
IDON’T care what you say.  I’m goingto get new drapes and bedding for
our bedroom,” Sonia said in a firm tone
of voice. “We haven’t updated any-
thing in this house for twelve years.” 
Marvin could feel the anger rise

within him. If he did not want to ex-
plode, he needed to get away to cool
off. Without a word, he grabbed his
jacket and called to his dog. “Rex,
want to go for a walk?”
There was no need to further ex-

plain to Sonia. This had been his rou-
tine for several months as he tried to
gain control of his temper.
All the way to the woods, Marvin

allowed his resentment to seethe in-
side. Why did Sonia have to be so
strong-willed? Did she deliberately
try to annoy him? Why was it so hard
to understand the need to hold off on
major purchases until he decided
whether to retire early?
Sitting on a log under a tree with his

dog by his side, Marvin began to ab-

sorb the tranquillity of the environment.
With the past behind him and a hold on
the future, he lived in the moment.
As soon as two red squirrels ap-

peared on the scene, Rex growled.
Marvin tugged on the leash. “No,
Rex! Stay!” The squirrels stood mo-
tionless for a moment and then
scampered up a tree to safety.
Alone with his dog in the woods,

Marvin’s mind turned toward God.
He began to pray. First, he asked
God for help in controlling his tem-
per. By walking away, he had avoid-
ed a confrontation, but he wanted to
learn to resolve issues with his wife
in an amiable manner.
While still in prayer, Marvin felt a

wet spot on his forehead and then on
his nose. He opened his eyes to dis-
cover that soft, fluffy white flakes
were falling gently to the ground. It
was a lovely sight that contrasted
with the snowstorm in which he had
wound up lost earlier in the year.
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When Marvin had retreated to the
woods last February, he had not yet
had Rex. Instead of dealing with issues
through prayer, he had turned to the
liquor bottle for comfort. He had not
known how long he had been passed
out, but he had awoken to swirling
snow of blizzard proportions. Still dis-
oriented, he had wandered around in a
daze with no idea of how to find his way
home. It had been several hours before
a rescue team had found him and tak-
en him to the hospital.
As soon as Marvin had gone back

to work, his coworker, Jeremy, had
asked him to describe his experience
of being lost. “It was the most fright-
ening thing that ever happened to
me,” he had said.
“I’ve been waiting for an opportuni-

ty to talk to you about something im-
portant that will change your life. I think
now is the time,” Jeremy had said.
“All right.” Marvin had been eager

to hear more.
“I’m sure it was terrible to be lost

in a snowstorm; but can you imagine
what it would be like to be lost for
eternity?”
“No. I’m more interested in the

here and now than in eternity.”
“It all ties together.” Jeremy had

gone on to explain how sin had broken
the relationship between God and
Adam and Eve. “By sending His Son
Jesus to die for our sins, God made a
way for the divine-human relationship
to be restored. God made the way, but
we have to trust Jesus as our Saviour
and the Lord of our lives.”
For several days, Marvin and Jere-

my had talked during breaks. Finally,
Marvin had been ready to begin the
relationship that would last through-
out eternity. 
Indeed, life was better now. Even

Sonia agreed with that. She some-

times went to church with him, but she
did not buy into the need for salvation.
The sun was beginning to set. Mar-

vin watched until it disappeared a few
minutes later. Arizona sunsets were
spectacular, but they did not last long.
Rex was asleep at Marvin’s feet.

With a slight tug on the leash, the dog
was awake. “Ready to head for
home?” Marvin asked.
Snowflakes were still falling gently

to the ground. As he continued to
think about the gentle snowstorm, an
idea popped into his mind. Maybe a
gentle approach would work better
with Sonia. The words of Proverbs
15:1 came to mind. “A soft answer
turneth away wrath: but grievous
words stir up anger.”
Marvin had to admit that his re-

sponse was quite strong when Sonia
suggested changes to the bedroom.
That triggered her outburst. He
quickened his pace, eager to get
home and make amends.
The house was dark, and Sonia’s

car was not in the garage. She had
not talked about going anywhere. He
wondered whether she decided to
carry out her threat. Just as his emo-
tions began to escalate, Marvin de-
cided he would be gentle regardless
of what Sonia did.
Feeling somewhat ill at ease, Mar-

vin picked up the newspaper. A sale
on draperies and bedding caught his
eye. Maybe he and Sonia could work
out a compromise. She wanted to go
for custom-made, but would she set-
tle for less? Some of the ready-made
bedspreads were quite attractive.
Marvin was still checking out the

ad when Sonia walked in the door.
“Would you help bring in the gro-
ceries?” Sonia asked.
“Sure.”
The four boxes of his favorite
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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 bed-
ding 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 reg-
ister 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 up-

date, 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 retir-

ing 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 pur-
chase and went to the restaurant.

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 mak-
ing it so.”
“You’re welcome.” It was good to

be a hero for a change.
“I want to go to church with you to-

morrow. Maybe I’ll even listen.” 
“Great.” A gentle approach had

accomplished what strong words
had been unable to do. �

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. �

Enjoy the Precious 
Moments
(Continued from page 3)
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Creative Witnessing
by Esther M. Bailey

AS soon as she saw the sermon
title, Cynthia closed the church

bulletin. She could not get away from
the Scripture that had plagued her
for the past two weeks. 
Ever since they started the book of

Acts in her Bible study, Cynthia had
been troubled by a verse that seemed
to leap out at her. “Ye shall be wit-
nesses unto me both in Jeru sa lem,
and in all Judea, and in Sam aria, and
unto the uttermost part of the earth”
(1:8). That called for a lot of witness-
ing, and Cynthia had not yet begun to
witness in her own neighborhood.
In his sermon titled “Creative Wit-

nessing,” Pastor Barnes might pos-
sibly suggest some practical ideas
she could use. The thought of stop-
ping strangers on the street to ask
whether they were born again intim-
idated Cynthia. 

Pastor Barnes based his message
on the conversation between Jesus
and the Samaritan woman at the well
(John 4:7-26). “There were two rea-
sons that might have prevented Je-
sus from talking to the woman—her
gender and her nationality. The Jews
did not associate with Samaritans,
and a rabbi customarily avoided
contact with all women excluding his
wife. Imagine the woman’s surprise
when Jesus asked her for a drink. Je-
sus broke down barriers separating
people and used creative ways to
share the gospel.”
Cynthia listened carefully as the

pastor gave true examples of how
people witnessed in a creative man-
ner. She could not imagine how she
could apply any of them in her job as
an interior decorator.
It was almost as though the pastor



read her thoughts. He said, “I’m not
suggesting that you try to duplicate
one of these methods. These exam-
ples were orchestrated by the Holy
Spirit. If a person were to try this
alone, the situation could turn awk-
ward.” The words brought Cynthia a
sense of relief.
Pastor Barnes continued. “I want

to give you some general principles
that will help you find creative ways
to share your faith. First, develop a
strong awareness of what it means
to be lost. Unless people know a
child is lost, they won’t organize a
search party.” Cynthia realized that
it was easy to become complacent
about the seriousness of a lost
soul.
The rest of the principles focused

on prayer. “Ask God to help you
love people the way He loves them.
Pray that the right opportunity to
witness will open up and that God
will give you the right words to re-
spond.”
Cynthia left the church with a bur-

den to tell others about the good
news of Jesus Christ.
On Monday morning Cynthia be-

gan the day with prayer, incorporat-
ing the pastor’s suggestions. Her
first appointment was with Mrs. Bed-
ford. Cynthia would need an extra
helping of love to deal with the ill-
tempered woman who always com-
plained about something. Today
Cynthia would deliver custom slip-
covers for the sofa and love seat in
Mrs. Bedford’s family room. She was
already in her car when she decided
to go back for her sewing kit. That
might save a trip.
While walking up the sidewalk to

the house, Cynthia asked God to
help her bring joy to an unhappy
woman.

Mrs. Bedford opened the door
with a scowl on her face. “Good
morning, Mrs. Bedford,” Cynthia
said in a pleasant tone of voice.
“It may be good for you but not for

me. My arthritis is acting up.”
“I’m so sorry.” Cynthia’s expres-

sion of sympathy was genuine as she
touched the woman’s shoulder.
“Maybe the new slipcovers will boost
your spirits.”
When Cynthia spread the cover

across the sofa, Mrs. Bedford said,
“Such a cheery scene. You can al-
most hear the songbirds singing.”
Her mood seemed to have improved
already.
As Cynthia started to replace the

old slipcovers with the new ones,
Mrs. Bedford said, “While you do
that, why don’t I brew a cup of tea for
us?”
“I’d like that.”
The new covers were in place

when the hostess brought in a lovely
teapot with matching cups.
While sipping tea, Cynthia noticed

a bulge in the seam on one of the
arms of the sofa cover. She got up to
tuck it in. “I’ll fix that,” she said.
“You don’t need to bother. I didn’t

even notice.”
“I want you to have the best pos-

sible job, and I brought my sewing kit
with me.”
After repairing the flaw, Cynthia

said, “There. I hope you enjoy them
for a long time. Thanks for the tea.” 
“Thank you. I enjoyed chatting

with you. A day that started out bad
turned into quite a nice day. I’m not
sure why.”
Cynthia did not need to struggle

for words. They rolled right off her
tongue. “Maybe it was because I
prayed for you before I came.”
“You did?”
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“Yes. Along with helping people
with their decorating needs, I want to
be a blessing to them as well.”
“That’s sweet. It reminds me of my

grandmother. I didn’t see her often,
but if she was around on Sunday,
Grandma always took me to church.
In every letter she said she was pray-
ing for me. My parents weren’t inter-
ested in church, and I always felt I
missed something.”
“It’s not too late to make up for lost

time. We’d love to have you at our
church.”
Mrs. Bedford was silent for sever-

al seconds before she spoke. “I
might take you up on that.”
Cynthia wrote down the address of

the church and the times of services.
“I’ll look for you and help you get ac-
quainted,” she said.
“Thank you. Thank you so much

for praying for me,” she said as she
squeezed Cynthia’s hand.
Cynthia hoped for a similar experi-

ence during her next several appoint-
ments, but the opportunities did not
open up. Still, she continued to pray.
While preparing for a presentation

on Friday, Cynthia had an idea. She
took along her devotional magazine
to meet with a group of doctors who
would be the occupants of a new
clinic. Whoever got the job would
work with each doctor separately but
would carry out a central theme
throughout the building.
After showing slides of doctors’ of-

fices she had decorated, Cynthia
suggested several cost-cutting
measures without sacrificing quality.
Her confidence built as the doctors
gave her their full attention during her
sales pitch. Afterward, she answered
questions.
“Does your proposal include all

fees?”

