purse in
the closet, Alicia set the books she
had bought on the hutch near the
kitchen. The hutch was one of her favorite pieces of furniture in the house,
perhaps because it held so many
treasures. They were treasures to her,
but treasures to only a few others.
There was her mother’s gorgeous
set of iced tea glasses. There was her
aunt’s wonderful milk glass cake plate.
And there was her grandmother’s
lovely old deep-dish pie plate.
2 (18)

16 DECEMBER 2012

Grandma had baked a lot of custard
pies in that old plate. A lot of them
she had given to people who were either sick or just having a difficult day.
She called them comfort pies, and
they were that. They always seemed
to bring comfort.
The more Alicia thought about it, the
more she thought Grandma would
want her to do that too. She had
watched her grandmother make the
pies from the time she was a little girl
and had to stand on a stool to see the
ingredients going in the mixing bowl.
In her heart she could still hear her
grandmother’s sweet voice saying,
“Then, after everything else is added,
you add love and bake it and pass it
on.”
Perhaps Grandma had instilled that
in her memory to teach her to pass
love and comfort on to those who
needed it. Her own pies were never as
good as Grandma’s. She knew the
recipe by heart, though, and she was
getting better all the time.
Alicia reached up into the hutch and
took down the old pie plate. The metal was still beautiful. The words engraved around the rim were still as
clear as ever. “God Is Love,” “God Is
Love,” “God Is Love.” Three times the
words were repeated. “Once for the
Father, once for the Son, and once for
the Holy Spirit,” Grandma always said.
The next morning, as soon as her
family was off to work and school, Alicia started making one custard pie for
the Woods family and another for her
own. As soon as they came out of the
oven, she sprinkled them with nutmeg
as Grandma had taught her.
The smell was so tempting that it
took all her willpower to keep from
cutting herself a slice of one of the
beautiful pies right then and there.
“Help me, Lord,” she prayed. “You

know how weak I am when it comes
to custard pie!”
She read her Bible verses for the
morning and then spent a short time
straightening up the house. She
made some phone calls to members
of her Sunday school class who were
not in class Sunday because of the
icy weather. Then it was time to visit
the Woodses.
Alicia took her coat and purse from
the closet. She transferred the contents of her purse into a larger bag so
that she could also carry the books
she had bought the day before. Taking the pie she had baked in Grandma’s old pie plate, Alicia covered it
with aluminum foil to protect it from
the chill between her home and the
Woods home on the next block.
When all was done, she was ready to
go out into the cold.
When Mr. Woods opened his door,
he welcomed Alicia cheerfully. “Mrs.
Baxter, do come in! How are you this
beautiful morning?”
“I’m fine, Mr. Woods. Thank you so
much,” Alicia answered. Handing him
the pie, she said, “I brought you and
Mrs. Woods a custard pie. I hope you’ll
both like it. How is Mrs. Woods today?”
“I’m here, Mrs. Baxter. Come in out
of that dreadful cold,” Mrs. Woods
said from a large comfortable-looking chair near the window across the
room. “Do you think this awful snow
will ever go away?”
“Oh, I don’t know, Mrs. Woods. I
think it’s lovely, especially from the inside looking out. And you have a fantastic picture window from which to
see almost the entire backyard. And
you have cardinals at the bird feeder!
Look! Aren’t they just gorgeous?”
“Yes, they’re gorgeous,” said an
uninterested Mrs. Woods without
even looking out the window.
CHRISTIAN LIFE

Showing his wife the pie Alicia had
brought, Mr. Woods exclaimed,
“Look at this, my dear! Doesn’t it look
and smell absolutely delicious? I do
believe it’s old-fashioned egg custard. And look at this pie plate. It says
‘God Is Love.’ Beautiful! Beautiful!”
“It was my grandmother’s pie
plate. I’ll pick it up in a few days. And
I also brought you several books I
think you’ll like,” said Alicia.
Mrs. Woods was still looking at the
pie, and her fingertips were touching
the words on the rim of the plate.
When she finally looked up at Alicia,
there were tears in her eyes.
“Why do you keep being so good
to me when I’m such a sour old
woman who never sees the beauty in
anything anymore? You see the
beauty in everything.”
Alicia quickly dropped her bag and
took a seat on the ottoman by Mrs.
Woods’s feet. Taking the older
woman’s hands in hers, she said,
“That’s because I get up every morning saying, ‘This is the day which the
Lord hath made; we will rejoice and
be glad in it’ (Ps. 118:24). Whatever
happens, we can do that when we
love the Lord Jesus Christ, and we
know He loves us. Wouldn’t you like
to start the day that way?”
A different look had come over
Mrs. Woods’s face as she said, “I
would. Oh, yes, I would.”
“Thank You, Lord,” said her grateful
husband as he and Alicia began telling
Mrs. Woods again about the Saviour
who loved her so much that He died for
her and was alive for her this very day.
When Alicia left the house, she left
feeling sure that Grandma was smiling down on her and rejoicing from
her heavenly home. In fact, she was
sure the Lord and His angels were
smiling and rejoicing too. ★
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I’ll Be Here for Christmas
by Betty Jane Stepherson

HEN Jerry woke up, everything
around him looked strange.
The last thing he could remember
was being in the store shopping for
last-minute Christmas decorations
to be delivered to the house. No, the
last thing he could remember was
rushing out of the store toward his
car parked at the curb. So why was
he here in a strange place?
“Darling, I’m glad you’re finally
awake. I was beginning to think you
were going to sleep all day.”
Looking up into beautiful, spar-

W

kling eyes, Jerry said, “Honey, where
am I? What happened to me? I was
on my way home, and that’s the last
thing I remember.”
Taking hold of his hand and holding
it tightly, his wife answered, “You
slipped on the icy curb and broke your
foot. They had to do surgery on it after
they brought you into St. Luke’s and
took X-rays. Thankfully, you only had a
slight head concussion, but it could
have been much worse. Dr. Hudson
was amazed. The Lord and His angels
were surely watching over you.”
“How soon can I go home?” he
asked, still holding her hand.

“Jerry, you’ve had foot surgery, my
darling. You will be here for a few
days.”
“For Christmas? A hospital is no
place to be during Christmas,” Jerry
said miserably.
The silver-haired nurse coming
into his room heard his complaint.
“You’re right, Mr. Melville. A hospital
is no place to be during Christmas.
Nevertheless, we have patients who
will be here on that day. And would
you like to know the saddest thing of
all? Some of those patients will be in
the children’s ward. So, if you want to
be sorry for someone, be sorry for
them. I’m Mrs. Kelly, and I’ll be your
day nurse. So close your mouth over
this thermometer, young man, so I
can check your temperature.”
Sharon could not help smiling
when she saw the surprised look on
her husband’s face. Nevertheless, he
closed his mouth over the thermometer the older woman placed in
his mouth, watching her all the time.
When he was able to speak again,
he apologized. “You’re right. I was
feeling sorry for myself. I didn’t think
about the others who were here, especially the children.” He smiled up
at her. “I’m just glad they have a good
nurse to take care of them. Will you
forgive me?”
Starting toward the door without
even the hint of a smile but winking
at Sharon, she answered, “With blarney like that, how can I refuse? Ring
the bell if you need anything.” Then
she was gone.
“I like her,” said Sharon.
“I like her too, but don’t tell her. I like
the way she sticks up for the other patients, especially the children. There’s
one thing I don’t understand, though,
honey. I know St. Luke’s is a small hospital, but it’s almost Christmas and
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there is nothing that looks like Christmas in this room. Shouldn’t there be a
wreath in the window, or something?”
“I’ll bring you a bright red poinsettia in the morning, darling. I promise.
All I was thinking about today was
getting here as quickly as possible.
And I’m sure your parents and mine
will send something Christmasy
also. I’m going to call them as soon
as I get home tonight. And our
church and friends will too.”
“I know,” said Jerry; “but what
about the other rooms? Are they like
this one? And what about the children’s ward? Is it this bare?”
“Almost. I’ve walked up and down
the halls several times while you were
asleep. Even the halls have no decorations. I asked Dr. Hudson about it when
he was in here earlier. He said they’ve
had to cut all non-necessities to keep
from cutting staff. He’s not happy
about it, but right now it is necessary.
Times are difficult.”
The two held hands in silence for a
while until Jerry suddenly smiled and
said, “Honey, I have an idea.”
With an answering smile, she
replied, “Of course you do. You always have an idea. Tell me.”
“Since I’ll be here for Christmas,
then you’ll probably be here for Christmas. So, will we really need all the decorations we were planning to use at
home—the wreaths, the crèche, the
greenery, and the lights? Why can’t we
use them here? We could even order
more to have enough, and we could
get a tree for the children’s ward.”
“And we could use the money we
would use on each other’s presents,”
interrupted Sharon excitedly. “And
we have the money your parents and
mine sent us for Christmas. We could
do a lot with that!”
Putting his hand to her lips, Jerry