“Yes. My consulting fee is the
same for each client.”
“What about furnishings and furni-

ture?”
“You will approve all expenditures,

and everything will be shipped and
billed to each client. You’ll see the
published price of everything you
choose. My only involvement will be
to place the order for you.”
After all the questions were an-

swered, several doctors went out-
side for a private discussion. When
they came back, they offered Cynthia
a contract.
“Thank you for your confidence,”

Cynthia said. “I promise not to let you
down.” 
In the midst of the applause, Cyn-

thia raised her hand. “One more
thing,” she said as she held up her
devotional magazine. “For all of you
who are interested, I’d like to sub-
scribe to this magazine for the bene-
fit of your patients. A trip to the doc-
tor raises the anxiety level of many
people. This may help them deal with
the anxiety.”
“Maybe that would help me get

more accurate blood pressure read-
ings,” one doctor said. 
“It may reinforce my effort to in-

spire people with hope,” another
doctor said.
All but three doctors signed up to

receive the magazine. How many
people would be touched by a year’s
subscription? Cynthia wondered. 
On Saturday evening, Cynthia

looked forward to church on Sun-
day. A sermon on witnessing would
no longer make her feel uncomfort-
able.
The next Bible study group would

meet in a few days. This time Cynthia
would be able to make a contribution
to the discussion. �



IT was good for Everett to get hometo his lovely wife and a hot meal.
The kitchen was filled with the tanta-
lizing aroma of beef stew simmering
in a slow cooker. When Marta
brought out biscuits from the oven,
he said, “I could work all day for this.”
He then took Marta’s hand and
thanked the Lord for the food and all
good things. 
“Oh, I forgot to mention that a

praise report came through on the
prayer chain,” Marta said. “Nick
Thompson got the job he wanted.”
“That’s good news—a story of

God’s providence.”
“Another thing I wanted to tell

you. There’s an article in today’s pa-
per on year-end strategies to save
on taxes.”

“I must read that. I’ll probably get
at least a dozen calls tomorrow from
clients wanting to know how they
can use the tips in their situation,”
Everett said.
Everything in the article was famil-

iar to Everett, and he was already
suggesting to his clients the tips that
would apply to them. The article
would just add to his workload at a
busy time of the year.
As soon as Everett got to his office

the following morning, the telephone
rang. It was Tom Garrison, the client
who gave him the most business but
could also be quite difficult. “Why
haven’t you been helping me save on
taxes?” Tom’s voice was more
brusque than usual.
“Mr. Garrison, I believe we’ve tak-
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en advantage of everything the gov-
ernment allows.”
“From this article in the paper, it

looks like we could do more. I want
to meet with you today to talk about
it. There isn’t much time left to take
action.”
With a full day ahead of him,

Everett did not want to see Tom Gar-
rison, but Tom was his best client. “I
have appointments all day, Mr. Gar-
rison. I could meet you at your office
at eight o’clock tonight.”
“How about six o’clock?”
That would mean missing dinner,

but he had learned from experience
that it did not pay to argue with Tom.
“All right. I’ll be there.”
As soon as he hung up the phone,

Everett called Marta. “My day is ru-
ined already,” he said.
“What happened?”
After Everett explained, Marta

said, “Oh, I will keep you in prayer to-
day.”
“Thanks. I will need it. At best, Tom

is not pleasant. When he gets upset,
he can get ugly.”
The newspaper article came up for

discussion during every appoint-
ment. In between, Everett took sev-
eral calls and had several people on
the list to call back. He was in no
mood to spend time with Tom Garri-
son. 
In addition to Tom’s prickly per-

sonality, the giant of a man knew lit-
tle about accounting. The article
would confuse Tom rather than en-
lighten him.
Tom handed Everett the article and

said, “I’ve already figured out how to
implement one of the ideas. I’ll ex-
pect you to help me with the rest.”
“What have you figured out?”
“It says to delay income. I’ve writ-

ten a letter to my customers asking

them to hold their checks until next
year,” Tom said.
“Have you sent the letter?”
“No, but it’s ready to go out.”
“You might not want to send it be-

cause the money would still be
counted in this year’s income,”
Everett advised.
“Why is that?”
“You are on an accrual basis. That

means revenues and expenditures
are recognized at the time the trans-
action occurred rather than when
payment is received or disbursed.” 
“That sounds complicated.”
“It isn’t really when you under-

stand it.” Using last year’s year-end
statement, Everett tried to show Tom
how the procedure worked.
“Then why does this article make

the suggestion?” Tom asked.
“For cash-basis accounting, the

idea would work. While your tool
company is on a accrual basis, your
personal income is on a cash basis.”
Pointing to a painting on the wall,
Everett said, “If you wanted to sell
that painting at a profit, you could
wait until next year to defer paying
tax on the profit until next year. You
can’t avoid taxes; you can only defer
them.”
Mr. Garrison had another idea that

was just as impractical as his first
one. Everett had to go through an-
other long explanation to satisfy his
client.
“Is there any idea in this article I

could use?” Tom asked. 
Although somewhat amused at

the thought, Everett tried to keep the
humor out of his voice because Tom
would groan at the suggestion. “Gifts
to charity would work for you.”
“No one ever gave me anything. I

worked hard for all I have, and I’m
going to keep it.”
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Everett hoped the session had
ended, but Mr. Garrison wanted to
propose another idea. As Everett lis-
tened, he wondered whether Tom re-
ally believed such action was legal.
When Tom finished, Everett sat in

stunned silence for a moment. Final-
ly, he said, “Mr. Garrison, surely you
must know that would be illegal.”
“Maybe so, but I think I could get

away with it. No one would come to
check inventory in my garage.”
“It isn’t a matter of getting away

with something. It’s a matter of doing
the right thing. Integrity is at stake.”
“Well, I’ve decided I’m going to do

it. If you don’t like it, you can just look
the other way.”
“No, I won’t look the other way. I

can’t put my name on a return that I
know to be false.”
“I shouldn’t have told you, but I

guess I can find another accountant.”
“Well, it’s your call. I hate to lose

you as a client, but I have to stay true
to my conscience.”
“Think it over. Let me know if you

change your mind.”
At home, Everett did not feel like

eating the dinner Marta had kept
warm for him. “Was it really that
bad?” she asked.
Everett related the conversation

from the time Tom suggested illegal
action. “I told him I couldn’t go along
with it, and he told me he would find
another accountant.”
“Wow! That is tough.”
“Yeah. He has been my biggest

client for years. I go to his office three
or four times a month because Tom
doesn’t want anything to do with the
finances. I’ll need to replace him with
three or four clients I meet with once
a month.”
“Maybe Mr. Garrison won’t find an

accountant who will be willing to go

along with his scheme. We just need
to pray about it and put the situation
in God’s hands,” Marta said.
“That’s about all we can do.”
Everett had trouble going to sleep

that night. Marta was better at giving
problems to God and leaving them
there. Everett had a tendency to take
them back. 
Now was a bad time for loss of in-

come. With the twins in college, ex-
penses would be heavy for the next
few years. Everett had no regrets
about his decision, but he was great-
ly concerned about the future. It
must have been nearly time to get up
before he finally went to sleep.
For the next few days, Everett was

too busy to look for new clients. In
addition to a heavy workload, the
twins were home on break. Marta did
not want to tell them about the loss
of income. “I don’t want the girls to
worry,” she said. “Wait until every-
thing is back to normal, and then we
can tell them how God took care of
the situation.” Everett’s faith was not
as strong as his wife’s, but he agreed
to remain silent.
A few days later Everett received a

surprise call from Tom Garrison. In
his usual candid manner, he said, “I
want you back as my accountant.”
“Uh—on my terms?”
“Yes. Legal in all ways.”
“What changed your mind?”
“My son was picked up for shop -

lifting. When I confronted him, he
said, ‘Dad, you don’t always stay
within the law.’ I admitted that was
true but told him we would be law-
abiding citizens from now on.”
“That’s good news for both of us.”
When Everett called Marta, she did

not seem surprised. “Now we have a
good story of God’s providence to
tell our girls,” she said. �



WITH last year’s Christmas gift
list in hand, Sophia wondered

how she could once again buy indi-
vidual presents for all her great-
grandchildren. Three more were
born since last year. That meant a to-
tal of sixteen. She had to stretch the
budget to buy thirteen gifts last year,
and her finances were even tighter
now. 
A look at her checkbook told

Sophia she could afford only five dol-
lars for each child; but what could
she buy for five dollars? Maybe she
should just put a five-dollar bill in a
card for each child.
As Sophia considered what

seemed like her only option, the
Christmas spirit seemed to slip away.
The birth of her Saviour was too im-
portant to celebrate with only a card
and a monetary token. She needed

to come up with a better idea that
would help her family celebrate the
true meaning of Christmas.
The idea of a party came to her

mind. Maybe she could reserve the
hospitality room in the senior center
where she lived. When she went to
check availability, though, the entire
week before Christmas was filled.
Disappointed, she started praying for
a better idea.
After her Bible study at church,

Sophia shared her problem with her
friends. “Children like pizza. Maybe
you could take them to a pizza place
for little cost,” one woman suggest-
ed.
“It would be great if we could have

a room to ourselves. I want to tell the
Christmas story and make it a spe-
cial celebration.”
“Kids’ World Pizza Place is set up

for children’s parties. Four separate
rooms seat up to twenty children. For
big parties, they remove a partition.
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My daughter reserved it for her son’s
birthday party,” the woman told
Sophia.
“That would be perfect. I’ll give

them a call the first thing in the morn-
ing.”
Kids’ World Pizza Place was filled

up for several days leading up to
Christmas. “Lord, help me find a
way to make Christmas special for
my great-grandchi ldren,” she
prayed.
A few days later, Sophia received

a call from another woman in the
Bible study. “Did you make arrange-
ments with Kids’ World Pizza Place
yet?”
“No. I was too late,” Sophia an-

swered.
“I just heard about something that

might be even better.”
“Tell me.”
“A friend of mine goes to a church

in the inner city. Southland Bible
Church buses in neighborhood chil-
dren every Saturday night. They feed
them and then teach them the Bible.
My friend thought maybe you could
coordinate your group with them,”
the woman said.
“That’s an awesome idea. Thanks

for the suggestion. I’ll get to work on
it right away.” 
Sophia learned that Mary Wright

was in charge of the outreach pro-
gram at Southland Bible Church.
They picked up between fifteen and
twenty children every week. Some-
times the women of the church made
casseroles, but they usually served
pizza on a busy night.
Mrs. Wright said she would be

glad to have Sophia’s great-grand-
children join them on the Saturday
night before Christmas. The church
would take care of picking up the piz-
za, and they would split the cost. “We

always have a Bible story and a short
program. Would you like to take care
of that?” she asked So phia.
“I don’t want to take over what you

might have planned.”
“We haven’t planned anything

yet.”
“Then I’ll be glad to do my best,”

Sophia said happily.
With arrangements made, the two

women were about to end the con-
versation when Sophia bubbled over
with excitement. “I have another
idea,” she said. “I’m guessing that
the children you pick up will probably
not have much for Christmas.”
“They probably won’t even have a

good Christmas dinner.”
“How sad! All of my great-grand-

children have more than they need.
From their surplus, they could each
bring a gift or two to share with an-
other child.”
“That would be so kind of you. The

children would really appreciate it,”
Mrs. Wright responded.
“Maybe you could provide me with

the names and ages of the children.”
Mrs. Wright not only sent the infor-

mation Sophia requested; she in-
cluded a note about each child as
well. That would help in the choosing
of gifts.
Sophia spent the next several

days matching up children from the
church with her great-grandchildren.
She tried to link them by age, gender,
or interest. Ten-year-old David would
be the right person to provide the gift
for a boy who liked to read. 
The parents of Sophia’s great-

grandchildren quickly caught her en-
thusiasm for the party. “I’ll help Cindy
choose something she still plays
with,” one mother said. “That will help
her experience the joy of sacrificial giv-
ing.”
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A short while later Sophia received
a call from eight-year-old Cindy.
“Grandma, the doll you gave me last
year is still my favorite, but Mom says
I should give away something I really
like. Would you feel bad if I gave
away the doll?”
“Not at all, Cindy. I’m glad you en-

joyed the doll for a year, and now you
can make another little girl happy.
That should make you happy too.”
Cindy giggled with delight.
Sophia had yet to plan the pro-

gram. She thought about having two
or three of her grandchildren read the
Christmas story from Luke. She
called David to discuss the idea.
“Grandma, we’re putting on a skit

of the Christmas story at church. I
play the role of Joseph. Maybe some
of my cousins could take the other
parts. Would that work?”
“That would be wonderful, David.

Would you put that together?”
“Sure.”
“Good. I know I can count on you.”
The gift giving needed to be special.

Sophia instructed the older children in
what to say when presenting the gifts.
Excitement filled Southland Bible

Church on Saturday night. Children
bused in from the neighborhood
were excited to have visitors.
Sophia’s family looked forward to a
new experience.
Before the food was served,

Sophia asked Mrs. Wright to have a
child from her group give thanks. The
prayer of thanks came from the
child’s heart.
Much to Sophia’s surprise, David

declined a second piece of pizza. “I
want to save more for the other chil-
dren,” he whispered.
The skit really brought the Christ-

mas story to life. Dressed in cos-
tume, Cindy took the part of the an-

gel. Her voice had never sounded
sweeter than when she said, ‘Fear
not: for, behold, I bring you good tid-
ings of great joy, which shall be to all
people’ (Luke 2:10). Sophia hoped
the children would feel the joy that
Jesus came to bring. One of the ba-
bies portrayed the newborn Saviour.
Gifts had been left in another room

until the time was right. The children
from the church broke into applause
when the attractive packages were
brought in.
“We’re going to start with the

youngest children,” Sophia said. She
called two-year-old Emily to present
her gift to Katie. When the two chil-
dren came forward, she said, “Katie,
Emily wants to give you this present
because she wants you to know how
much God loves you.” 
“Thank you,” Katie said as she tore

off the wrapping paper. She curled
the long neck of the stuffed giraffe
around her own neck.
When Cindy presented her doll to

Angela, she said, “This is my favorite
doll because my grandmother gave it
to me. I thought Jesus wanted me to
give it to you because He wants you
to have something special.”
David gave Mark a book that told

the stories of twelve young men who
had dedicated their lives to God. “I
hope this book will inspire you to
serve God. It made me want to serve
God with my whole heart,” David said.
The expression of joy on the face

of every child brought Sophia a
blessing. She felt more blessed than
if she had had fifty dollars to spend
on each great-grandchild.
When the family gathered on Christ-

mas Day, the children were still talking
about the party. “Grandma, I hope we
can do that next year,” Cindy said.
“I hope so too, Cindy. I hope so.” �



IT was Martin’s first time to be in Mr. Conley’s Sunday school class. Be-
fore he left for college, he was in the
high school youth group. Mr. Conley
was known as a teacher who chal-
lenged his students. The way he was
feeling today, Martin was not sure he
wanted to be challenged.
In calling for prayer requests, Mr.

Conley said, “With the new year
coming up, maybe you want to make
a fresh start in some area of your life.
Maybe you’ve tried before and failed.
Why not ask God to help you ac-
complish what you have been unable
to accomplish alone?”
“I need help to stop overeating,”

someone said.
“That’s a good request,” Mr. Con-

ley said. “It’s better than asking for

help to lose weight. Eating right
should be the goal because the Bible
warns against overeating. Weight
loss is the personal benefit that
comes from taking care of our bod-
ies. Who else has a request?”
“I’m praying that God will show me

how to restore a relationship.” Again,
Mr. Conley commented on the value
of taking the initiative to correct a re-
lationship.
As a few other people put in re-

quests, Martin considered sharing
the burden of his heart. Unsure of
how to word the request, he let the
opportunity pass.
While Mr. Conley led in prayer,

Martin wrestled with his own issue. It
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was becoming more and more evi-
dent that he was not going to make
it at college unless he made a signif-
icant change—a change he might
not be capable of making.
Just before the break, his adviser

had sat down with him. “What’s the
trouble, Martin? According to your
transcripts, you received top grades
all through high school. Now you are
borderline passing,” he had said.
“I know. I’ve tried to figure it out.

Every time I take a test, I hope I will
do better, but I’m always disappoint-
ed.”
“How much studying did you do in

high school?”
“Not a lot. I seemed to catch on

with little study. Here everything is so
complicated. I get lost in accelerated
math and physics,” Martin had said.
“Are you trying to get by here with

the same study habits you had in
high school?”
“I think I study harder here, but ap-

parently not hard enough.” Martin
had paused while debating whether
or not to express the concern in the
back of his mind. “Maybe I’m just not
capable of making the grade.”
“Don’t you believe that for one

minute. You’re not lacking in intelli-
gence. I think the key is a more dis-
ciplined study program. Maybe your
motivation isn’t strong enough.” 
Martin had thought a lot about that

conversation. Right now he ques-
tioned his motivation. He really want-
ed to be an engineer; but was he will-
ing to pay the price? At the end of Mr.
Conley’s prayer, he was still as con-
fused as ever.
Martin hoped the discussion

would take a different direction, but
Mr. Conley continued to talk about
making a fresh start. Near the end of
the session, he handed out papers.

“I’ve written out several Scriptures
that might start you thinking about
where you need to make a fresh
start.” He allowed a few minutes for
everyone to review the Scriptures.
“Midnight New Year’s Eve is the

big moment for celebration,” Mr.
Conley continued. “I’d like to chal-
lenge you to spend that moment with
God. Write out the challenge that you
will deal with during your midnight
appointment. Take God as your part-
ner to help you make a fresh start in
one area of your life.”
Martin decided to take the chal-

lenge. After studying the Scriptures,
his mind focused on Romans 12:11:
“[Be] not slothful in business; fervent
in spirit; serving the Lord.” Right now
college was his business, and he did
not want to be slothful.
When he was in the eighth grade,

Martin dedicated his life to serving
the Lord. He believed he could best
serve God by becoming an engineer
and working with missionaries to im-
prove life for people in Third World
countries. That goal should strength-
en his motivation to succeed.
During Sunday dinner, Dad said,

“It’s so good to have you home, son.”
“It’s good to be home.” 
“How do you plan to celebrate

New Year’s Eve?”
“I thought I’d want to hang out with

my friends, but I have an appoint-
ment at midnight, and I’d like for you
and Mom to be part of it.” 
“That sounds intriguing,” Mom

said.
When Martin explained the chal-

lenge he had accepted, his parents
were delighted that they could share
a wonderful celebration. “I like the
idea of a midnight appointment with
God,” Mom said.
The next day Mom spent a lot of
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time in the kitchen preparing for the
New Year’s Eve celebration. She kept
everything secret, but Martin knew it
would be a festive occasion. From
the aroma that floated through the
house in late afternoon, Martin real-
ized she was making his favorite—
stuffed cabbage rolls.
When they sat down to dinner, two

more of Martin’s favorites were on
the menu—tropical frozen salad and
blueberry muffins.
After dinner, Dad set up home

movies in the family room. As Martin
watched himself growing up, he ap-
preciated his Christian upbringing.
Many of the significant moments in
his life centered around the church.
There was a picture of five-year-old
Martin speaking a recitation in
church and a picture of his baptism
at age seven.
Dad sometimes stopped the film

to talk about the event.
The testimony Martin gave at

church after dedicating his life to
serve God brought tears to his eyes.
He certainly did not want to lose the
zeal he had felt at that time.
It was near midnight when Martin

said, “Dad and Mom, I’d like each of
us to pray silently for a while. Then at
midnight, I want us to pray together.”
During his silent prayer, Martin

thought of all the excuses he had
used to put off studying. He coun-
tered each excuse with an antidote.
His body was tired. A strong motiva-
tion to serve God could counter a
weary body. The subject was boring.
Nothing that would help him reach
his goal could be considered boring.
Friends wanted him to hang out. That
would have to take second place to
his studies.
When the three linked arms to pray

together, Martin felt a profound awe.

God seemed very near as Dad began
to pray. Dad asked God to help Mar-
tin develop disciplined study habits.
“Keep him focused when distrac-
tions try to pull him away from his
goal. Infuse him with Your strength
when he is weak.”
Mom’s prayer focused on Martin’s

personal happiness. “Since I can’t be
there, take my place in comforting
my son when he gets discouraged.”
Under heavy emotion, Martin

broke down several times as he
poured out his heart to God. His
words sometimes faltered, but never
had he experienced such power in
prayer.
When the time came to return to

college, Martin felt like a new man.
He found another Scripture to claim
as his own. “I can do all things
through Christ which strengtheneth
me” (Phil. 4:13).
Back on the academic journey at

college, Martin began to work hard
to carry out his commitment. No
longer did he quit when he had a
vague idea of the content of the text.
He continued to study until he thor-
oughly understood the subject. His
social life suffered, but he had a
higher purpose. His reward came
when he received 100 percent on a
physics test. He took his paper to
show his adviser.
“Wow! It’s almost like a miracle.

You really did buckle down to study.
How did you get on track so fast?”
Martin had not yet shared his faith

with his adviser. Now he had a good
opportunity. After explaining what
had happened while he was home,
he said, “So it was really a midnight
appointment with God that set me
straight.”
With a shrug of his shoulders, the

adviser said, “Whatever works.” �



WITH both children down for
naps, Allison sat at her desk to

address invitations for Hanna’s birth-
day celebration. For her first birthday,
only family and close friends would
be invited. Since she and Nathan
both came from large famil ies,
though, that would be a big group. 
When Allison finished addressing

the last envelope, another name
came to her mind. Aunt Corrie had
recently retired from her teaching job
in Chicago and moved back to her
hometown. Allison did not know her
address, but Mom would know.
“Corrie stopped to see us a few

days ago,” Mom said. “She looks the
same as ever.” Mom went to look for
her address. “Actually, she doesn’t
live that far from you.”