said, “Have I told you today that I
love you?”
“Yes,” she answered with a beautiful smile, “but tell me again.”
“I love you,” he said sincerely.
At that moment Mrs. Kelly came
into the room, saying, “I like hearing
a husband tell his wife he loves her.
How are you feeling, Mr. Melville? I
haven’t heard anything from you.”
“I’m not doing bad, but my foot is
beginning to ache.”
“I thought it was about time; so I
brought something before the pain
gets any worse. It’s easier to stop it
now than later. Dr. Hudson just called
and will be here soon to see you,”
she said as she gave him some medicine. “He says you’re a good guy.
Can I believe him?”
Both Jerry and Sharon smiled as
Jerry said, “I hope you will. He’s a
good guy too.”
The nurse turned toward Sharon
and asked, “And how are you, Mrs.
Melville? Is there anything you need?”
“No, thank you. I’m fine. We’ve just
been making Christmas plans.”
As they shared what they hoped to
do in the days left before Christmas,
Mrs. Kelly seemed pleased. “Of
course, you’ll have to check with the
administrator. I think he would listen to
me, so perhaps I can help you. We’ll
get you into a wheelchair tomorrow
morning, and I’ll take you to his office.”
“Can’t we go today?” he asked.
“The day is almost over, Mr.
Melville. I’m on my way home, and
the administrator is too. Your night
nurse will be in soon, and I’ll see you
in the morning.”
Sharon was there early the next
morning to help Jerry with his breakfast. Soon after that, Mrs. Kelly and another nurse were in the room to help
him into his robe and into a wheelchair.
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The other nurse left, and Mrs. Kelly
started pushing the wheelchair as she
motioned for Sharon to follow.
At the end of the hall, Mrs. Kelly
had Sharon open the door to the administrator’s office while she pushed
Jerry’s wheelchair through. Inside
she introduced the two to the hospital’s administrator.
“Mr. and Mrs. Melville, this is my
husband, Daniel Kelly.”
Consequently, right before Christmas Eve there was a beautiful Christmas wreath in every patient’s room
as well as wreaths and colored lights
and greenery up and down every hall.
At the nurses’ station, a nativity
scene with the Christ Child and
Joseph and Mary was set up on the
counter. A large decorated Christmas tree was now in the children’s
ward with a present for each child.
Underneath the tree, on a glistening
white cloth, was another nativity
scene for the children to enjoy.
When Sharon pushed Jerry in his
wheelchair into the children’s ward
on Christmas Eve morning, one of
the children said, “Mr. Melville, some
of our families will be here today and
tonight, and I’m sure one of them will
read us the Christmas story. We’ve
decided, though, that you’ve been so
good to visit us while you’ve been in
the hospital, we’d like you to read it
to us this morning. Would you mind
doing that?”
It took a moment for Jerry to speak
over the lump in his throat. Then he
said, “Johnny, I would be happy to do
that.” Taking a small Bible from his
robe pocket and turning the pages,
he started reading.
“‘And she brought forth her firstborn son, and wrapped him in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a
manger’” (Luke 2:7). ★
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It’s Another Year
by Betty Jane Stepherson

VERY year Natalie prayed this
would be the year. She wanted
him to entrust his life to Jesus Christ.
His father had. She had. Perhaps this
new year would be the year. She kept
living in faith and prayer.
She was taking two tall vases from
the kitchen cabinet when her son
walked in the room and hurried to
help her. “I would have done that for
you, Mom. Those are pretty heavy for
you to handle.”
“Thank you, dear. They aren’t too
difficult when you know just how to
do it, and I’ve been handling them for
a lot of years.”
“And you’re going out to cut some
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pyracantha branches to put in them,”
said Kevin with a smile.
“How did you know?” she asked
while returning his smile.
“That’s easy. You always want
those brilliant red pyracantha berries
in the house for New Year’s, and
these two tall vases are the only ones
that will hold them.”
“They seem to bring your father
closer. They were always such a joy
to him, and having them here in the
house on New Year’s Day and his
birthday seems appropriate.”
Kevin walked to the closet to take
out their warm jackets. Holding his

mother’s out for her to put on, he said,
“Our leather work gloves are on the
back porch. Stay here while I get them,
because we’ll need those heavy ones
to cut pyracantha branches. Otherwise, you know what will happen.”
“Those stickers will be using us for
pin cushions,” replied his mother
with a twinkle in her eyes.
“That they will! That they definitely
will!”
When he returned from the back
porch with the heavy gloves, they both
started outside into the cold, wearing
their jackets and gloves. Natalie was
carrying a large-handled basket over
her arm that held a pair of shears for
cutting some of the lovely branches.
Once outside, she stopped to take a
deep breath and admire the view
around them. Patches of snow were
still glistening in the late afternoon sun
while bright and shining icicles hung on
the fences. Against the back fence,
pyracanthas decorated with red berries
were standing in a row against the
white fence. And on the bird feeder two
bright red cardinals were having a meal,
the brighter red male often feeding the
less brightly colored female.
Quietly, she said, “Oh, how God
must love us to give us all this beauty here on earth!”
“Sure, Mom.”
“My dear Kevin, how can you experience all this and not believe in a
loving God?”
“And how can you believe in a loving God when Dad was taken away
from us during the best years of his
life, Mom? Do you understand that?”
“No, my dear. As I’ve told you many
times, I don’t understand that. What I
do understand is that your father loved
the Lord, and the Lord loved him and
gave him peace and joy all the days of
his life. And He gave me that same
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peace and joy by just having your father in my life and giving us a great
son. What if I had never had him in my
life? What if we had never had you in
our lives? What I do understand is that
your father wanted you to have that
same peace and joy all the days of
your life. He prayed for that always,
and I continue to pray for that because
I love you. I want to know that one day
we will all be together again.”
Kevin began to move toward the
pyracanthas. “We had better get this
done, Mom, before it gets later and
colder. If you want to go back inside,
I can do it myself.”
“No, I like being out here and helping to cut the branches. They’re all so
full that it won’t take many. And that
will leave enough for the birds to
feast on all through the winter. Look!
There are some feeding on them
now. How wonderful!”
As they approached the plants, she
added, “I would say that God is so
good to give us all this pleasure in
these beautiful plants and then give the
birds so much pleasure in them also.”
She continued, saying, “‘Behold the
fowls of the air: for they sow not, neither do they reap, nor gather into
barns; yet your heavenly Father
feedeth them. Are ye not much better
than they’ (Matt. 6:26). Though I guess
you wouldn’t agree with that, would
you, my dear?” Sorrow filled her voice.
“I wonder if you would even agree how
very wonderful it would be to know
we’ll all one day be together again.
And the only way we can be assured
of that is if we know we will all have an
eternity in God’s heaven.”
She said no more. And mother and
son were both quiet as they moved
among the plants, taking branches
here and there.
Later Natalie placed the pyracanthas

in the tall vases. One vase was now in
the center of a round table in front of the
living room picture window for all to see
from outside. One was in the center of
the bay window in the dining room.
The next day after Kevin had come
home from work and they had finished
having their supper, Natalie suddenly
realized he was no longer in the
house. He had been quieter than usual at the supper table after Natalie had
said the blessing. He always showed
respect for her insisting on praising
the Lord for their food and their blessings, but he never joined in.
For two evenings, he had said very
little. She wondered whether her talk
with him in the yard while gathering the
pyracanthas the evening before had
made him uncomfortable. Had she
gone too far? Still, Kevin was her son,
and she loved him so much. She could
never feel she had gone too far when
she was so eager for him to entrust his
life to the Lord. It was her constant
prayer and her constant hope. Perhaps
before she had not gone far enough.
Only God could know the answer, and
only God’s Holy Spirit could touch his
heart.
Looking into the backyard through
the kitchen window, she saw Kevin.
Wearing his warm jacket and sitting in
one of the big lawn chairs, he seemed
to be watching the birds feeding on the
beautiful red pyracantha berries.
After a while, she put on her own
warm jacket. With her hands buried
deep in her pockets, she walked out
to where Kevin was sitting and sat
down in the chair beside him.
“Hi, Mom. I was just remembering
your words about how the Heavenly
Father takes care of the birds and
how He takes care of us. I don’t know
if you can believe this, Mom, but I
seem to hear Him talking to me. Is
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that possible?”
“Of course it’s possible, my dear.
Our Lord talks to me often, more often in my sleep. Your father used to
say He talks to me more often in my
sleep because then He has a better
opportunity of finding me quiet,” she
said with a loving smile. “Or perhaps
I listen to Him more then.”
He smiled back and said, “After
hearing you out here yesterday, I’ve
been realizing more and more how
very good He has been to take care of
us as far back as I can remember. And
I’ve been realizing more and more
how much both you and Dad have
lived with the Lord’s joy and peace.
I’ve been in homes where that joy and
peace were missing, and those
homes were different from our home.
I was always glad to be back in our
home. And when I have a home and
family of my own, I want that in my
home. I know Christ has always been
the Head of this home, and I want that
to always be so wherever I am.”
Natalie’s eyes were brimming with
tears, but the smile on her face was
the most beautiful he had ever seen.
“Mom, will you please show me how
to ask the Lord to come into my heart
and life?” asked a very earnest Kevin.
There in the cold backyard, Kevin
prayed a very warm prayer, asking
the Lord to forgive his sins, to help
him be one of His children, and to
help him follow Him all his life.
As they walked back toward the
house, Kevin asked, “Mom, do you
think I’m going to see Dad there one
day?”
“My dear Kevin, you willl. In fact,
we will have a wonderful reunion in
the Lord!”
With his arm around his mother, a
joyful Kevin said, “Then it will be a
happy new year, Mom.” ★
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I Can Tell You How
by Betty Jane Stepherson

T was always a joy for Ben Frost to
know he was in a Christian nursing
home with a Christian administrator
and Christian residents. It was not
home, but it was certainly the next
best thing.
He did miss witnessing to others
and leading them to Christ, since the
residents here were already children
of the King. Still, he did get to witness
occasionally when visitors came in.
Ben was able to lead a Bible study
one day each week, and that was
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something he really enjoyed. When he
had first come there, he had asked the
administrator about doing a Bible
study. The administrator had been
glad to approve, even more so after
finding so many residents in favor of
it. So now they had a Bible study in
addition to the church service provided by a chaplain on Sunday morning.
Ben also liked that the residents
enjoyed choosing a favorite subject
of their own to be used as a Bible
study each week. This was the week
someone had asked for a study of
Jesus’ parable about the friend who

came to his neighbor’s house at midnight for food. Ben had often read the
parable Jesus told, and he was delighted someone had selected it for
the next Bible study.
After Sunday, the day of the Bible
study had become the second favorite
day of the week. It was held in the
recreation room. The doors were left
open, and even the nurses and staff
stopped by for short periods.
Today was Bible study day, and Ben
marveled as always at the large attendance. He knew it was God’s Spirit
bringing them there, and he was grateful and always gave God the credit.
Ben placed his cane across the
table where he sat and opened his
Bible. The Bible was worn from much
use, but it was dear to him and would
be dear to him through his lifetime. He
hoped it would never need replacing.
After saying a short prayer asking
for the Lord’s leadership, he said,
“My friends, today we are going to
read a parable often called ‘A Friend
at Midnight.’ Please open your
Bibles to Luke 11.”
At the sound of pages turning, Ben
continued. “In Luke 11:5-8, Jesus
asked His disciples, ‘Which of you
shall have a friend, and shall go unto
him at midnight, and say unto him,
Friend, lend me three loaves; for a
friend of mine in his journey is come to
me, and I have nothing to set before
him? And he from within shall answer
and say, Trouble me not: the door is
now shut, and my children are with me
in bed; I cannot rise and give thee. I say
unto you, Though he will not rise and
give him, because he is his friend, yet
because of his importunity he will rise
and give him as many as he needeth.’”
Ben continued. “The parable of the
friend who came to his neighbor at
midnight teaches us perseverance in
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prayer. We are always to pray. We
may not always like the answers,
however. The man in the parable had
a guest who had arrived unexpectedly at midnight and was hungry. Of
course, today a hungry person can
stop at a fast-food restaurant. There
was no such thing then; so the guest
arrived hungry.”
From the group came a gruff voice,
saying, “I’m pretty sure I remember
that guest showing up at my home
too!”
After some laughter, Ben said, “I
don’t think you go back quite that far,
Hamilton. Or maybe you know something you haven’t told us! We’ll talk later.” Then, with a big smile, he went on.
“In that day, travelers often journeyed late in the evening to avoid the
heat of the midday sun. And hospitality was very important. In fact, it
was a duty, but the man had nothing
to offer his guest. At that time, bread
was not bought by the loaf at the grocery store. It was usually baked at
home daily because if it was kept
overnight, it became stale. This
guest had no bread left over from the
day, but he thought his neighbor and
friend might have some.
“So, even though it was very late,
the man was sure he could depend on
this friend to help him out. After all,
that’s what friends do for friends; so he
went and knocked on his door. And
what was his friend’s first excuse?”
Someone from the group answered, “His door was shut.”
Then came another answer. “And
his children were in bed with him.”
“Right,” said Ben. “Remember, the
door was shut, which probably meant
it was locked. He couldn’t just tell the
man to come in and get what he needed. Remember that this was a different time than the time we live in. It

wasn’t a time when everyone always
had his own separate bed. Many
times a bed was a mat on the floor on
which everybody slept. And if his children were sleeping all around him, he
would not want to get up in the middle of the night and wake or step on
children sleeping around him. I think I
would at least have to think about it.”
“I think I would have to think about
that for a good while,” someone responded.
“I think I might agree with you,” said
Ben. “Still, when his friend refused
him at first, the man just kept knocking until his friend finally got out of bed
and gave him what he had asked for.
“Then how much more is God, who
is our loving Father, willing to answer
our prayers? They may not always be
answered in the way we ask. They
may not always be answered right at
the time we ask, but we are assured
that they will be answered in the way
that is best for us.”
Someone from the group said, “We
know He will always answer, but
sometimes He seems to be waiting so
long to answer, Ben. Why do you think
that is? I’ve known people who have
waited years for Him to answer.”
“I think perhaps, my friend, sometimes He may be testing our faith.
Sometimes our time is not His time.
Sometimes a later time will be a better time. Still, you are right. We know
He will always answer.
“Luke 11:13 tells us, ‘How much
more shall your heavenly Father give
the Holy Spirit to them that ask him?’
We should always pray and not give up
when the answer does not come immediately. While the neighbor seemed
somewhat selfish and uncaring at first,
God, in contrast, is loving and unselfish.
God is good all the time.”
Following a discussion and some
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examples from the group, there were
many exclamations of “Amen!” and
“Praise the Lord!” Ben closed the
study with a prayer.
By the time he had picked up his
Bible and his cane, Martha Townley
was the first in line to say, “Ben, these
Bible studies are so endearing to
each of us. We always learn something we haven’t thought of before.
Thank you for the time you spend on
them, and God bless you so much.”
“Thank you, Martha. That makes it all
worthwhile,” said Ben with a gracious
smile. “And thank you for always being
here. That’s an encouragement to me.”
Because others came by and
spent time with him, it was a while
before Ben was prepared to leave the
room. When he did, only Amos Hardy
was still in the room and looked as if
he might be waiting for him.
Walking up to Ben, Amos asked almost shyly, “Ben, do you really believe the Lord gives the Holy Spirit to
those who ask Him?”
“Yes, I do, Amos. And you surely do
too, if you’ve trusted Jesus Christ as
your Saviour and believe John 3:16:
‘For God so loved the world, that he
gave his only begotten Son, that
whosoever believeth in him should not
perish, but have everlasting life.’”
“That’s just it, Ben. I’ve never really trusted in the Lord Jesus Christ.
I’ve wanted to, but no one has ever
really told me how,” said Amos.
With his arm around Amos’s shoulders, Ben walked him down the hallway. “Come to my room, my friend,”
he said while praising the Lord with
thanksgiving. “I can tell you how to
trust in the Lord Jesus Christ, and
you will never again be able to say no
one has ever told you.”
That afternoon another child was
born into the kingdom of God! ★
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Home Again
by Betty Jane Stepherson

INCE starting her new teaching
position at the college, Clara
Spain had been renting a small apartment close by. “Tiny” really described it better than “small,” since
there was barely room for her things.
And she missed having any outdoor
space. Still, until she decided what
she wanted to do about the old
house, this apartment seemed to be
her best option. She needed time to
think.
Clara had not even been out to her
family home since moving into the
apartment two weeks ago. She had
thought a number of times about
selling it, but something kept holding
her back. Her parents were both
gone now, and she had grown used
to working in the city even before
then. So why was she holding on to
the old house? And why had she
jumped at the opportunity to teach at
this small-town college when the position was offered to her by one of her
old college professors?
Perhaps it was because he had always been a favorite of hers and a
friend of her parents. Perhaps it was
because he reminded her of her father. And perhaps it was because she
still had a number of friends here. It
would be a nice change, and she
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could always go back to the city later.
She was a good teacher, and the city
university where she had taught had
promised her she could come back
next year if she wanted to do so.