Allison had not seen her great-aunt
for many years, but she remembered
her as the aunt who had taken her
and her brother to Sunday school
and church before she had moved
away.
“I hope you will talk your parents

into taking you to Sunday school and
church,” Aunt Corrie had said the last
time they were together.
That did not happen. Allison had

mentioned it once to their parents,
but they had indicated they had no
interest. Soon, Allison had forgotten
all about her early training.
It would be interesting to see

whether Aunt Corrie suggested tak-
ing Hanna and Mark to Sunday
school and church. Allison was not
sure how she felt about that. Maybe
she should be the one to take them.
She remembered her time in church
as a good experience. The thought of
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sharing that experience with her chil-
dren was quite appealing.
The celebration would be more for

the benefit of her parents than for
Hanna. Nathan and Allison would en-
joy showing off their children. Hanna
would just enjoy the cake.
Allison’s parents had offered to

buy the cake, but Allison wanted to
make it herself. She believed love
was the most important ingredient; it
ranked even higher than the choco-
late frosting that Hanna always
licked off first.
Although Allison requested that no

one bring gifts, many people did. She
felt a twinge of sadness as she real-
ized that her children had so much
when others had nothing.
When all the guests arrived, Allison

allowed Hanna to take center stage.
The four grandparents competed to
see who could get Hanna to prove
her ambulatory skill. “Come to me,
Hanna,” each one coaxed. An out-
going child, Hanna obliged each one.
All the cameras came out when

Hanna sat in her high chair with a
three-layer cake in front of her. In-
stead of grabbing a fistful of icing,
Hanna leaned down to scoop up a
bite of icing with her tongue. In the
process, a dab of chocolate adorned
her nose. The many flashes of light
promised there would be plenty of
pictures for posterity.
Most of the guests were gone when

Allison made a point of catching up
with Aunt Corrie. “I have good mem-
ories of going to church with you.”
“I’m glad. Taking you and your

brother to church was what I missed
most when I moved to Chicago,” an-
swered Aunt Corrie.
“Mom always heard from you at

Christmas. It sounded like you really
enjoyed your work.”

“Yes. I’m sure I’ll miss it, but I will
get connected with children at
church. I was wondering whether I
might take Hanna and Mark to Sun-
day school like I took you and your
brother.”
“I thought about that. It is very kind

of you to offer, but I’m thinking I
would like to take them myself.”
“That will be even better. Maybe

you will come tomorrow,” Aunt Cor-
rie said hopefully.
Looking around at the untidy room,

Allison said, “I probably should
straighten up the house first, but I’ll be
there the following week for sure.”
“I’ll look forward to seeing you.”
When Allison told Nathan she was

going to take the children to church,
he said, “If you’re going to do that, I’ll
spend the day with Ken and Mack.”
“I hoped you might go with us. We

won’t be gone all day.”
“I know, but it’s an opportunity for

me to catch up with the boys,”
Nathan said.
The boys had never married. As

carefree bachelors, they had some
ideas that might be a bad influence
on a married man. Not too long ago,
Allison had invited them to dinner in
hopes of limiting Nathan’s time alone
with them.
Allison understood the pastor’s

message better than she had as a
child. At that time she did not believe
it was necessary for Jesus to die on
the cross. She now recognized the
need for salvation from sin.
Although she wanted very much to

attend church the following Sunday,
Allison decided against it. She feared
repercussions from Nathan.
Early Sunday morning a few weeks

later, Nathan left to fly across coun-
try for a business meeting. Allison
took advantage of the opportunity to
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take the children to church.
When Pastor Boyd extended an in-

vitation to accept Christ as Saviour, a
battle raged in Allison’s mind.
“I want to encourage you to follow

through with your convictions,” Pas-
tor Boyd said as he later shook her
hand. How does he know? she won-
dered. 
Nathan called Allison from the air-

port on Friday. “I’m going to pick up
my car, and I’ll be home soon,” he
said.
Two hours later Allison began to

wonder why Nathan was not yet
home when she received a call.
There had been an accident. Nathan
was in the hospital. She rushed to the
hospital to learn that her husband’s
injuries to his left arm and shoulder
would require surgery.
The surgery went well, but Nathan

would not go home for a few days.
Again, Allison arranged to go to
church on Sunday.
When Pastor Boyd gave the invita-

tion to accept Jesus as Saviour, Alli-
son responded. Later, she talked to
the pastor about what was going on
in her life.
“At some point I’ll want to visit your

husband. In the meantime, our hos-
pitality committee will arrange to help
out with meals and baby-sitting.”
On the day Allison went to pick up

Nathan, someone from church
stayed with the children. A home-
cooked hot meal came out of the
oven when they arrived home. Two
women from church served the food
and cleaned up afterward. 
Nathan commented on the deli-

cious food, but he also seemed anx-
ious about something.
When the two were alone, Nathan

said, “Allison, my homecoming was
great, but we can’t afford to be so ex-

travagant. I’ll be off work for at least
six weeks, and I’m not sure what
compensation I’ll receive.”
“Not to worry. There’s no cost.

That’s what people from the church
do when someone has a problem.”
“Wow! That’s hard to believe. In

this day and age no one does any-
thing for nothing.”
“They said they want to show the

love God extends to them to others.”
“Hmm. That’s a new one. It might

be worth some thought.”
“I’m glad to hear you say that. Pas-

tor Boyd would like to come see you,
but he wants to be sure it’s all right
with you.”
Nathan thought for only seconds

before he said, “Sure. I’d like to hear
what he has to say.”
Allison’s nerves were on edge

when the pastor came to visit. How
will the meeting go? she wondered.
Nathan was completely at ease

talking with the pastor. They seemed
like instant best friends.
To Allison’s surprise, her husband

was the first one to mention God. “I
never thought much about God until
my accident,” he said. “Since then,
my mind has been full of questions.”
“That’s how it works. Bad things

happen. When they do, sometimes
God uses them to get our attention.”
Just before he was ready to leave,

Pastor Boyd prayed for Nathan. His
words came from his heart. Allison
wondered whether the prayer
touched Nathan as much as it did
her.
When the pastor left, Nathan said,

“I want to go to church on Sunday.”
Walking into church with her com-

plete family, Allison bubbled over
with joy. It might not happen today,
but she believed that Nathan would
act on his convictions very soon. �
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WITH his wife gone to the wom-
en’s missionary convention,

Craig wondered how to occupy his
time. Flipping through the television
channels soon told him there was
nothing worth watching. 
Instead of trying to entertain him-

self, Craig put on his jacket and went
to the garage to work on his project.
The director of Christian education
had put in a request to the board for
a table and eight chairs for the tod-
dlers in Sunday school.
“I can make them,” Craig had said.
“Are you sure? That’s a lot of

work,” the others had said.
“I know, but I’m overdue to share

the workload around church.”
Even with a jacket, it was cold in the

garage. Craig tried to keep warm by
vigorously sanding the legs of the
chairs. He hoped to have the set ready
to go to the paint shop in the next

week or so. He had finished with two
more chairs when the telephone rang.
It was good to go back inside to

talk to his son. “We just got home
from church,” Jason said.
Craig glanced at his watch. Seven

o’clock. He always forgot about the
two-hour time difference. “Is some-
thing special going on?” he asked.
“We had a speaker from Atlanta who

does ministry with the homeless. Isn’t
Atlanta where your brother went?”
“Hmm. I haven’t thought about

Casey for years. I was only twelve
years old when he left home. Yes,
Dad and Mom did find him in Atlanta
once, but they were never able to
make contact with him again.”
Those had been rough years for

Craig. His parents had tried to be

A Healing Process
by Esther M. Bailey
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there for him, but often their minds
had been focused on Casey when
Craig had needed them most. As a
result, Craig had built up some re-
sentment toward Casey. 
“Pastor Nelson told some fasci-

nating stories. He actually lives part-
time on the streets with the men. One
time he convinced a man to call
home, and the man learned that his
mother had died heartbroken.”
That was not just a story to Craig.

His mother too had gone to her grave
not knowing the whereabouts of her
firstborn son. Craig decided not to
share that information with Jason.
Jason did not know that his grand-
mother had grieved herself to death.
Craig had tried to keep as much pain
as possible from his son.
Jason told another story that had a

happy ending. After twenty-four years
apart, one man was reunited with his
family. “That made me think,” Jason
said. “If you and I went to Atlanta,
maybe we could find Uncle Casey.
Pastor Nelson could help.”
The suggestion caused Craig’s

mind to reel. He had put the past to
rest and did not want to relive the pain.
Of course he did not want to tell Jason
how he really felt. “I’m afraid the trip
would be pointless. Casey would be
seventy-four years old by now. That
would be a long time to live on the
street. I doubt he’s even living.”
“Well, would you think about it?

During Pastor Nelson’s message, the
idea struck me quite forcefully.”
“All right. I’ll get back to you.”
They went on to talk about other

things, but the unsettled feeling re-
mained with Craig.
When Madelyn came home, Craig

told her about the talk he had with Ja-
son. “It turned out to be traumatic for
me,” Craig said, referring to what hap-

pened to his brother. He went on to tell
her about some of the experiences he
had never shared with anyone.
“You’ve kept a lot of emotion

locked inside,” Madelyn said. “If you
went on the trip with Jason, maybe it
would serve to heal the past.”
“I thought you’d be on my side.

Going back would just make it worse
for me.”
“I am on your side. The decision,

of course, will be up to you. Before
you rule anything out, though, I’d like
to urge you to pray about it.”
Craig could not argue about the

need to pray about everything. He
prayed in a halfhearted manner,
though, because he believed he al-
ready knew the answer.
At work on Monday morning, Craig

received an e-mail from Personnel.
“You have ten days of vacation to use
before April 1. If you do not take
them, you will lose them.”
Craig did not tell Madelyn about

the vacation time. She might say that
was a reason he should go to Atlanta.
He tried to ignore the second thought
that came to his mind. Why should
an unrelated fact require him to pray
more in earnest?
For some reason Craig’s thoughts

began to shift from the time he and
Casey spent together before he went
away to Casey’s downfall. Until he left
for college, Casey was the best big
brother anyone could want. When
Casey was not helping him with
homework, the two boys had great fun
exploring the world together.
Time flew after Craig made the de-

cision to go to Atlanta with Jason.
When they met with Pastor Nelson,
Craig described Casey. “I don’t know
anyone personally on the streets
who is that old,” the pastor said. “Do
you have a recent picture?”
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Craig brought out Casey’s high
school graduation picture. “This is all
I have.”
“Not much to go on.” Looking

closely at the picture, he said, “This
boy looks strikingly like a young man
who has been around for two or three
months. Trevor always comes to
meetings Friday nights. Why don’t
you come and meet Trevor?”
Craig wanted to decline, but Jason

said, “Sure. We’ll be here.” 
Not only did Trevor look like Casey;

his mannerisms were the same too.
What brought such a promising young
man to the streets? Craig wondered. 
It seemed to be a relief for Trevor

to tell his story. His descent into the
drug world began as a way to cope
with the pressures of college. When
his habit led to theft and trouble with
the law, he left home. “I didn’t want
to bring shame on my parents,” he
said.
“How long have you been gone?”