The weekend was cold, but it was
bright and clear, making it a perfect day
to go out to the old home. Clara needed to make up her mind one way or the
other about selling it. Certainly, she
would need to decide before she left
again. And if it needed any repairs, she
needed to know so that she could have
them done as soon as spring arrived.
When she left town and started
down the country road, her car
seemed to know the way. Her father
had always told her that it was a
good car and that it would always
know its way home. Her father was
right. Clara enjoyed the ride on the
cold but sunny day.
The ride was not long, and Clara was
not eager for it to end. She thought
about her life at the house. She wanted to see smoke curling up from the
chimney and a light in the front window. Her mother always had a light
shining in the window when she was
on her way home. She wanted to know
her father and mother were waiting for
her inside the familiar white house with
its big front porch and tall rosemary
plants beside the front steps.
As she pulled up into the driveway,
there was no smoke from the chimney. She sat there. There were only
patches of snow on the roof from the
light snowfall the day before. And
there was no light in the front window.
As Clara stepped from the car, she
asked, “Why, Lord? This isn’t the way
it’s supposed to be. They aren’t supposed to be gone.” Taking a key from
her purse, she walked slowly up the
front steps. Breaking off a sprig from
one of the rosemary plants as she
passed by, she held it up to her face
and smelled the savory fragrance.
The utilities had been turned off,
but she unlocked the door and
stepped into a room bright with sun2 (50)
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shine from the room’s wide, tall windows. Even the drapes on the windows could not shut out the light,
making everything look familiar.
Everything looked touched by the
love that had so long filled this room.
At the end of the room in one corner stood an easel and picture that
had been there as long as she could
remember. The picture was of Christ.
The inscription on the easel said
“Christ is the head of this house.”
Clara was on the verge of tears. Suddenly, she heard a knock at the door.
Walking to the door quickly, she
saw a young man she guessed to be
slightly older than herself and somewhat taller. He had a pleasant smile.
“Hello,” he said. “I’m Jason Talley.
My mother and I live across the road,
and we’ve never seen a car over here
before. So we were just curious. Is
there something I can help you with?”
Clara was also curious and said,
“I’m sure the McDonalds live across
the road.”
“No, the McDonalds moved last
summer to be near their children, and
I bought their place and their horses.
My mother and I are both very fond
of horses, and we plan to start a riding club in the spring to teach children to ride.”
“That’s very ambitious, Mr. Talley.
I’m Clara Spain. This was my parents’
home, and I’ve just been back in town
a short while. It was very neighborly of
you to keep an eye on the house.”
“Our pastor told us about your
family when we joined the church,
Miss Spain. When he visited us, he
asked us to keep an eye on the
house since it was empty,” said Jason with a wide smile.
“Do come in, Mr. Talley. I was just
going to open the drapes and spend
some time looking around. I haven’t

been here since my parents died in
an accident. At first it was too painful,
and then I just kept putting it off.”
“I can understand that, and please
call me Jason. One of the reasons I
wanted to buy the McDonald place
was to give my mother something to
do after the Lord called my father
home. She has such a way with children—and with horses. This seemed
like a perfect combination.”
“Do call me Clara. And it does
seem like a perfect combination.”
“Are you planning to come back to
your church here?” asked Jason. “I
hope so.”
“I don’t know.” Clara glanced away
from him and started opening
drapes. “Pastor Evans has already
looked me up at my apartment in
town, but I’m not sure. I haven’t been
to church since my parents died. I
just haven’t felt like going.”
“I do hope you will go,” Jason said
in a compassionate voice as he started helping her open the drapes. “Jesus Christ is our strength in every trial. Please let Him help you, Clara.”
There was a knock on the door,
and Jason told Clara, “That’s probably my mother. I told her I would only
be a minute. So she’s checking on
me. Excuse me.”
“That’s what mothers do.” Clara
smiled as Jason walked to the door.
When he opened the door, Clara
heard a soft voice ask, “Jason, is
everything all right?”
“Everything is fine, Mom. Come on
in and see what a surprise I found.”
Leading her toward an advancing
Clara, he said, “Mom, this is Clara
Spain. This has been her parents’
home for years. She’s from the family Pastor Evans was telling us about.”
“Hello, my dear. I’m so glad to
meet you. In fact, I’ve been looking
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forward to it since Pastor Evans told
us about you and your family. I do
hope you’re planning to move back
into this beautiful old house.”
“Hello, Mrs. Talley. I’m glad to meet
you also. But I’m not sure about moving back here. I have an apartment in
town close to my job at the college
until I decide what I want to do.”
“Oh, but you must move back here!”
said Mrs. Talley with a friendly smile. “It
would be worth the trip. And think
what nice neighbors you would have!”
“Mom!” said Jason. Turning to
Clara, he said, “Please excuse my
mother. She speaks her mind.”
With a smile, Clara said, “I just
haven’t decided yet. When I came
out here today, I didn’t think I would
move back; but I’m so crowded in my
apartment. I miss some open space.
Having all this beautiful space inside
and out might be worth the time.”
“And don’t forget the nice neighbors,” added Mrs. Talley with a wink.
Clara could not help laughing as
she said, “I’m thinking about it.”
After more conversation, Jason told
her, “There’s a fellowship at the church
tonight. Why don’t you come? You’ll
see some old friends, and I’m sure
they will be very glad to see you.”
“Please do come, my dear,” added
Mrs. Talley.
She hesitated, but then she felt her
spirits lift. “Yes, I think I will. It will be
nice to surprise Pastor Evans and see
some old friends. I’ll look around here
for a while and then go back into town
and do some errands I need to do
there. What should I bring tonight?”
“You’re a visitor, so just bring a good
appetite. We have some excellent
cooks there, and I’m making a big
peach cobbler.” Mrs. Talley smiled.
“I’ll be there!” said Clara, knowing
that God was at work. ★
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Making the Right Choice
by Betty Jane Stepherson

LINT had been in his office only
a short time when his father
walked in with two mugs of coffee.
Placing one before Clint on his desk,
he sat down with the other one.
“Good morning, son. How is everything going?”
“Good morning, Dad. Everything is
going great, and the family is fine. How
about you? And how is Mom? She tells
me she’s looking forward to your trip.”
“We’re both well, and it looks like
it’s going to be a good day in the
store. Your mother and I will be leaving for the book convention this afternoon, so we can be there the first
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thing in the morning. I had hoped we
could decide on a new salesperson
for the store before I left, but time
seems to pass so quickly. I’ll just
leave that up to you,” said his father.
“I have some ideas about that,
Dad; so don’t worry about it,” said
Clint with his usual pleasant smile.
“You two just have a good, safe trip
and enjoy yourselves at the book
convention. I’m sure you’ll decide on
some great books for us, and I’m
looking forward to your selections.”
“I hope to,” his father answered. “I
always enjoy doing that, and I enjoy
seeing the people I’ve been seeing

there for years. And I know you’ll
choose the right person for the store.
That young man who was in here the
first thing yesterday morning sort of
appeals to me. He seems to be a real
go-getter, don’t you think?”
“Don’t you think perhaps he was
too much of a go-getter, Dad? I
wasn’t impressed with his pushy attitude. I wonder if our customers
would be impressed with it. They always seem to like the patient, Christian way of the salespeople we already have working here.”
“I know,” his father answered, “but
he’s young. He could change. You
could help him with that. And he
might sell a lot of books.”
“I’ll talk to him again and to some of
the others who came in,” said a
thoughtful Clint. “And I promise to talk
to the Lord before making a decision.
I think you’ll be satisfied, Dad.”
“I’m sure I will be, but you talk to
that young man again. He might
make a better impression on you the
next time he’s here.”
“I’ll do that, Dad. Is Mom coming
by here to go to the airport with you,
or is she meeting you there?”
“We talked about that and decided she’ll take a cab here, so we can
leave the car at the airport. We’re not
sure just when we’ll get back, so that
seemed to be the best idea. We’ll call
you when we start back home.”
“Great! Then I can see you both
off,” responded Clint, “and wait for
your call about starting home.”
Finishing their coffee, Clint and his
father went out on the sales floor to see
that everything was going smoothly
and to chat with the customers. That
was always the best part of his day at
the store, since many of the customers
were old friends by now.
Then Clint went back to his office
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and called Saul Bartlett, the young
man he had promised his father he
would call. He made an appointment
with him for one o’clock and then
made several other appointments
with other prospects.
That afternoon, promptly at one
o’clock, Saul Bartlett was in Clint’s
office. As soon as he sat down, he
was quick to say, “Well, I’m ready to
go to work, Clint. When do I start?”
With a crooked smile he added, “It is
all right if I call you Clint, isn’t it, if
we’re going to be working together?”
The conversation went downhill
from there until Clint said, “Thank
you for coming by, Mr. Bartlett. We’ll
call you if we find a place for you.”
There were several more interviews that afternoon, but only one
impressed Clint the way he wanted
to be impressed by someone who
would work on their store’s floor day
after day and interact with their customers.
The last interview was with a man
who was older than Clint and younger
than his father. His clothes were not
nearly new, but they were clean and
pressed, and his shoes were shined
as bright as mirrors. And he had a
pleasant voice as he said, “Hello, Mr.
Stephens. I’m glad to meet you.”
“Sit down, Mr. James,” Clint said
after the two men had shaken hands.
“Tell me about yourself and why you
think you would like this job.”
“All my life I’ve worked in just one
Christian bookstore, Mr. Stephens,
and it’s been a wonderful job. I like
people, and I like books. The only
reason I’m not still at that job is that
my wife and I needed to move here
for family reasons. I think you’ll find
good references in my résumé. Why
do I think I would like it here in this
store? That’s very easy.”