Craig asked.
“A little more than a year.”
“What are your plans?”
“When I get my life cleaned up, I’ll

go back home.”
“What are you doing to clean up

your life?”
“I accepted Jesus as my Saviour

as soon as I understood that He died
for me. I’ve been free from drugs for
nearly three months. Now I have a
job. I don’t want to go home until I
can stand on my own two feet,”
Trevor said and put down his head. 
“That’s where you’re wrong,” Craig

told him.
“How’s that?”
“You need to contact your parents

now. They must be worried sick
about you.”
“I’m sure they wouldn’t even want

to hear from me until I redeem myself

in their eyes,” Trevor said.
Craig wondered whether Casey had

ever felt that way. It was quite possible
because their parents had shown no
tolerance for the way of life chosen by
many of the youths of their day.
After relating what he knew about

his brother’s story, Craig said, “Al-
though our parents were hard on
transgressors, they would have wel-
comed their son with open arms. All
of their pain would have melted away
with one embrace.”
“I never thought of it that way.”

Trevor looked more hopeful.
Handing Trevor his cell phone,

Craig said, “Call your parents right
now.” It took some urging, but Trevor
finally consented. 
“If you get an answer, would you

turn on the speaker phone? I’d like to
share in the celebration.”
Trevor’s voice was trembling as he

said, “Mom?” He turned on the
speaker phone.
“Trevor, where are you? We’ll come

and get you no matter where you are.”
“I—I’m trying to straighten up my

life, and then I’ll come home.”
“No! No! Come home now!”
After learning where Trevor was,

his mother said she and his father
would leave right away and arrive be-
fore noon the next day. Tears filled
Trevor’s eyes.
Craig decided he wanted to be

there to witness the happy reunion.
When his parents drove up to the

appointed place, Trevor rushed to
them. In a three-way embrace, they
laughed and cried together.
After meeting Trevor’s parents,

Craig promised to pray for all of them. 
Back at home, Craig placed Casey’s

picture in a frame on his desk. He nev-
er found him, but his picture would re-
mind Craig to pray for Trevor. �



TERESA pulled the black blouse
from her closet, then quickly put

it back. Instead, she chose the blue
one because people had told her
that it made her eyes sparkle. All the
way to work, she hummed a happy
tune. 
When Teresa took a job right after

college, she had no idea that it could
become so exciting to work for a
company that had developed a new
line of skin-care products. Maybe the
many boring hours she had spent
feeding codes into a computer
would finally pay off.
Today she would work with the

new sales manager, and that was the
part that promised excitement.
When she met Mike Edwards yester-
day, she quickly noticed he wore no
wedding ring. Her reaction must
have shown on her face because her

friend Paula said, “Don’t get carried
away with charm and good looks.
Mike Edwards reminds me of a man
who broke my daughter’s heart. It’s
the thrill of the chase for men like
that. When it comes time for com-
mitment, they are ready to move on
to the next one.”
Teresa had already been through a

similar experience, but that did not
stop her heart from fluttering when
Mike walked into her cubicle. “Wow!
My first day on the job, and I get to
work with the prettiest girl in the of-
fice,” Mike said.
Maybe that was what Mike said to

all the girls, but Teresa enjoyed the
compliment nevertheless.
After high school, Teresa had

chosen to go to a Christian college.
There she had hoped to meet and
fall in love with a Christian man. Ac-
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tually, that did happen. Teresa had
expected a proposal of marriage.
Instead, Tim broke up with her. He
said she would make someone a
wonderful wife, but their relation-
ship did not seem right. After the re-
jection, she was less inclined to
stick with her rule of dating only
Christian men.
This was the beginning of the

third year of doing business for Be-
yond the Blemish Skincare Solu-
tions. So far, the only method of ad-
vertising was through newspapers
and magazines. Each ad was linked
with a code, which Teresa recorded
as orders came in. Business had
built up to the point where it was
now time to expand. That was the
reason a sales manager had been
hired.
Looking over the printout, Mike

said, “You’ve done a good job of set-
ting this up. I like your marginal notes
such as ‘second order.’”
Local advertising was effective.

Not surprisingly, advertisements in
women’s magazines brought in the
most orders. “Not only will this help
us target our market, but also it will
be useful information to present to
doctors and beauty salons we hope
to interest in our products.” 
After two days with Teresa, Mike

had all the information he needed. As
the end of the day neared, Teresa
grew sad. In his new office, Mike
would not often come in contact with
Teresa. She already had her coat on
when Mike said, “Teresa, I have an
idea I’d like to run past you. Would
you mind stopping for a bite to eat
with me before you go home?”
Teresa tried to put a low-key tone

in her voice as she said, “Sure. I’ll be
glad to.”
As soon as they ordered a sand-

wich and coffee, Mike said, “Teresa,
what do you think of the name of the
company?”
The question took her by surprise.

“I guess I just accepted it as it was.
As I think about it, though, it does
seem a bit long.”
“That’s what I thought. How would

you like B & B Skincare Solutions?”
“I like it. It’s more catchy,” Teresa

answered.
“When we capture the attention of

potential customers, we can then go
on to suggest that our product is the
way to move beyond the blemishes.”
“Sounds like a winner.”
“I’ll present the idea as based on

my research with you,” Mike said
with a winsome smile.
The rest of the week Teresa did not

see or hear from Mike. She did, how-
ever, hear about the name change of
the company. 
Just before Teresa was about to

leave on Friday, she received a tele-
phone call. “I know the rule about not
dating coworkers,” Mike said. “The
rule shouldn’t apply to us, though,
because we won’t really be working
together. In other words, would you
go out with me tonight?”
Almost too flustered to speak,

Teresa said, “Uh—uh—I’d be hon-
ored.”
Never had Teresa been out with a

finer gentleman. She was delighted
to learn he did not drink or smoke.
His language did not include profan-
ity or crude remarks. If only he were
a Christian, she thought. Maybe he
was. She had not told him she was a
Christian, either.
When Mike took her home and

walked with her to the door, Teresa
wondered how the evening would
end. Would Mike initiate a kiss? She
was not ready for that. Mike merely
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smiled and said, “I had a wonderful
time. Could we do it again tomorrow
night?”
“I’d like that.”
Saturday night’s date was even

better. When Mike asked her to go for
a drive on Sunday morning, Teresa
realized it was time to clarify her po-
sition. “That sounds lovely, but I al-
ways go to church on Sunday.”
“Oh. That’s nice. I never got into

church myself, but I have total re-
spect for a fine institution.”
When Teresa told Paula about her

weekend, Paula said, “Be careful.
Ask him about his former relation-
ships. I don’t want you to get hurt.”
A few days later, Mike told Teresa

he would be gone for a week. Travel
to bring in new customers was a big
part of his job requirement. “As soon
as I get back, I’ll want to get togeth-
er,” he said.
Alone at night, Teresa sometimes

wondered whether Mike was spend-
ing time with girls in other places. It
was hard to believe that she might be
the only one.
When Mike returned, Teresa told

him about Tim. His expression of
sympathy seemed to come from his
heart. Teresa hoped he would share
his past, but he was silent. “Have you
had someone special in your life?”
she finally asked. 
“My fiancée was killed in an auto-

mobile accident two years ago.”
“Oh! I’m sorry.”
“I haven’t dated anyone since then

until you.” 
When Paula heard about that, she

began to change her mind. “Maybe I
misjudged him. Maybe the two of
you are right for each other,” she
said. 
Six months later, they were still

dating. Teresa was proud that Mike

always showed affection in an ap-
propriate manner.
Sometimes in church or while

reading the Bible, Teresa felt uncom-
fortable. She tried to avoid one par-
ticular verse of Scripture. “Be ye not
unequally yoked together with unbe-
lievers: for what fellowship hath
righteousness with unrighteous-
ness?” (II Cor. 6:14).
Except for the faith factor, Mike

and Teresa had much in common.
From her association with Mike,
Teresa had gained considerable in-
terest in the business. They liked
sports and could talk for hours about
world affairs. In an effort to bridge the
only gap between them, Teresa
asked Mike to go to church with her.
“Sure. I’ll do that,” he said.
As Teresa sat by Mike in church,

her world seemed complete. When
he glanced at his watch for the third
time, though, she realized his heart
was not into church.
For several weeks, Mike accompa-

nied Teresa to church. Each week
she was disappointed he did not re-
spond to the Holy Spirit. It was time
to address the issue.
After church one day, she said,

“Mike, I really like you—”
“I was hoping we could turn that

into love,” he said.
“We could except for one thing. I

really need a companion who shares
my faith. I’m afraid that isn’t you.”
“I’m not into church like you, but I’ll

go with you.”
“No, Mike, I need more than that. I

need someone to pray with and to
read the Bible with.”
They talked for some time, but

Teresa decided against being un-
equally yoked. Giving up on that re-
lationship was hard, but her faith was
much more important. �



AS Spencer drove into the parking
lot, the number of cars already

there surprised him. Apparently
something was going on at church
besides the board meeting—proba-
bly an activity in the fellowship hall.
The event must not have been an-
nounced because Spencer kept him-
self informed about what happened
at church. As a second-term board
member, he needed to know.
When Spencer walked into Pastor

Gibson’s office, no one was there ex-
cept the pastor. All of the other board
members still held jobs; so they did
not usually arrive early. Spencer liked
to have a few minutes alone with the
pastor for a private discussion of up-
coming business.

Today there would be nothing to
discuss. This would be Spencer’s fi-
nal board meeting. The new trustees
would be elected next week at the
church’s annual business meeting. 
“Will you be glad to have a break

from all these meetings?” Pastor
Gibson asked.
“Actually, no. I’m going to miss it.

At seventy-nine, I’m feeling that my
usefulness to God has ended. That
makes me very sad.”
“Well, you know what they say. God

doesn’t have a retirement plan. I’m
sure you’ll find a way to keep busy.”
As a pastor himself until ten years

ago, Spencer had often quoted the
saying to encourage older people to
keep active in the church.
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For the past ten years, Spencer had
been able to follow the advice. He and
his wife, Louise, moved from the city
back to the small college town where
they grew up. They started attending
the same church where he attended
as a child. At that time, the church had
a large group of college students.
When the former teacher stepped
down, Spencer volunteered to teach.
That job ended when the college
closed four years later. After that he
was elected to the board.
Today’s board meeting would mere-

ly be a rehearsal for the upcoming
business meeting. All current busi-
ness, including the budget for the up-
coming year, was conducted during
the last meeting. Committee chairmen
would then prepare reports, which
they would read today in preparation
for the church business meeting.
After reading the report on the fi-

nance committee, Spencer said, “I feel
good about the church’s financial situ-
ation. In planning the budget, we went
out on faith a bit, but I believe people
will meet the challenge. Several people
have already promised to support the
new sports arena because they see the
need to provide wholesome activities
for the at-risk youth of our community.”
When all of the reports were read,

Pastor Gibson said, “Well, we fin-
ished early, and we’re all invited to an
event at the fellowship hall.”