“Tell me, Mr. James,” said an interested Clint.
With a smile, Mr. James answered,
“Several days before I brought in my
résumé, I visited your store. Both that
day and the day I brought in my résumé, there was the kind of welcome
and warmth here I like to feel in a place
of business. That’s the kind of feeling
that keeps people coming back again
and again, and I like being a part of
that. I guess that’s the best way I can
answer your question.”
“That sounds like a good answer
to me, Mr. James. I don’t want to
keep you waiting long for an answer
about the job. If you have the job, I’ll
call you first thing in the morning. Or
perhaps I’ll even call you later today.
Would that be all right?” asked Clint.
“That would be fine. Thank you,
Mr. Stephens.”
After Paul James left the office,
Clint went out on the floor of the store
and watched the employees mingling with the customers. He tried to
picture Saul Bartlett working with
them, but the picture would not materialize. Saul Bartlett was nothing at
all like these people who worked so
well with each other and enjoyed the
customers and were such an asset to
the store.
He could picture Paul James working here, though, with his warm smile
and his friendly disposition. So why
was his father’s obvious choice so different from Clint’s choice? He wondered whether his father just preferred
having a younger person for the job,
thinking he would be there longer.
Clint himself was not even sure of that.
He had a definite feeling that if something else came along for Saul he liked
better, he would be gone without a
second thought.
As he spent time in the store, he
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asked the Lord for help in making a
decision that would be pleasing to
Him. And as he talked with the Lord,
he knew there was only one way to
reach an answer.
Clint knew a number of people who
thought the book of Job in the Bible
was a sad and depressing book. Clint
was not one of them. Job had a happy
ending, and he liked happy endings.
Also, some of his favorite verses of
Scripture came from that book. One
of them was “Thou shalt make thy
prayer unto him, and he shall hear
thee” (Job 22:27).
Clint had made many prayers to
the Lord, and the Lord had heard
him. He surely needed to make a
prayer to Him now.
Clint wanted to make a choice that
he felt his father would approve. He
also wanted to make a choice he felt
his Heavenly Father would approve,
and he sincerely believed in his heart
that God’s approval was what must
come first.
Going into his office, he shut the
door and bowed his head before the
Lord and spent some time in earnest
prayer.
Not until he felt absolutely sure of the
Lord’s answer did he raise his head.
Then he picked up the phone and dialed a number before him on the desk.
When the phone was answered
and he heard the same pleasant
voice he had heard in his office earlier, he said, “Mr. James, this is Clint
Stephens. Are you still interested in
coming to work for us?”
“I certainly am, Mr. Stephens,” he
answered. And Clint could almost
hear the smile in his voice.
“Then can you come to work in the
morning at nine o’clock? The Lord
assures me we have a place for you
here.” ★
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Do unto Others
by Betty Jane Stepherson

OBBY had always thrown Abigail
Glenwood’s newspaper on her
front porch where she could get it as
soon as she stepped out the front
door in the morning. So what had
happened that morning? Abigail
knew he had gone by because he
had bells on his bicycle that rang
merrily as he rode to deliver papers.
She had heard those bells earlier.
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Walking down the steps, she started looking around her yard for the
paper. Finally, she saw it almost hidden behind the holly hedge across
the front of the house.
How strange, she thought to herself. Bobby has never before thrown
the paper there. She was using her
cane to try to reach it when she heard
someone say, “Can I help you, Mrs.
Glenwood? I’m pretty sure I can
reach the paper easier than you can.”
Looking up, she saw Bobby standing beside her, saying, “I’m sure I
threw the paper on the porch, but I
guess it fell off into the hedge. I’m so
sorry, and I’m glad I saw you when I
came back by.”
“Yes, thank you, Bobby,” Abigail
said with a smile. “Perhaps it
bounced against one of the banisters
and fell off.”
“Yes, that could have happened,
and I just didn’t see it.” As he bent over
to reach the paper, he also reached for
something else behind the hedge.
“Wait. There’s something else here
that looks like a small purse.”
As Abigail took the paper and the
purse from him, she breathed deeply.
“This is the purse in which I keep
some precious pictures. I had it with
me on the porch swing several days

ago. I laid it down beside me when I
went to check one of the hanging
baskets around the porch; and when
I went back to the swing, the purse
was gone. I looked everywhere for it.
It must have been the neighbor’s dog
that carried it off.”
“Or maybe even a squirrel,” he
said as he pointed to one running up
on the porch columns. “Anyway, I’m
glad you have it back.”
“Oh, yes! These pictures of my family are irreplaceable and very dear to
me. Thank you so very much.”
“I’m glad I could help you,” he
said. “You always have my paper
money ready when I come by to collect each month. With some houses,
I have to go back several times, and
that takes up time I need to be
spending on homework. I’m glad I
could do something special for you.”
“Thank you again, Bobby. Have a
very good day,” she answered.
“You too, Mrs. Glenwood,” he said
as he ran to his bike.
Shortly after that, she walked the
two blocks to her doctor’s office for
her checkup appointment. Her daughter had called to say she was coming
over to take her, but Abigail told her
not to come. “It’s such a beautiful day,
dear, and I’ll enjoy the exercise.”
Walking past her friend Joanne’s
house on the way to the doctor’s office, she thought perhaps she should
stop by on her way home. This was
a busy day, however, so another day
would probably be better.
When she signed in at the doctor’s
office, she was told there would be a
short wait, and she found a chair next
to an old acquaintance.
“Good morning, Mrs. Glenwood,”
he greeted her. “How are you today?”
“I’m fine, Mr. Thompson. I’m just
here for my checkup with Dr. Hunt.
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He’s such a good doctor and is also
ready to help me when I need it.”
“It’s always good to have someone
near us when we need help, isn’t it?”
the gentleman asked with a smile.
“Yes, it is. That’s certainly true at
our age,” Abigail said with an answering smile.
“It’s true at any age, dear lady. Life
is a gift. I don’t understand it. I just
enjoy it and share its joy. In fact, I
imagine there’s someone who would
get a lot of joy from seeing your lovely face today.”
Abigail immediately thought of
Joanne. Perhaps she really should
stop by and see her today.
Then she heard the nurse call her
name. She told Mr. Thompson she
had enjoyed their conversation before she followed the friendly nurse.
“So have I, dear lady,” Mr. Thompson replied.
On their way to the doctor’s office,
the nurse said, “Mr. Thompson is
such a friendly person. He always
cheers us up when he comes in.”
“Yes, he is. He’s one of God’s gentlemen,” agreed Abigail.
After she had a nice visit with the
doctor and received a good report,
she had already decided to stop by
Joanne’s home on the way back to
her own home. Joanne was a number of years younger, but the last few
years had been difficult ones for her.
This was turning into such a good
day for Abigail that perhaps she
could share some of its joy with
someone else. What had Mr. Thompson said? Enjoy life and share its joy?
She had decided no one was home
after ringing the bell twice with no answer. As she was turning away, the
door opened. Joanne said, “Abigail, do
come in. I’m sorry I was late answering
the door. It took me a while to get here.”

“Joanne, I was just at Dr. Hunt’s office for my checkup, and I wanted to
stop by and see you. Is everything all
right?”
“Yes, I’m fine. I do hope you received a good checkup, and I’m so
glad you stopped by. I needed some
company, and I especially needed
the company of a dear friend.”
It was not difficult to tell that
Joanne had been crying before she
answered the door, but Abigail said,
“Dr. Hunt says I’m fine, and I hope
you are also, Joanne.”
Motioning Abigail to a chair, Joanne
managed a smile. “I am. I was just feeling sorry for myself. This would have
been an anniversary for Jack and me if
the Lord had not called him home last
year. I still miss him every day.”
Abigail knew that feeling very well
when she said, “I know it feels like
too much to bear sometimes; but do
you know what helps me? It helps me
to remember all the happy years I
had with my loving husband. What if
we had missed all those years?”
“Thank you for reminding me of that,
Abigail. You’re such a good, faithful
friend. I’m always telling my children
that. They will all be here with me this
afternoon, and I’ll tell them again.”
“You’re the faithful one, dear
Joanne. I’ll never forget how good
you were to bring me your delicious
homemade soup several times when
I had such a bad cold last month.
That was the only thing that tasted
good. It’s so good to have wonderful
friends who keep us in their hearts.”
After a good visit, the two friends
parted with smiling faces and a big
hug. As Abigail walked home, she
thought to herself that she might
have missed a great visit if she had
not been reminded by one friend to
remember another friend.
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Now she must get home and have
a bite of lunch and a short nap before
she started making the cupcakes she
and her daughter had promised for
the church’s mission fair tomorrow.
She reached down to open the gate
and found that the latch was stuck
again. That never seemed to happen
unless she was in a hurry. She heard
herself saying, “Please help, Lord.”
That was when a little girl she recognized from down the street came
skating down the sidewalk and
stopped beside her. “Please let me
help, Mrs. Glenwood. This happens
to our gate pretty often, and I’ve become good at working it out. In fact,
Mom says I’m a whiz!” She reached
down and soon had the latch open.
“Thank you, Christie. Your mother
is right. You are indeed a whiz!”
“I’m glad I could help,” said the girl
with a beautiful smile. “It makes me
feel good that I could help you after
you saw me walking home from
school in the rain last week after I
missed the school bus. You were really kind to call me in and give me hot
cocoa and cookies while I called my
mother to come for me.”
Returning her smile, Abigail said,
“Isn’t it nice when we can help each
other out?”
“Oh, yes. It makes me remember
the Bible verse we learned in Sunday
school last week. ‘Therefore all
things whatsoever ye would that men
should do to you, do ye even so to
them’ (Matt. 7:12). That’s a good
verse, isn’t it, Mrs. Glenwood?”
“Indeed it is, my dear. And you’re a
great example of it!”
“Thanks. Bye now. I’ll see you.”
As she walked to her porch, Abigail
found herself telling the Lord, “Thank
You for such a good day, Lord. And
the day is only half over!” ★
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A Time for Everything
by Betty Jane Stepherson