Why had nothing been announced
previously about the event? Spencer
wondered. The pastor and all of the
other board members rushed in ahead
of Spencer. What was going on?
As soon as he walked into the room,

he knew the answer. A banner in front
of the room read, “God bless Spencer
Adams.” Louise stood inside the door
and escorted her husband to a seat of
honor at the festively decorated table.

The board members had already
found their places along with all
church staff members and many close
friends. As Spencer approached,
everyone applauded.
Pastor Gibson stood. “We’re here

to honor Rev. Spencer Adams for ten
years of service to this church.” An-
other round of applause broke out.
“We’re going to start with a word of
prayer for Rev. Adams. At the same
time we’ll thank God for the red vel-
vet cake and ice cream to follow.” 
As soon as the prayer ended, the

teens began to serve coffee or tea.
Junior-age children served the ice
cream and cake.
“While you eat, think about what

you would like to say to Spencer,”
the pastor said.
A board member who had served

all six years with Spencer talked
about how the retired pastor always
knew how to encourage anyone who
needed to be uplifted in spirit.
One of the college students

Spencer had taught said, “If it hadn’t
been for Rev. Adams, I probably
wouldn’t be a Christian, and I might
not even be teaching school. When
the going at college got tough, he
taught me to claim Philippians 4:13:
‘I can do all things through Christ
which strengtheneth me.’”
When Brett Thompson stood,

Spencer groaned inside. He knew
Brett would tell about the time
Spencer thought he had a fish on his
line. “He was so excited. ‘It has to be
a big one,’ he said. He tugged and
tugged until he pulled in a net that
someone lost in the river.”
Louise spoke next. “You should

have heard him whining tonight when
I said there was no dessert.” Spencer
had commented on the omission,
but Louise overdid the reenactment.
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The celebration lifted Spencer’s
spirits, but the letdown feeling re-
turned a few weeks later. A few days
of being miserable was all he could
take. He decided to take the advice
he had given many others. When en-
couraging people to pray, he had of-
ten said, “Don’t just say words. Real-
ly pray! Keep praying until the answer
comes.”
An answer for Spencer still had not

come two months later. He decided to
change his focus. Instead of praying
that he would find his purpose in life, he
prayed for the different ministries in the
church. He prayed for the pastor, the
music leader, and the Christian educa-
tion team. His prayers for the director
of the sports arena extended to the
troubled teens. “Lord, help these bro-
ken young people find wholeness in
body, mind, and soul.” It was a prayer
that he repeated over and over again.
One Friday evening Spencer re-

ceived a telephone call from Dave
Patterson, the director of the sports
arena. “Could I stop and see you? I
have an idea I’d like to run by you.”
“Sure. Why don’t we meet tomor-

row for lunch at Pete’s Café? I’ll buy.”
Spencer arrived at the restaurant

first. Sitting at a corner table, he won-
dered what Dave had in mind. Did
this have anything to do with his
prayer for the young people? Maybe
God would allow Spencer to have a
part in answering the prayer.
The waitress came to take the or-

der as soon as Dave arrived. Spencer
already knew what he wanted. “I’ll
take the chicken pot pie, fruit salad,
and cinnamon tea.”
“Make it two,” Dave said.
“How’s everything going at the

sports arena?” Spencer asked.
“That’s what I wanted to talk to you

about. We don’t want to give up, but

we have run into some unexpected
problems.”
“Such as?”
“Well, we had hoped to provide an

outlet for excess energy. Instead, it’s
turning out to be another forum for
fighting,” Dave answered.
“Do you have a plan?”
“We’re going to close down for two

weeks. During that time, we will offer
classes. Only those who take the
classes and sign an agreement will be
eligible to participate in the activities.
We’d like you to teach the classes.”
“What are the guidelines?”

Spencer asked.
“We’ll leave that up to your discre-

tion.” 
“All right. I’ll do my best.”
A few days later Spencer stood

before nineteen surly-looking teen -
agers. “How many want to get back
in the game?” he asked. Every hand
went up. “I’m here to help with that.”
When asked what caused them to

lose control, one boy said, “If anyone
gets in my face, I want to punch right
back.” The others agreed.
Spencer talked about self-control

and sportsmanship. “When you can
take an insult without going into a rage,
you will be a much happier person.”
“I could never do that,” the boy re-

marked.
“Many people can’t without Some-

one to help them,” Spencer said.
“If this is about God, I don’t want

to hear about it.”
“All right. If anyone wants to hear

how God can help, stay with me. The
rest of you may leave, but come back
tomorrow.”
Only one boy stayed to hear about

and respond to the saving grace of Je-
sus Christ. Spencer knew his job would
last at least until God brought eighteen
more teenagers to Christ. �



WHEN the commotion in the
bleachers escalated to frenzy,

Madyson’s head began to whirl. What
just happened? she wondered in a
daze. It was hard to believe that all of
the cheering was directed at her. The
arm waving, clapping, stomping of
feet, and screaming was meant for
her. The girl in the shadows had
emerged to center stage.
Madyson was not a basketball star

by any standard. Going out for the
basketball team had nothing to do
with athletic ability in her case. She
had simply hoped to find a place
where she would fit in with her peers. 
Madyson played on the college

varsity team today because two of
the starting players were out sick.
She had no idea how she managed
to make the play that won the game.

Somehow the ball ended up in her
hands and, instead of fumbling with
it as usual, she shot it directly into the
basket. Her adrenaline was still
pumping.
Regardless of how it happened,

though, basking in the limelight felt
good. People who had never even
spoken to her before gathered around
and showered her with attention. Will
the popularity last? she wondered. 
Somewhat shy growing up,

Madyson had never developed an
outgoing personality. Because of her
Christian convictions, she did not par-
ticipate in many of the activities pop-
ular with her peers. Nevertheless, she
always had enough friends to feel
comfortable through high school.
All that changed when Madyson

entered the university a year and a
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half ago. From the very first day, she
had felt like a misfit.
The move into the dormitory had

turned out to be a traumatic experi-
ence. While unpacking her things,
Madyson had placed her Bible on the
top of her desk.
“What’s that?” her roommate had

snarled.
Madyson had placed her hand

protectively over the Bible. “It con-
tains letters from my Friend, Jesus,”
she had said.
“Is that so?” her roommate had

said with a derisive laugh. “I think
you’ll soon learn that your friend is
out of place around here.”
Since then, Madyson had

changed roommates, and she kept
her Bible in a drawer of her desk. She
told herself that she wanted to pro-
tect God’s Word from disrespectful
remarks. 
As scenes from the past flashed

through her mind, Madyson enjoyed
the present adulation even more.
Haley Wilson walked toward

Madyson with a smile on her face.
Haley was probably the most well-
l iked sophomore on campus.
Madyson greatly admired Haley, but
the two girls were not in the same so-
cial circle. “You need to celebrate
with us since you’re the reason for
celebration,” Haley said.
“Thanks. I’d like that,” Madyson an-

swered before she even thought
about how they might celebrate.
Some of the proposed activities could
be out of bounds for her. Still, she did
not want to miss out on her one op-
portunity to shine. She decided she
would just try to be flexible and deal
with a difficult situation if it came up.
Someone suggested going to the

Hideaway. Celebrating at a public
place should eliminate the problem

of alcohol. There had been a recent
crackdown on proprietors who sold
alcohol to underage patrons. Almost
everyone, including Madyson,
agreed that the Hideaway would be
a good choice.
“Wait! I have a better idea,” Stacy

said. “My uncle and aunt live here, but
they’re in Florida now. I have a key!”
As most everyone cheered,

Madyson groaned inside. What Sta-
cy described as a private setting with
music and fantastic videos sounded
like trouble to her. At least she had
her own car and could escape if nec-
essary.
“We’re here to celebrate Madyson

Mayer,” Haley said when everyone
arrived at the house. “Let’s do it up
right with a toast.” Already two peo-
ple were pouring the champagne.
When Stacy offered Madyson the

first glass of champagne, all eyes
were turned on them. Somewhat
flustered, Madyson said, “Do you
have a soft drink?”
“I don’t think so. Besides, you’re

the one being honored. You need
your own glass of champagne.”
“I’ll just use a glass of water.” 
Between the snickers and whis-

pers, Madyson heard the words
“Where did she learn her manners?”
Madyson’s awkward moment end-

ed when Haley proposed a toast. “To
Madyson Mayer, who brought us vic-
tory tonight. May she enjoy many
more victorious moments through-
out her life.”
Most everyone applauded, and then

there were two more toasts. Madyson
began to feel more comfortable.
Several people went into another

room to watch a video. Madyson did
not want to join them.
With music playing, a few people

began to dance. Madyson stood on
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the sidelines. She began to feel uneasy
when she noticed a young man named
Rudy, who had apparently gone back
for refills on the champagne. After leer-
ing at Madyson for a while, he walked
over and asked her to dance.
“I’m sorry, but I don’t even know

how to dance,” she said.
“It’s easy. I’ll teach you.” His words

were slurred.
“No. Thank you.”
Rudy grabbed her and tried to pull

her out on the floor. Madyson resis-
ted, but Rudy was stronger than she.
“Lord, please send help,” she des-
perately prayed.
Haley walked up to Rudy and

tapped him on the shoulder. “Back
off, Rudy.” Her voice was stern.
“Says who?”
The linebacker of the football team

stepped forward to stand beside Ha-
ley. “We do,” he said.
Rudy backed away.
“Thank you,” Madyson said to her

rescuers. “I think I’d better go home
now.”
“I understand, and I’ll see you on

Monday,” Haley said.
When Madyson met up with her

new friend on Monday, Haley said,
“I’m so sorry about the other night. I
didn’t mean to put you in an uncom-
fortable position.”
“It was uncomfortable, but you

saved the day. Thank you.”
“It was the least I could do. I’d like

to get to know you. Could we meet
for lunch sometime?”
“I’d like that.” They arranged to eat

together that very day.
When Haley learned that Mady -

son’s life revolved around the church,
she wanted to hear more. “My life is
good, but I feel something is miss-
ing,” Haley said.
“I know the feeling. I was in the

sixth grade when I felt God’s tug on
my heart.”
“How fascinating!”
Before the conversation ended,

Madyson had extended an invitation
to church, and Haley had accepted.
When Madyson got back to her

room that night, she pulled out the
Bible and placed it on top of her desk.
Both girls were at church the fol-

lowing Sunday. Pastor Jackson was
finishing up a series that chronicled
the story of God’s relationship with
humankind. Before starting the mes-
sage about the Holy Spirit’s role, the
pastor reviewed the former sermons.
The story began with Creation. He

explained that God had placed Adam
and Eve in the Garden of Eden be-
cause He had wanted to enjoy fel-
lowship with them.
By their disobedience, Adam and

Eve had broken the fellowship with
God. Their sinful nature had been
passed down from generation to
generation until now. The only way to
restore the divine-human relation-
ship was for Jesus to come to earth
and die on the cross to pay the price
for sin. God’s gift of salvation comes
through grace. “By grace are ye
saved through faith” (Eph. 2:8).
“Today I want to talk to you about the

Holy Spirit,” the pastor said. “The Holy
Spirit is a voice that tells us we need
God in our lives. The Holy Spirit gives
us power to live out biblical teachings.”
When the pastor invited people to

trust Jesus as their Saviour, Mady -
son was not surprised that Haley
stepped forward. 
Later, when the two girls were re-

joicing, Madyson said, “Remember
when you wished me many victori-
ous moments?” When Haley nodded
her head, Madyson said, “This is a
real victorious moment for you!” �



ON the way to the meeting called
by the boss, a coworker asked

Austin whether he had any idea what
the meeting would be about.
“I don’t know, but I’m afraid it will

be bad news. The orders just aren’t
coming through.”
The expression on Mr. Graven’s

face confirmed Austin’s concern.
Would Sandel Tools even survive the
slowdown in sales since their best
customer went out of business?
With the eyes of thirty people fo-

cused on him, the boss cleared his
throat. “What I have to say is not go-
ing to be easy,” he said. “I’m sure
you’ve noticed that we aren’t as busy
as we used to be. The demise of Har-
vest Industries hit us hard, and we
have a new competitor in town. It

may feel nice to work at a slower
pace, but it isn’t good for the bottom
line. I’ve tried to crunch the numbers,
but we have to make some cuts if we
want to stay in business.”
Austin glanced around to see how

other people were reacting. With
eight years on the job, he believed
his job was secure. His concern was
for those who were hired while busi-
ness was booming.
A look of sheer panic came over

the face of the last man to be hired.
In an instant, Austin’s heart went out
to Norman, and he breathed a prayer
for him. Norman would probably be
the first one to be let go, and his wife
was due to give birth in two weeks.
Mr. Graven’s next words brought

Austin’s mind back to the business at
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hand. “We don’t want to lay anyone
off,” he said. “Instead, we’re all go-
ing to take a 10 percent cut in pay.
I’m really sorry it has to come to this,
but there’s no other way.”
Murmurs went through the crowd.

Everyone would be affected in the
same way. It would take some figur-
ing for Austin and Charlene to make
it work in their situation.
Mr. Graven held up his hand to qui-

et the crowd. “To help compensate
for the pay cut, we will close at noon
on Fridays. That will give you an ear-
ly start on the weekend.”
While anticipation of time off was

welcome news, it did not ease the
pain of lost wages. Murmurs and fa-
cial expressions indicated an unhap-
py crowd.
“There’s one more thing,” Mr.

Graven said. “I want you to know that
I don’t ask my employees to do any-
thing I’m not willing to do myself. I’ll
take a pay cut along with you, except
mine will be a 20 percent cut. That’s
all I have to say, and you’re free to
leave early today.”
When Austin got home, five-year-

old Kevin rushed to greet him. As
Austin scooped the child up into his
arms, Kevin called to his mother,
“Dad’s home!”
“You’re home early,” Charlene said

as she reached for her hug. “What
happened?”
“I’m afraid it isn’t good.” Austin

wanted to soften the blow, but there
was no way to varnish the truth.
“That is bad news. We don’t have

much wiggle room in our budget.”
“I know. We’ll have to give it some

thought and lots of prayer.”
“We’ll talk about it after Kevin goes

to bed. I made a big pot of vegetable
soup to keep us warm on a cold
night.”

Austin and Charlene tried to keep
a pleasant conversation going
through dinner, but neither one had
much to say. They focused most of
their attention on Kevin, who seemed
to sense that they were bothered.
Before they went to prayer later in

the evening, Austin read aloud a
Scripture that had often brought
them comfort. “‘My God shall supply
all your need according to his riches
in glory by Christ Jesus’” (Phil. 4:19).
“It’s easier to have faith when

you’re not faced with an immediate
need,” Charlene said.
“Yes. This will be a test of our

faith.”
On Saturday afternoon, Austin and

Charlene sat down to talk about the
budget. Pulling out the bills to be
paid, Austin said, “I guess I might as
well go ahead and pay the essential
bills.”
After writing out checks for the

mortgage, electricity, and water bills,
Austin decided to write out a check
for their tithe. With the check on the
table in front of them, both of them
were silent for a few moments. Final-
ly, Austin cleared his throat and said,
“This check is for the exact amount
we’ll be losing.”
“I know. That thought struck me

too, but—”
“It’s a revolutionary thought that

goes against everything we believe.
Yet the money isn’t there. What can
we do?” 
“Are you saying we should quit

giving to church?” Charlene asked.
“No, I wouldn’t say that, but it is

tempting to solve the problem with
such an easy fix.” Confusing
thoughts whirled inside Austin’s
mind. “Maybe we can still give some,
but just not as much as we have
been giving.”
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After a moment of silence, Char-
lene asked, “How could we fail to pay
our tithe when we’ve taught Kevin to
give a dime to church for every dollar
he receives?”
“That’s a powerful point.”
A few minutes later, Kevin walked

into the room carrying the bank that
Grandma had given him for his birth-
day. “Kevin, I thought you were tak-
ing a nap,” Charlene said.
“I was, but I woke up and came

downstairs. I heard Dad say we 
didn’t have money to give to church.”
Kevin handed his bank to his par-
ents. “You can use the money in my
bank to give to church.”
As Austin and Charlene looked at

each other, tears filled their eyes.
Neither one could speak, but Char-
lene gathered her son into her arms.
“Don’t cry, Mom. I don’t mind giv-

ing you my bank if it’s for church.”
Charlene still could not speak, but

she tightened her arm around Kevin.
Even though he was choked up,

Austin managed to say, “Kevin, come
here.”
With his son seated on his lap,

Austin said, “Kevin, you did a won-
derful thing. Your willingness to give
up your money shows how much you
love Jesus.”
“I love Jesus, and I love God.”
“Yes, you do, but you don’t need to

give away your money because you
have already given what you should
to the Lord.” 
“I could give more.”
“Why don’t we do what we usual-

ly do when I give you your allow -
ance?”
“OK.”
Austin pulled his billfold from his

pocket and handed Kevin two dol-
lars. “Now what do you do?” he
asked.

“I put two dimes in an envelope to
take to church.” Kevin took the
dimes from the bank and put in the
two dollars. Then he started off to
find his envelope.
“Kevin,” Austin called.
Turning around to face his father,

Kevin said, “Yes.”
“You are giving the Lord much

more than the two dimes.” In re-
sponse to the question in Kevin’s
eyes, Austin explained. “When your
mother and I wondered how we
could keep tithing, your example
showed us how to keep serving
God.” Austin realized that Kevin
would not fully understand the con-
cept, but he needed to express what
was in his heart. 
“Can you believe what just hap-

pened?” Charlene asked when Kevin
was out of sight.
“It was amazing. I’m so glad we

have a child to show us the way.”
“I am too. I was thinking about the

bills we just checked out. I don’t
need to renew the subscription for
that women’s magazine. The time I
spend with it can better be spent
reading the Bible anyway.”
“When my boating magazine

comes due, I won’t need to renew it,
either, since I’ll be putting the boat up
for sale.” The idea of selling the boat
was not painful to Austin at all.
“I haven’t been intentional about

taking advantage of savings at the
grocery store,” Charlene said. “I’m
going to join some of my friends who
make a game out of saving.”
By the end of the day, their finan-

cial picture did not look nearly as
bleak. Trusting God for their own
needs, they even figured out how to
include a gift card for Norman and his
wife in the budget. A child’s example
made the difference. �



THE school would not sponsor a 
celebration for Presidents’ Day

this year. “You’re on your own to find
a way to observe the holiday,” the
principal told the teachers. One thing
for sure, the weather was not con-
ducive for the annual parade. 
Marissa Barton saw her freedom in

the classroom as an opportunity to
deal with certain issues she had
been wanting to address. Many
times during her teaching career, she
had wished she could back up her
own words with the authority of
God’s Word. However, school regu-
lations were strict about the separa-
tion of church and state.
Often while reading the Bible,

Marissa thought of one of her stu-
dents. Tonya came to mind when she
read, “Whoso keepeth his mouth and
his tongue keepeth his soul from
troubles” (Prov. 21:23).

Tonya could get into more trouble
from speaking idle words than any-
one Marissa had ever known. When
another student was offended by
something Tonya said, Tonya would
defend herself. “I didn’t mean it that
way,” she would say.
“Think before you speak,” Marissa

had often told Tonya. It would be
good if she could add the wisdom of
Solomon.
Geoff was another student who

needed the benefit of Scripture. The
boy delighted in making life miser-
able for everyone around him. If he
felt mistreated, though, he com-
plained the loudest. How often
Marissa had wanted to quote the
words of Jesus! “As [you] would that
men should do to you, do [you] also
to them likewise” (Luke 6:31). 

Will there be a way to tie lessons
from Scripture to the celebration of
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Presidents’ Day?Marissa wondered.
She decided to take the matter to her
prayer time.
A few days later, a question

popped into Marissa’s mind. Could
messages from the Bible come
through in quotes from the presi-
dents? With a book of quotations in
hand, she sat down to check them
out. Through her research, she found
fourteen quotations with valuable
lessons. Several of them paralleled
Scripture.
To be ready for however she de-

cided to present them to the class,
Marissa wrote out each quotation on
a separate piece of paper.
As soon as everyone came back

from lunch on Friday, Marissa said,
“You don’t need to get out any books
because we’re going to have a par-
ty.” When the applause died down,
she asked, “Who can tell me why
we’re having a party?”
“Is it someone’s birthday?” one

student asked.
“No. What happens Monday?”
“It’s Presidents’ Day,” another stu-

 dent answered.
“That’s right. It’s a patriotic day

that reminds us of our privilege of
living in a free country. We honor
and celebrate our presidents past
and present. Some of the things
presidents have said still have valu-
able lessons for us today. We’re go-
ing to talk about some of those
things before we enjoy refresh-
ments.”
As Marissa passed out the papers

with quotations, she made sure
Tonya and Geoff received the ones
she had intended for them. She in-
structed each person to quietly read
the paper and think about what it
said for a while. “We’ll then read
them aloud and talk about them.”