EFFREY was not sure how long
he had slept. When he woke up,
the sky was shining with bright stars
instead of being dark as it had been
when he had gone to sleep.
Jeffrey’s first thought was to thank
the Lord. Knowing He had placed that
many stars in the sky assured Jeffrey
again that the Lord could do anything.
It assured him that he could have an
answer for Jennifer, his daughter, during her visit. He did not yet know what
the answer would be, but he did know
it would be the right answer.
He was so sure the Lord always
had a plan—a time for every season
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as well as a time for every move. An
old familiar Scripture came back to
him as he lay on his bed watching the
stars through the bedroom window:
“To every thing there is a season, and
a time to every purpose under the
heaven” (Eccles. 3:1).
Then he was again asleep and
resting peacefully. This time it was
only when the alarm went off that he
woke up ready for the day.
As soon as he got out of bed, his
dog, Samson, was off his bed saying good morning with a soft bark.
“Come on, old boy, it’s time to get
started,” Jeffrey said as he ruffled

the big collie’s warm fur.
Jennifer would have left home at
six o’clock, so she would not arrive
until around nine. That gave him
plenty of time for coffee with his daily Bible reading and then a light
breakfast. After that, he and Samson
would check on everything outside
as they did every morning.
Jeffrey and Samson were greeted
outside with sunshine falling on a light
snow. The cardinals, which had stayed
through the winter, were already enjoying their breakfast at the bird feeders.
“If we do leave this place, Samson,
we’ll definitely have to leave the bird
feeders for someone else to fill. We
don’t want the birds to come here
and find their food gone.”
Samson answered with a hearty
bark as if he understood every word
and agreed.
“Well, we haven’t decided yet,
have we, old boy?” asked Jeffrey.
But this time he received no reply.
After walking around the familiar
house that had been his home for so
many years, he found everything in
good shape. Of course, there were
things that needed to be done on the
outside and on the inside, but he could
not afford them right now. He could not
handle them himself, either, since the
years were creeping up on him. Still,
the Lord had never forsaken him, and
Jeffrey trusted Him to give direction.
He added more seed to the bird
feeder and more water to the birdbath.
Then the two of them went back inside
to wait for Jennifer’s arrival.
When she drove into the driveway,
both Jeffrey and his faithful companion were quick to go out and meet
her. It was always a joyful reunion
when any of his family came home.
“Come on in, sweetheart. Let me
get your luggage. How long can
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you stay?” asked Jeffrey.
“Just a couple of days, Dad,” she
answered. “So there’s just one bag. I
brought you some homemade
doughnuts!”
“Good for you, daughter,” said Jeffrey with a big smile. “I’m grateful.”
“And I brought you a big bone,
Samson!” she added.
Samson barked and held up one
paw as if in delightful anticipation.
When they all were inside, Jennifer
and Jeffrey had coffee in front of the
old fireplace. But then Jennifer could
wait no longer to ask the question as
she faced her father.
“All right, Dad. You said you were
thinking about it and praying about it,
so tell me. Have you decided to
move to our part of the country? You
know how eager we are to have you
there with us.”
“I have been thinking about it and
praying about it, sweetheart, but it’s
a difficult decision. Your mother’s
memory is in every part of this house
we built together. I can still picture
her tending her rosebushes around
the porch and clipping herbs in the
herb garden,” said her father with his
tender smile.
“I know, Dad, but don’t you think
those memories will go with you?”
“I’m sure they would, but there’s
something else. Samson and I have
been here by ourselves for several
years now. I’m not sure we would be
good company in the house with
someone else, even someone we
love very much.”
With a smile, Jennifer said, “Nathan
and I thought that might be one of your
reasons. So there’s a small cabin with
a front porch being built behind our
house in that enormous backyard.
Nathan and I and the children have all
pitched in to try to make it what we

think will make you happy. Think about
it, Dad. Don’t you think Mom would be
glad knowing we’re all closer together?
The children already live very close to
Nathan and me. All we need is you to
be close to us.”
“How are Nathan and the children?” he asked, hoping to change
the subject for the time being.
“Nathan’s busy at the church. They
have scheduled special meetings for
the spring, and he’s excited about
that. It would be great to have you
there for that. The girls and their husbands are working. That’s why they
couldn’t come with me. And, of
course, they’re always at the top of our
prayer list. Nathan and I are so eager
for them to trust Christ as their Saviour.
That’s another reason I wish you were
close to us. They always seem to listen to you more than they listen to us.”
“Sometimes children are like that,
dear girl,” said her father.
“But they’re not really children anymore, Dad. That’s why they need to
come to the cross of Christ now,” she
answered with a hint of tears in her eyes
that were so much like her mother’s.
Hurting for her, her father said lovingly, “I know. They’re at the top of my
prayer list too. In fact, why don’t we say
an extra prayer for them right here and
now? God still performs wonders!”
As he kneeled beside his daughter,
the two of them bowed their heads
and prayed to the loving Christ who
knows all things, can do all things,
and can always lead us to make the
right decisions.
After lunch and a refreshing nap,
they went outside to admire the rosebushes that were not yet budding but
were sprouting healthy green leaves.
Then they walked through the small
herb garden outside the back door.
The rosemary plants, with their green
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branches and tiny blue flowers that
only bloomed in cold weather, were a
joy to see.
“The cuttings I took from this in the
fall are looking healthy and happy, Dad.
Mom would be proud,” said Jennifer.
“She was always proud of everything you did, sweetheart. I was too,
and I still am. You are dear to me,” said
Jeffrey.
Samson, Jeffrey’s tag along friend,
barked in agreement with his master.
The next morning, Jeffrey was already at the kitchen table with his
coffee and his open Bible when Jennifer walked in.
“Dad, you’re up early. Did I miss
anything?”
“No, my dear girl. The Lord and I
were just making some plans,” said
her father with a big smile.
Pouring herself a cup of coffee and
sitting down across the table from
him, she said hopefully, “I hope
they’re good plans.”
“When we let the Lord lead us, they
are always good plans,” he answered.
“I’m going to call a real estate agent I
know from church this morning and put
my house up for sale. He has assured
me several times that there are some
young families who would be interested in this place. Then I’m going to start
preparing for a move closer to my family. Is that a good plan, sweetheart?”
Standing up so fast her chair fell on
the floor, she rushed to give her father
a big hug. “I think that’s a wonderful
plan, Dad. And I think you and the Lord
make a great team. I’ve got to call
Nathan right now. He’ll be ecstatic.”
As she immediately rushed to the
phone to call her husband, Jeffrey
quietly praised the Lord, saying,
“There is a time to every purpose under the heaven, including a time to
move. Thank You, Lord.” ★
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News from the Mountaintop
by Betty Jane Stepherson
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EAR Marjorie,
It’s a beautiful day here in the
mountains. There are still some cold
days; yet there are some days when
you take a deep breath and realize
the scent of spring is in the air. How
great that is! We can look forward to
our gorgeous mountain flowers and
the towering trees leafed out in all
their glory.
It was so good to receive your letter
and to know your family and your
church still keep our mountain mission
in your prayers. We need them always.
We are blessed to have another
helper working with us. She interprets sign language and teaches the
children who cannot hear. It recently
came as a surprise to us that there
are some children here on our mountaintop who can’t hear.
Tom and I had taken it for granted
that a number of those who didn’t
seem to listen were just shy, since so
many of the children and adults were
so shy when we first came here.
Then, little by little, we began to realize they were not so much shy as
they just could not hear us!
Now we have our dear Katelin to
help us encourage them to come to
a sign-language class here at the
mission. She works with them sever-

al hours each week. It’s so exciting to
see them learning so quickly!
There are some adults we are trying
to get to come to classes too, but they

are more reluctant than the children. I
can understand because Tom and I
are attempting to learn sign language
too, and it isn’t easy for us, either.
We’re not nearly as quick to learn the
signs as these beautiful children. Nevertheless, we keep trying, and we
keep encouraging the other older
ones. Pray that we’re successful, and
thank the Lord for all His help.
I will write again soon.
Your friend in Christ,
Janice
Dear Janice,
How exciting to hear about your new
ministry to the deaf there at the mission! And how exciting it is that you and
Tom are learning sign language. I’m not
surprised. You have always been a big
believer in the Lord’s Word that tells us,
“I can do all things through Christ
which strengtheneth me” (Phil. 4:13).
Doug and I have always believed
our Lord sent you two to that place for
a very special reason. The Word of the
Lord is going to all those families now
because you two were willing to go.
“How shall they hear without a preacher?” (Rom. 10:14). Praise the Lord
from whom all blessings flow!
Please keep us up to date on how
your ministry is going. And, yes, you
and your mission are always in our
prayers and in the prayers of our
church, and you will continue to be.
Doug’s vacation is coming up
soon, and we hope to visit you again.
In His name,
Marjorie
Dear Marjorie,
Thank you for your words of encouragement and for cheering us
with the expectation of your visit. You
can’t imagine how very much we
look forward to that each year.
And guess what? This year Tom
and I and many of our people will be
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able to greet you not only with hugs
but also with “I love you” and “God
is good” in sign language! We’re progressing slowly, but we’re progressing. And it seems our trying so hard
has encouraged some of the other
adults to come to the classes.
Tom was trying to sign that one day
he hoped to fly to heaven on the wings
of an angel. Instead, he signed that
one day he hoped to fly to heaven on
the wings of an airplane. We see a lot
of planes passing over our mountain,
so the children know planes. They
were hysterical. They could see him
trying to hold on to the wings of a
plane while flying to heaven. They told
their parents and no telling how many
other people. So some of them came
to see this preacher who talks funny.
Nevertheless, some of them stayed
to learn both sign language and about
the love and grace of the Lord Jesus
Christ. So I could see the Lord smiling.
Let me know when you two will be
here. We are so eager to see you!
Write to me.
Your friend in Christ,
Janice
Dear Janice,
Good news! Our vacation starts
next month, and we are already getting ready to visit your mountaintop;
so get ready for us. Get ready to
show us all your knowledge of sign
language. I’m so proud of you!
We have shared this added ministry of yours and Tom’s with our
church family, and they are so interested. So Doug and I were wondering whether it would be all right if we
brought our camera and made a
video to bring back home to show at
the church on a fellowship night.
The church is always so interested
in what you are doing there and so
eager to help in any way they can. We

would show the film to your people
first, of course.
Just let us know. And let us know
if there is anything special you need
or want. Just knowing about you and
Tom and your work is such a blessing to all of us.
In His name,
Marjorie
Dear Marjorie,
What a wonderful idea! We would
be happy if you brought your camera
to film some of the work we are doing here at the mission. I doubt that
any of these people have ever been
on film before, and just the thought of
it makes them feel so special!
I am sending you some pictures of
some of the happy people who made
our day when we tried to explain to
them what you planned to do. Have
you ever seen such beautiful children
(other than your own, of course)?
These people have so little, but it
takes so little to make them happy.
When they finally understand that our
God is their Heavenly Father and
loves them as His own, their smiles
almost outshine the sun! You have
seen some of them, of course, when
you were here last year.
We’ve started having a fellowship
meal after the morning church service
each Sunday. These people are so
poor, but they are also proud and are
reluctant to accept very much from us.
If we ask them to bring a dish of some
kind to add to the meal, no matter how
small, everyone will bring something
and feel that he is contributing. Then
we all enjoy a good lunch.
I am baking several cakes and
some pies for the lunch tomorrow.
Tom is cooking several roasts with
vegetables in the outdoor grill. That
way we can warm them up in smaller dishes in the morning, and no one
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can be sure who brought what—I
hope!!! We do have some great
cooks here who have learned to do
wonderful things with what little they
have, so we really do have some
good meals.
Our mountain should be showing a
lot of God’s beauty while you are here
next month, so that will show up on
your video too for your church family
to see. How exciting!
Your friend in Christ,
Janice
Dear Janice,
We are looking forward to our trip
with so much anticipation. And we’re
so happy it’s only days away. In fact,
you may be getting this letter just in
time to greet us. Or maybe not, since
our church is sending some things
with us.
You said once that you were teaching some of the women to sew, so we
are bringing a great deal of various
materials to help out with that. And
we are also bringing some food items
that we hope will help out in your mission pantry. That means we will have
to get some special transportation to
your mountaintop, but we’ve already
prepared for that. Our awesome and
loving Lord is going before us and
preparing our way.
Isn’t it remarkable what we can do
when we work together and give ourselves over to the Lord and His leadership? “And the King shall answer
and say unto them, Verily I say unto
you, Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren,
ye have done it unto me” (Matt. 25:40).
What a wonderful verse of Scripture,
and what a wonderful world it would
be if we all carried it out!
God willing, we will see you soon.
In His name,
Marjorie ★
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Send Me, Lord
by Betty Jane Stepherson

LINT had it all planned. Tomor- row was going to be a special day off because the offices were
being painted and the weather prediction called for sunny skies.
That was why the offices were being painted in the middle of the week.
There had been rain each weekend
for weeks now; so they were taking
advantage of a dry, sunny weekday.
Clint planned to take advantage of
it too. He would call Yvonne and ask
her out to lunch. They had become
good friends, working together at the
office, and something kept urging
him to ask her out. He felt this was

C

the right time. “If it’s Your will, Lord,
help it work out right,” he prayed.
He would call her as soon as he got
home. Hopefully, she would not already have something else planned.
After all, the day off would have come
as a surprise to her as it had to him.
Traffic was slow, and he seemed to
be stopped by every red light between the office and his apartment;
so he was later than usual arriving
home. When he did finally get home,
there was a note showing from underneath his doormat.
He picked up the note, took mail
from his mailbox, and unlocked his

door. Inside the apartment, he read
the note. “Clint,” it said, “the rain has
soaked through my bedroom ceiling,
and I thought you might know someone I can call to fix it—someone I can
trust. If you have time, will you give
me a call when you get home?
Thanks, my friend. Barnaby.”
Clint’s first thought was to call Barnaby and tell him that he had a day off
tomorrow and would be over to fix it for
him. It might take days to get someone
else out to fix it, and the best time to fix
a roof is when the sun is shining.
Barnaby had few material things,
but he had a big heart. He was a
friendly, older man and a godly man.
He and Clint had become especially
close when Clint’s car had suddenly
died in front of Barnaby’s small
house on Clint’s way to work one
morning a few months ago.
Barnaby had been sitting on his
front porch drinking a cup of coffee
when the car just slowed and stopped
for no apparent reason. Having little
knowledge about cars, Clint stepped
out and raised the hood, as if some
part of the engine might miraculously
tell him what was wrong. He was disappointed. Then the older man was
standing there beside him.
“Good morning, young fellow. Can
I help?” he asked.
Turning toward him, Clint said, “It
just stopped, and I know it has gas.
I’ll just call for help. At least I have my
cell phone.”
“Let me look. I’m Barnaby Calhoun, and I know a little about cars.”
He looked and made a few adjustments before he said, “Try starting it
now.”
Clint took his advice, and the car
started without any problem. Getting
back out of the car and holding out
his hand, he said with a big, friendly
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smile, “Thank you so much, and
please let me pay you for your help.
I’m on my way to work, and my boss
doesn’t look too favorably on latecomers.”
“You don’t owe me anything. I’m
glad I could help. I see you pass every
morning, so I suspected you were on
your way to work.” Deep creases lined
his face as he said with a big smile,
“Stop by some afternoon, young man,
and we’ll have a cup of coffee.”
“Yes, sir, Mr. Calhoun,” Clint said
with an answering smile. “I’m Clint
Derek, and I’ll sure do that.”
After that, Clint had stopped by now
and then. He liked the older man and
enjoyed visiting with him. He had
laughed when he learned Barnaby
had been an automobile mechanic for
many years. He empathized when he
heard that Barnaby’s loving family had
all gone home to be with the Lord, except for a niece with whom he was
very close. Clint grew angry when he
learned the old man had been victimized recently by someone who had
taken his money to work on his house,
then disappeared with the money
without doing any work.
Clint had made Barnaby promise
to always let him know before he
hired anyone else. “I’ll make sure
they’re trustworthy before you hire
them or give them any money. Promise me, Barnaby.” And Barnaby had
reluctantly promised.
Clint held the note in his hand. Apparently, Barnaby had come by before Clint had arrived home from
work. He was keeping his promise.
Clint knew the job would probably
cost the older man more than he could
easily afford. Also, he knew that he
could do the job himself. He knew little about cars, but he had helped his
father work on roofs more than once,

and he knew what needed to be done.
Nevertheless, he had plans for tomorrow. It was not often he had an
extra day off. “Don’t I deserve it,
Lord?” he heard himself asking. But
if he expected a positive answer, he
was disappointed.
Then he found himself taking supper out of the freezer and placing it in
the microwave before calling Yvonne.
Thinking she was perhaps doing the
same thing herself, he decided that
calling her a little later would be better. She probably would not want a
phone call in the middle of supper.
After supper, he turned to his Bible
reading for the day. Again he put off
calling either Yvonne or Barnaby. He
was a person who never believed in
putting things off. Then he read,
“Also I heard the voice of the Lord,
saying, Whom shall I send, and who
will go for us? Then said I, Here am I;
send me” (Isa. 6:8).
What would Barnaby do if Clint
needed something done that he
could help with? There was only one
answer to that. He had proved it
more than once. He had even been
there for him with spiced tea when he
had a really bad cold just before the
holidays. It felt like it might burn when
the first swallow entered his mouth,
but it eased his cold symptoms.
He picked up the phone and called
his friend. “Hello, Barnaby. I found
your note, and I apologize for not
calling sooner.”
“That’s all right, son. I just wanted
to keep my promise. Can you recommend someone?”
“Would I do? I’ve helped my father
do this a number of times, and I have
the day off tomorrow. I could do it
then.”
“Oh, no. If you have the day off, then
you need to enjoy yourself. I can have
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this done if you can just recommend
someone for me,” insisted Barnaby.
“I’ll be there bright and early. Just
have the coffee hot, and we’ll see
what needs to be done. See you
then, my friend,” promised Clint. For
the first time that evening, he felt really good. He had thought he might
feel some disappointment when he
made this decision. Instead, he was
excited that he could finally do
something for his friend.
The next day the two men worked
most of the morning, the older man
doing whatever he could to assist
Clint. He assured Clint they would
not have to be concerned about
lunch, since his niece was going to
bring lunch over for them. The morning passed quickly.
Around noontime, Barnaby called
to Clint up on the roof. “Come on
down, son. Lunch is ready.”
As Clint came down and walked
into the kitchen, he saw Barnaby and
his niece. Barnaby had often spoken
about his niece, but Clint was
stunned to see that she was someone he already knew. His niece was
Yvonne from the office!
Facing Clint with a beautiful smile,
she said, “Hello, Clint. I asked Uncle
Barnaby not to tell you when he found
out from me that we knew each other.
When we did get together, I wanted it
to be a surprise. I hope it’s all right.”
“It’s a great surprise,” said Clint
with his own wide smile. “And talking
about surprises, you’ll be surprised
when I tell you what I first had
planned for today.”
He remembered the Scripture verse
“Call unto me, and I will answer thee,
and shew thee great and mighty
things, which thou knowest not” (Jer.
33:3). Clint smiled and thanked the
Lord for another good day. ★
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He Still Performs Miracles
by Betty Jane Stepherson

T was a beautiful day to be outside.
Jessica sat outside the front door
and enjoyed the dew-covered bridal
wreaths that were already blooming
along the walkway underneath the
pergola. They had never bloomed
this early before, but by some miracle they were now blooming in all
their snowy white beauty.
The hardy bushes survived to bloom
each year, but flowers and small vegetables planted in the ground between
each of them would not. Since Jessica
was now in a wheelchair, she was not
able to plant them this year. Digging
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and planting in the sweet-smelling
earth had always been one of her
greatest joys. As she grew older, it had
become one of her greatest therapies.
Now that progressive arthritis had
made a wheelchair her constant
companion, she would no longer
have the consolation of that joy and
therapy. Her children and her grandchildren kept trying to tell her about
God and His love; but where was His
love when He had taken the joy of
gardening away from her? Was God
not satisfied that she could no longer
do so many of the other things that

meant so much to her?
Visiting her friends had always provided such enjoyment for Jessica.
Now she could no longer do that, since
she could not drive or enter many of
their homes because of steps and other obstacles. She could still call and email them, but it was not the same.
Many of them seemed to have forgotten her.
She could no longer volunteer at
the hospital where she had so enjoyed helping disabled patients. Now
she was in a wheelchair herself.
Now even the joy of gardening had
been taken from her. Her family had
offered to plant whatever she wanted planted, but she liked getting her
hands in the dirt and planting the
seeds and plants herself.
Jessica heard her cell phone ringing and took it out of her pocket. She
always carried the phone in her
pocket at the insistence of her children. They wanted her to always
have it with her in case of an emergency or if they wanted to call.
When she answered, she was glad
to hear Becky say, “Hello, Mom.
We’re on our way over with your birthday present. We left the children at
the church where they’re practicing
for a missions program they’re going
to be in soon. It’s such a gorgeous
day that we thought this would be a
perfect time to do some shopping.
Peter and Kate are with Seth and me,
and we’ll be right over. Is that OK?”
“That’s fine, honey. It’s a little early for my birthday, though, isn’t it? It
isn’t until next week,” said an astonished Jessica to her daughter. “Don’t
you want to just wrap it up and put it
in one of your closets until then?”
“No, it’s too big and too heavy to go
in any of our closets or be wrapped,”
laughed Becky. “Wait until you see,
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and you’ll understand. I have to go.
See you soon. I love you, Mom.”
Jessica’s mind was racing. Too
big? Too heavy? She had no idea,
but she knew her daughter, Becky,
her son, Peter, and the in-laws were
very imaginative. She was looking
forward to the surprise.
While she waited, she went back
inside to put the kettle on for tea. The
cups were ready and the tea bags
were in them when she heard Seth
and Becky’s station wagon and Peter and Kate’s pickup truck pulling
into the driveway.
By the time Jessica reached the
front door, all four were there. “Welcome, my dears. Come on in.” After
affectionate hugs all around, she
said, “I have hot tea ready. How does
that sound?”
“Sounds good to me!” they all
agreed as they all gathered around
the old kitchen table. When they
were seated, Jessica sensed a feeling of enthusiasm in the four younger
people and said, “All right, my dears.
Tell me about this early birthday
present. You know how impatient I
am about secrets, and I can’t wait
any longer. Tell me what’s going on,”
she said with a naturally lovely smile.
“You’re impatient? I thought Kate
was going to jump out of the truck
every time we stopped for a red
light!” exclaimed Peter. “She was
ready to run all the way to get here
sooner and tell you.”
“And I guess you weren’t?” Kate
laughed.
“It was Becky’s idea. And we liked
the idea so much we all agreed,” volunteered Seth.
“Mom, we’ve all been praying
about what you would enjoy not only
for your birthday but also for a long
time afterward,” Becky said enthusi-

astically. “So when we all met at the
church to drop off the children, we decided to go to the mall and see what
we could find. And guess what? As
many times as we’ve been to the mall,
Seth still made a wrong turn, and we
found ourselves on the wrong street
with Peter and Kate following right behind us. We found this plant nursery
that none of us even knew was there.”
“We eventually decided it wasn’t
Seth’s wrong turn that led us there at
all, Mom,” interrupted Peter. “It was
God’s right turn. It was like a miracle.”
“Peter’s right, Mom,” Becky continued. “We all stopped and got out
when we saw these lovely, huge,
heavy flowerpots. It was as if the Lord
had led us there. And so,” she said after taking a deep breath, “that’s what
we brought you for your birthday. We
brought you flowerpots!”
Almost at a loss for words, Jessica
said, “I’m overwhelmed!”
“Our strong, handsome men here
decided they could set them on concrete blocks between your bridal
wreaths to make them high enough
for you to reach from your wheelchair
and plant whatever you want to plant
in them and tend them,” said Kate.
“There are six of them, so you can
start deciding what you want to plant.
Next week, or whenever it’s time, we’ll
bring the soil and take you to find the
seeds and the plants. The children
can help, and that will thrill them.”
Finding it difficult to hold back the
tears, Jessica said, “But the pots
must have cost a small fortune. It’s
too much.”
“That’s the beauty of it, Mom,” said
her daughter. “It’s a new place, and the
manager was having an opening sale.
That’s another miracle. This was the
last day of the sale, and he had only six
of these big pots left. When he heard
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we wanted all six for our mother’s
birthday, he gave us another discount.
How can you not believe the Lord had
a hand in that? He tells us, ‘Call unto
me, and I will answer thee, and shew
thee great and mighty things, which
thou knowest not’” (Jer. 33:3).
“I hope you told the manager we
would be coming back for whatever
else we needed,” her mother said
and smiled.
“Indeed we did, and we think you’ll
like the place,” said Kate. “Also, we
think you’ll like the pots,” she added.
“They’re beautiful.”
“I guess it won’t be a garden,
Mom, but we hope you’ll like it,” Peter said as he walked behind his
mother and put his arms around her.
“Of course it will be a garden, my
dear Peter,” she answered. “When we
all get through with it, it will be a beautiful garden. I am thoroughly convinced the Lord will agree with me.”
They were all speechless for a moment. Then Peter said, “Mom, are you
really giving the Lord credit for all this?”
“Well, I have been listening to that
tape you brought me. The song about
His walking through the garden with
me and talking with me keeps touching my heart. Today has certainly been
a day of miracles that all of you could
not have planned. So I’m thinking I will
go to your church service Sunday and
listen to that nice pastor who has
been coming to see me. He’s visited
me so often that it’s time I visited him.
If my grandchildren are going to be in
a play, I’ll need to be there for that,
won’t I? Now, can we all go outside
and see these wonderful birthday
pots in which I can plant a garden for
the Lord to walk through with me?”
Among thankful sounds of joy, an
excited Becky said, “Thank you, Mom.
I thought you would never ask!” ★
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