Watching the expressions on
some of the children’s faces, Maris-
sa could tell that the words hit home.
Tonya looked as though she had re-
ceived bad news, but Geoff looked
like he wanted to punch someone
out.
To begin the discussion, Marissa

chose a quotation that mixed a bit of
humor with truth that all of the chil-
dren needed to hear. She called on
Sarah to read her quotation. 
Sarah stood before the class and

read, “‘No man has a good enough
memory to be a successful liar’”
(Abraham Lincoln). 
“How many of you agree with

that?” Marissa asked. About half of
the students raised their hands.
“Bobby, why do you agree?” 
“You always get caught in a lie.”
“Sometimes you get caught be-

cause you forget what you said the
first time and then say something dif-
ferent when you repeat the story.
Even if you don’t get caught, though,
you know that you have done some-
thing very wrong.” Marissa wished
she could tell the children how much
God hates lying.
The class continued discussing

several more quotations before the
teacher called on Geoff. Marissa
could hear contempt in his voice as
Geoff read the quotation that added
a twist to Luke 6:31. “‘If you treat
people right, they will treat you
right—ninety percent of the time’”
(Franklin Delano Roosevelt). 
“How many of you agree with

that?”
Nearly all hands quickly went up,

but Geoff’s was not among them.
Two students shared experiences
that demonstrated the truth of the
statement, but Marissa remained
silent. Words from Geoff’s peers
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might be more powerful than words
coming from the teacher.
Tonya was the last one to read her

quotation. “‘I’ve never been hurt by
anything I didn’t say’ ” (Calvin
Coolidge). Some of the students
snickered, but Tonya seemed to take
the words seriously. 
“Have you ever made a comment

you wish you hadn’t said?” the
teacher asked.
“Lots of times,” Tonya said.
Laughter erupted, but Marissa

held up her hand for silence before
she spoke. “It sometimes happens to
all of us, but we can learn to control
our conversation. So let’s do that as
we celebrate.”
Again the children applauded as

Marissa brought out the cake she
had decorated in red, white, and blue
to represent the flag. She selected
two children to pass out the cake and
the cups of juice.
As the students left for the day,

Marissa wished each one a happy
holiday. Tonya lingered behind to be
the last one out. “Miss Barton, I don’t
mean to say things that hurt people.
When thoughts come to my mind, I
say them before I can stop myself.”
“Maybe you should find a way to

keep the thoughts from coming to
your mind.”
“I’d like to, but I don’t know how.”

Tonya hung her head.
“If you really mean that, I think I

know a way to help.”
“Yes, I do mean it.”
“Let me see if I can come up with

a plan, and I’ll talk to you Tuesday.” 
At church on Sunday, Marissa ap-

proached the director of Christian
education with an idea. “I have a stu-
dent who needs the love of Jesus in
her heart. Actually, all of my students
need the love of Jesus, but Tonya has

said she wants to change.”
“That’s wonderful. How can we

help?”
“I’d like to have a party for junior-

age students in the fellowship hall. I
can get people to help me do a pup-
pet show, but I’d also like two or
three children to give a testimony
about how Jesus helped them over-
come a fault.”
“Sure. We can arrange that.”
Marissa wrote out an invitation and

gave it to Tonya on Tuesday. “If you
get written permission from your par-
ents, you can come to a party where
you’ll learn a way to help with your
problem.” Tonya was thrilled.
Two weeks later, the party was on.

The children enjoyed the refresh-
ments and the puppet show. Maris-
sa told the story of Zacchaeus be-
cause Jesus had made such a
profound change in his life. 
An eleven-year-old boy gave his

testimony. “I used to become angry
with my little sister when she messed
up my things. After I asked Jesus to
be my Saviour, I learned how to be
patient with my sister.”
While the children were playing

games, Marissa heard one little girl
invite Tonya to Sunday school and
church. She had very much hoped
that would happen.
Before Tonya left, she said to Maris-

sa, “Thank you for inviting me to the
party. It was wonderful. I’m going to
ask my parents to come to church and
Sunday school tomorrow.”
“That’s great, Tonya—just great.”
When Tonya and her parents

walked into church the following day,
Marissa’s heart overflowed with joy.
The celebration of Presidents’ Day
far surpassed her expectations.
Maybe she would find a way to also
reach Geoff. �



RETIRED for only six weeks, Mel 
had not adjusted to a new rou-

tine. It was great to sleep in some
mornings, but later in the day, he had
too much time on his hands. When
he felt particularly restless one day,
he said to his wife, Bernice, “I just
don’t know what to do with myself.” 
“Maybe you aren’t going to enjoy

retirement as much as you thought,”
Bernice said.
“Well, I’m ready to live life at a

slower pace, but I need to find a
cause to throw myself into.”
“I understand. That’s what hap-

pened to me three years ago.”
“I remember. We prayed about it,

and the perfect opportunity opened
up for you.” Bernice was now writing
Sunday school curriculum for youth.
After teaching high school students
for thirty-five years, she found it easy

to transition into a new phase of life.
“If we keep praying, you’ll find your

purpose too. Have you thought
about volunteering?” Bernice asked.
“Yes, but I haven’t come up with

any ideas that excite me. I don’t think
I would be a good fit around a hospi-
tal.”
“Well, we’ll just keep praying.” 
Bernice went to her office to work

on an assignment. In his office, Mel
checked his e-mail. The only new
message was from the church prayer
chain. Since his retirement, Mel took
the prayer requests more seriously.
While on the job, Mel quickly read the
requests and prayed that God would
meet all the needs. Now he prayed
over each request.
Today’s prayer list included the

five-year-old child who had been un-
dergoing cancer treatment for three
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years. The family did not attend his
church; so Mel did not know Mark
Benson. Nevertheless, the child’s sit-
uation tugged at his heart. Mark was
now going through his third round of
chemotherapy, which was not going
well. The boy’s pain had become so
great that he said, “Oh, Mom, maybe
we should just throw me away.”
Mel’s eyes filled with tears.
Although he did not ordinarily in-

terrupt Bernice when she was work-
ing, he went into her office. “You
have to see this prayer request,” he
said.
Bernice did not even try to hold

back the tears. They cried and
prayed together.
At church on Sunday, Mel talked to

Sandy Smith, the friend of the Ben-
son family. “The last prayer request
for Mark really concerned my wife
and me,” he said.
“I know. I’ve struggled over that

one too. It just breaks your heart.”
“The parents must be nearly out of

their minds. I wonder, is there some
way I could help? Since retiring, I’m
looking for something worthwhile to
do, and I’d really like to help,” Mel
said.
“With everything they’re facing,

I’m sure they could use some help.
I’ll find out and let you know.”
“I’ll do anything I can.”
A few days later Sandy called. “I

talked to the Bensons,” she said. “At
first they said they were doing OK.
When I explained your situation,
though, they admitted they could
use some help.”
“Maybe I could call them to set up

a time when we can meet, and then
we can go from there.”
“That should work,” Sandy said.
On Saturday Mel met the Benson

family. In addition to Mark, the cou-

ple had seven-year-old Suzanne and
nine-year-old Philip. Philip looked as
though he had just had an argument
with Dad. He then confirmed how he
felt. “You promised to take me sled-
ding, Dad,” he said.
“I’m sorry, but that was before last

night’s storm did so much damage to
the house. Now please go find some-
thing else to do while I talk to Mr.
Carter.”
As Philip walked away, Paul Ben-

son said, “It has been especially hard
for Philip. He needs a father, but I’m
being pulled in all different direc-
tions.”
“It must be very difficult for all of

you. Mark requires much of your at-
tention, but you want to be there for
all of your children.” To keep his
emotions under control, Mel needed
to change the subject. “Why don’t
you show me the storm damage?”
The scene looked familiar. “The

previous storm did similar damage to
my house,” he said.
“I need to make the repairs before

the next storm comes and com-
pounds the damage,” Paul said.
“I have a suggestion. Why don’t I

do this job while you take Philip sled-
ding?”
“You would be willing to take on a

job like this?” Paul asked.
“Yes. Like I told Sandy, I’m willing

to do what I can. Besides, I need to
learn how to find fulfillment in retire-
ment.”
Paul showed Mel the extra supply

of shingles and pointed out the vari-
ous tools on his workbench. “You’ll
probably need something from the
hardware store. Just make a list for
me to pick up later.”
As Philip and his father started to

leave, the boy’s face was complete-
ly transformed. Philip grabbed Mel’s
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hand and said, “Thank you.”
From his own experience, Mel

knew how to best tackle the job. He
did need items from the hardware
store. Instead of making a l ist,
though, he went to the store and pur-
chased them himself.
When Paul and Philip returned

from their outing, Mel had enough
of the job done to prevent further
damage from a storm. “I’ll come
back Monday and finish the job,” he
said.
When Paul found out that Mel had

paid for some needed items, he said,
“I’m absolutely overwhelmed. Some-
thing like this just doesn’t happen.”
“God gave me the desire to help

because He wants you to know how
much He loves you and cares about
what you are going through.”
“Thank you. Thank you. Thank

you. We try to trust God, but some-
times we feel all alone. You have
rekindled our faith.”
“Could I pray with your family be-

fore I leave?” Mel asked him.
“We’d like that.” Paul called his

family together. They stood in a circle
and held hands while Mel prayed.
While receiving a hug from each fam-
ily member, Mel’s heart bubbled over
with joy.
When he got home, Mel was

beaming. “You look like you found
your purpose,” Bernice said.
“Yes. My job is to put legs to my

prayers.”
After Mel finished the job on Mon-

day, Paul admitted that he had put off
several maintenance jobs that were
now overdue. Mel had work for sev-
eral days.
In the meantime, more prayer re-

quests came through every day. Mel
and Bernice began the practice of
praying together about each one.

Mel often felt God was leading him
to offer tangible help. He drove eld-
erly people to medical appoint-
ments and shoveled snow from their
sidewalks. When a heating stove
malfunctioned, he cleaned soot
from the walls. A few dollars made a
big difference to a woman on a fixed
income.
One Saturday Mel received a call

from Sandy Smith. “I just wanted to
make sure you’ll be at church tomor-
row,” she said.
“I’ll be there. Why?”
“I can’t tell. It’s a surprise, but you

need to be there.” 
When Mel walked into church on

Sunday, nothing was new about the
building. The bulletin did not indicate
a special speaker or a special music
group. What is Sandy talking about?
he wondered. 
Nothing was unusual about the

worship service. The pastor stood
to give his sermon as usual. “You
will notice my subject today is about
the power of prayer,” he said. “To-
day we have the privilege of hearing
about a real-life experience. Most of
you know we have been praying for
Mark Benson. Mark and his father
are here today to explain what has
happened.”
Paul and Mark came out from a

side room. Paul could hardly speak.
“I want to thank all of you who
prayed. It’s a miracle. After the third
round of chemotherapy, Mark is can-
cer-free. Mark, tell everyone what
happened.”
“Jesus helped me get better.” A

holy hush came over the congrega-
tion.
While Mel was working, he had one

of the highest paid positions in his
firm. Still, his salary was but a pittance
compared to God’s pay day. �


