Ornce, when a great fire broke out at midnight, and F’COPIC tl‘uoug!‘lt
that all the inmates had been taken out, way up there in the fifth
story was seen a little child crying for l‘uelp. UP went a ladder, and
soon a fireman was scen ascencling to the sPot. As he neared the
second storg the flames burst in Furg from the winclows, and the
multitude almost dcspaircd of the rescue of the child. The brave
man Fa[tcrccl, and a comrade at the bottom cried out, ”C!‘:ccr,” and
cheer upon cheer arose from the crowd. UP the ladder he went
and saved the child because t!‘:cy cheered him. ]{:301,1 cannot go
into the heat of the battle 3OUFSCIF, hcﬂou cannot go into the
harvest field and work clay after c]aﬂ, you can cheerthose that are
worl(ing for the Master. ~Moo<:13

I rror hidden has tremendous power.
I rror brought to the ligl"lt and

confessed loses all of its power.

The abuse of a harmless t}wing is the
essence of sinWhg should | start at the
Plough of my Lorc{, that maketh decp furrows on my soul? ] know

He is noidle husbanc{man; He Purposetl’x a crop.
~Samue| Ruthcrf:orcl

2

Do not strugg[c to get out of rough hands. Gocl uses rough hands
to make us beautiful and Pcr‘Fcct OFJCSUS we read: “T!‘ac soldiers
P[aitcd a crown of thorns and put it on his head .. " John 19:2
]gave my back to the smiters and . .. ] hid not my face from shame
and sPittingA" |saiah 50:6 e had power to }‘rclp Himself, but He
~(orrie ten Poom

never used it.

Lorcl, when | am weary with toiling
and burdensome seem T}‘rg commands,

|f my load should lead to complaining,
Lorcl, show me thg hancls,

Tl’rg nai]'Pierccc{ [Hands, Thy cross-torn [Jands,
MH Savior, show me Thy Hands.

Christ, if ever my {:ootstcps should falter,
Anc’ ] be Preparec{ for retreat,
|f desert or thorn cause ]amenting,
Lorcl, show me Tl’)g f:eet,
Tl’rg Eleecling Feet, Tl—ly nail-scarred [Teet,
MH Jcsus, show me Thﬂ ]:ect‘
~ Brenton Thoburn Bac{[cy

12

How C]osc’?

A nobleman wished to engage a man to drive his coach
and horses. \When the aPPIicants arrived, he asked each one
the same question, "How near can you drive to the edge of a
cliff without going over?”

Tl’\e first aPPIicant‘s answer was a few feet. | he next
aPPhcant‘s answer was a few inches. PDut then came a man who
replied, ”Mg lord, | keep as far away from the edge of a cliff as

] can. he was aPPointcd.

T he will of (God will never call you
where the grace of God cannot

i(CCP HOU.

Lcssons From Tearc{rops

T wo little teardrops were ﬂoating down the river of life. One
said to the otl’ler, ”Who are 3ou?" ]t reP|ie<J, “] ama tearclrop
froma girl who loved a man and lost him. \Who are you?" The

first resPondec{, “Well, | am a teardrop from the girl who got

him!
39

T]‘:e Skin Horsc had lived longer in the nursery than any of the
others. He was so old that his brown coat was bald in Patches and
showed the seams underneath, and most of the hairs in his tail had been
Pu”ccl out to string bead necklaces. he was wise, for he had seen a long
succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and bg~ancl~
133 break their mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that tl'lcg were
on]g toys. and would never turn into angthing else. ]:or nursery magic is
very strange and wonderFuL and on19 those P]aythings that are old and
wise and exPcrienced like the Skin [Horse understand all about it.

"What is REAL 7 asked the Rabbit one clag, when tlﬁeg were lging
side by side near the nursery fender, before Nanna came to tic{3 the
room. "does it mean having tl'lings that buzz inside you and a stick-out
handle? “Real isn't how you are mac{c,“ said the Skin Horsc, "lt‘s a
thir\g that haPPens toyou. When a child loves you fora long, ]ong time,
r\otjust to Pl35 with, but REALLY loves you, then you become real.”

"Does it hurt?" asked the Rabbit. "Sometimes," said the Skin
f*lorsc, for he was always truthful. ”W}-xcn youare Kca] you don't mind
being hurt." *Daoes it haPPen all at once, like being wound up,” he asked,
vor bit by bit?"

"]’c doesn't haPPen all at once,"” said the S‘dn Horsc “You become.
[t takes a ]ong time. That‘s wh9 it doesn't often haPPen to Peop]e who
break casily, or have sl’\arP edges, or who have to be care]cu]lg iccPt.
Gencra“y, bH the time you are Real, most oFgour hairhas been loved
off, and your eyes clrop out and you get loose in thcjoints and very
sl‘sabbg, But these things don't matter a”, because once you are real
you can't be ugly, excePt to PeoP|c who don'tunderstand.

~From T he Velveteen Rabbit
bg Margcrg Williams
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them: the knock, the latch lifted, the radiant face, the offered cup.
[He would have kissed the hands where the nails had been, washed
the feet where the spikcs had cnterecl; then the Lorc’ would have
sat and talked to him. |n his anguisl—:] the cobbler cried out, ”Whg is
it, |_ord, that Yourfeet clc]ag? Have You Forgottcn that this was
the dag’?”

T hen soft in the silence avoice he heard:
”LiFt up your hcart, For] have kept Mg word.
T hree times | came to 3ourucrier\c”3 door;
Three times M3 shadow was on 3our)qoon

| was the man with the bruised feet;

] was the woman you gave to eat.

] was the child on the homeless street.”

~ Leo Tolstog

Gireat peace have thcy which love thg law:
and notlﬁing shall offend them.
~Psalm 119:165

The love of (God, how rich and pure. Jt is like the vast and endless
and tircless sea which washes the shores of the carth every &354
Countless millions of People crowd to the beaches, children dig in
the sand and run back and forth and scour the

beach. But cach night the waves of the
sea wash in and every morning the
beaches are s!ﬁing and smooth and fresh
— even as the love of Gocl, who

never tires of washing and making us

whiter than snow.

Onlg Gocl holds the Future, and when
you have found [Him, you might not
know what 3ourlcuture holds, but you will
have the blessed security of imowing Who

holds you now and forever."

~R.G. LeT ourneau

”Docs your need seem big to 3ou’? Then make sure that God
knows how big it looks to your eyes and He will treat it as such. [e
will never belittle it however trivial. [Je willnot Iaugl’a atit, or at us.
He neverforgets how ]argc our Problems look to us.”

14 ~ Corrie ten PBoom

The man who purchased Ali Hafed's farm one day led his camel into the
garden to drink, and as that camel put its nose into the shallow water of
that garden brook, Ali Hafed's successor noticed a curious flash of light
from the white sands of the stream. he pulled out a black stone having
an eye of light reflecting all the hues of the rainbow. He took the pebble
into the house and put it on the mantel which covers the central fires,
and forgot all about it. A few days later, this same old priest came in to
visit Ali Hafed's successor, and the moment he opened that drawing-
room door, he saw that flash of light on the mantel and he rushed up to
it and shouted; "Here is a diamond; Has Ali Hafed returned?" "Oh, no,
Ali Hafed has not returned, and that is not a diamond, That is nothing
but a stone we found right out here in our own garden. "But," said the
priest, "l tell you | know a diamond when | see it..." Then together they
rushed out into that old garden and stirred up the white sands with their
fingers, and lo! there came up other more beautiful and valuable gems
than the first. Thus was discovered the diamond mine of Golianda, the
most magnificent diamond mine in all the history of mankind, excelling
the Kimberly itself. The Kohinoor, and the Orlotf of the crown jewels of
England and Russia, the largest on earth, came from that mine. Had Ali
Hafed remained at home and dug in his own cellar, or underneath his
own garden, instead of wretchedness, starvation, and death by suicide
in a strange land, he would have had "acres of diamonds."

~From the book Acres of Diamonds

lFHOU rcacl’l thC PIaCC W}‘ICFC 5OU can't lcarn \Crom CVCI‘H man

you meet, then you are over the hill.
37

You can't pour out a whole life all at once, but c]rop }33 c]roP, you
can give it to God as He asks for it, whenever rﬂle wants it.

To Jesus there were no such things as interruptions in His (God-
planr\ec{ life. T here was a[wags time for [im to accomp]is]’x all God

intended for [im to do.

A Pair\ting in an ancient temp|e c]epictec{ a king Forging a chain from
his crown, and nearby another scene shows a slave converting his

9 g
chain into a crown. Urxc{emeath the Painting is this inscription; ] ife

is what one makes it; no matter of what it is made®

Evcrg}ob is a se]ﬁportrait of the person who does it. Autograph

your work with excellence.”

Feace comes - not because we know what is goir\g to haPPen but

because we know the One who is'in control of what haPPens.

The ca”ing ofa Christian is not to do extraorc]inary thir\gs, but to

do ordinary things inan cxtraordinarﬂ way.“

~Samucl\)ohnson

The true test of a servant is if ] act like one

when ] am treated like one.
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Who Are You?

Don‘t be fooled by me; don't be fooled by the face ] wear. ] wear a
mask, ] wear a thousand masks. Masks that] am afraidto take og, and none
of them are me.

Fretending is an art that is second nature to me, but don't be fooled.
For my sake, don't be fooled. Igive the imPression that | am sincere, that all
is sunny and unruffled within me as well as without, that confidence is my
name and coolness is my game; that the water is clam and ] amin command,
and that ] need noone. E)ut don't believe me, P!casc Mg surface may seem
smooth, but my surface is my mask, my ever—var@ing and ever—concea]ing
mask.

Beneath lies no smugness, no comP]iance. Bencath dwells the real me
in conFusion, in Fcar, in alonencss, but ] hide that. A nonc}’lalant,
sophisticated facade to hclp me Pretcnc], to hide me from the glance that
knows. 5ut such a g!ance is Prccise[g my salvation, my on[g 5a!va’cion, and ]
know it., that is, if it's followed by acceptance, if it's followed bg love.

Jt's the only tl-n'ng that can liberate me from mgse[{:, from my own self-
built Prison ce“, from the barriers | so painstaking!ﬂ erect. |t's the on]y thing
that will assure me of what ] can't assure mysch that ] am rca”y somc’c!-ning“

“Wl’vo am ],“ you may wonder. I am someone you know very
well. ] am every man you meet. ] am every woman you meet. [ am right in front

of you. Hcase ... love mel
~From (Glad T o Be Me
6

(God Forgivc Me thn ] Whine

Today, upon a bus, | saw a lovely girl with golden hair,

| envied her, she seemed so gay and wished | were as fair;

When suddenly she rose to leave, | saw her hobble down the aisle;
She had one leg, and wore a crutch, and as she passed a smile.

0 God, forgive me when | whine.

| have two legs. The world is mine.

And then | stopped to buy some sweets.

The lad who sold them had such charm,

| talked with him he seemed so glad

If | were late, 'twould do no harm.

And as | left he said to me: "l thank you. You have been so kind.
It's nice to talk with folks like you.

You see," he said, "I'm blind."

0 God forgive me when | whine.

| have two eyes. The world is mine.

Later, walking down the street, | saw a child with eyes of blue,

He stood and watched the others play;

It seemed he knew not what to do.

| stopped a moment, then | said: "Why don't you join the others, dear?"
He looked ahead without a word, and then | knew he could not hear.
0 God forgive me when | whine.

| have two ears. The world is mine.

With legs to take me where I'd go.
With eyes to see the sunset's glow
With ears to hear when | would know.
0 God, forgive me when | whine.

I'm blessed indeed. The world is mine.

16

And shall ] pray Thee change Thg will my Father,
Until it be accorcling unto mine?

Eut no, Lord, no that never shall be, rather

| pray Thee bend my human will with T hine.

] pray T hee hush the hurrying, eager Iongir\g,

J pray Thee soothe the pangs of keen desire.
Seein my qLJiet Placcs wishes t}wronging;
[Forbid them, Lorcl, purge, thougl—: it be with fire.

And work in me to will and do Tl"ly Pleasurc,
| et all within me Pcacexcul, rcconci]ed,
Tarrg content my We”-bc]ovcd‘s Ieisure,

At [ast, at 1ast, even as a weaned child

The nearer the soldier is to the Captain the

more he will be attaci(c& })5 the enemy.
~ Carmichac]

The best way to show that a stick is crooked
is not to argue about it or to spenc{ time
&enouncing it, but to lag a straight stick
alongsidc it.

~D.L. Moody

Hast Thou No Scar’.’

No hidden scar on foot or side or hand?
| hear thee sungas might in the land;
| hear them hail thg brigl’xt ascendant star.

Hast thou no scar?

Hast thouno wound?
Yet, l was wounded bg the archers spent.

| eanedme against the tree to die, and rent

By ravening beasts that compassed me, l swooned.

r]ast thou no wound?

No wound? No scar?
Yes, as the master shall the servant be.
And Piercecl are the feed that follow Me
But thine are whole. (_an he have followed far
Who has no wound? No scar?

7~ Amg Carmic}’}ael

Sometimes (God calms the storm but sometimes [Je

lets the storm calm r]is child.

25



Littlc Annie

A young girl known as "Little Annie" was in a mental institution. She

was kept in a dungeon and was like an animal in many ways. When the
attendants came, she would spring on them; she would claw at them and
try to bite them. Sometimes she would just completely ignore them. she
was considered a hopeless case.

But one nurse, in whose heart there dwelt the love of God, decided
that she was going to try to reach Little Annie. Day after day she would
come and speak to her softly. But Little Annie would just ignore her. One
day the nurse brought some fresh-baked brownies and left them outside
the cage. When the nurse returned the next day, the brownies were gone.
The nurse continued to bring brownies in her visits to Little Annie. Finally,
at long last, Little Annie began to get better. She was allowed out of the
dungeon. and the day came when she was allowed out of the institution --
because that one nurse took the time to show her love.

Many years later, the famous Helen Keller was receiving a citation
from Queen Victoria of England. the Queen said to her, "How do you
account for your remarkable accomplishments in life?" She replied that she
owed all that she was to her dear friend, Anne Sullivan, who with her hands
in hers, opened her eyes and brought her up out of a black pit and
enabled her to see the light.

So that one day she could say to her, "Oh Anne, you've made me to
see the trees...and | see the sky...and | see the clouds. | see... Anne, | see
God!" and Anne Sullivan is that same Little Annie who, touched by love,
then touched others in return.

~ Dr. D. James Kennedy

On the far reef the breakers
Recoil in shattered foam,
Yet still the sea behind them
(/lrgcs its forces home.
]ts chant of triumPh surges
Throug}w all the thunderous din
The wave may break in failure,
But the tide is sure to win.

O mightg sea, tl-zg message
Jn cl—»anging spray is cast:
Within God's Plans of progress,
]t matters not at last
[How wide the shores of evil,
How strong the reefs of sin.
Tl‘rc wave may be &emccated,
But the tide is sure to win.

You can't worry about somcthing hcgou are thankful forit.

Evergthing that comes into my life comes across

[His desk first.

18

Honestg

One Mondag morning a minister boarded a city bus and gave
the driver a one dollar bill. As he was Finding a seat, he counted the
char\gc and noticed that the driver had given him too much money.
he sat down and contemplatcd what would have seemed good
fortune to some PCOP]C»

Fina”g, he went to the bus driver and said, "Sir, you gave me
too much cl—:angc when ] boarded the bus a while ago." Witl‘rout
even looking at him, the driver said, "] know. | was at your church
last m’g]‘lt and heard you Prcac]’r on ”Tl‘vou shalt not steal” /Just
wanted to see /}[ﬂou Pract/cc what you /D/”CECI/I 7

| ord, send me anywhere;
Y

Onlg go with me.

| ay any burden upon me;

g any P

Onlg sustain me.

And sever any tie that binds

Save the tie that binds me

To Thg heart and to Thg service.
~David Livingstone

Don't seek after a mir\istry, anticiPatc the fruit of a C{isciP]ined life.

~John WCSICQ

33

[ ike A River Glorious

Like a riverg[orious is Goc{‘s Pechct peace;
Over all victorious in its }Dright increase;
Fcrpcct, get it floweth fuller every dag,
Fcrpcct, get it growetlﬁ cleeper all the way.

[Hidden in the hollow of His blessed hand,
Nevcr\coe can Fo”ow, never traitor stanc{;
Not asurge of worry, not a shade of care,

Not a blast of hurry touch the sPirit there.

Everyjoy or trial falleth from above,
Traced upon our dial 53 the son of [ ove,

We may trust f‘lim Fu”y, all for us to c{o;
Theg who trust l"lim who”}j find F]im who”g true.
~rances Kid[ey r‘lavergal

Feop]e don't care how much you know until theg know how much

3OU care.

But we have this treasure in earthen vessels,
that the exce”ency of the power may be of God, and not of us.
~ 2 Corinthians 4+:7
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| ittle bg little — less bg taking Pains than bg taking it easy — the
Forgivcn man starts to become a Forgiving man, the healed man to

become a healing man, the loved man to become a [oving man.

~Buec}‘mcr

Heal me, O | ord, and | shall be healed; save me, and | shall be
~Jcremia|’1 17:14

saved: for tl‘IOU art my Praisc.

Onlg when someone discovers that (God rea”g loves him, in all his
unloveliness, does he bcgin to take on the attributes of the One
whojusthciccl him.

Q; If my iold selfis crucified with Christ, wl"lg is it still wigg[ing’?
A Crucifixionis a slow death. ~Tim Hansel

|s life so wretched? |sn't it rather your hands which are to sma”,

your vision is muddled? You are the one who must grow uPl

~Dag Hammarsk)’old

Sin takes you further than you want to go.
chPs you longer than you want to stay,
And costs you more than you want to pay.

10

The Touch of the Master's Hand

'Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer
Thought it scarcely worth his while

To waste much time on the old violin,

But he held it up with a smile.

"What am | bidden, good folk?" he cried,
"Who'll start the bidding for me?

A dollar -- a dollar -- then two, only two --
Two dollars, and who'll make it three?"
"Going for three" -- but no --

From the room far back, a gray-haired man
Came forward and picked up the bow,
Then, wiping the dust from the old violin,
And tightening the loosened strings,

He played a melody pure and sweet

As a caroling angel sings.

The music ceased and the auctioneer,

With a voice that was quiet and low,

Said, "Now what am | bid for the old violin?"
And he held it up with the bow,

"A thousand dollars -- and who'll make it two?
Two thousand -- and who'll make it three?

And many a man with life out of tune,
And battered and scarred with sin,
"Three thousand once -- three thousand twice -- Is auctioned cheap, to a thoughtless crowd,

Much like the old violin.

A "mess of pottage” -- a glass of wine,
A game -- and he travels on:

He is going once -- and going twice --
He's going -- and almost gone!

But the master comes, and the foolish crowd
Never can quite understand

The worth of a soul,

And the change that's wrought.

20 By the touch of the master's hand.
~Myra Brock

And going -- and gone," cried he.

The people cheered, but some of them cried,
"We do not understand.

What changed its worth?"

Quick came the reply

"The touch of the Master's hand."

God could have kcpt Danicl out of the lion's den — Hc could have
kcpt Paul and 5ilas out olc_jai[ — e could have kcpt the three
[Hebrew children out of the Ficrg furnace — But (God has never
Promisc& to kceP us out of hard Places — What Hc has Promised
is to go with us through every hard Place, and to bring us through

victorious]g!

T]’xou worketh PchCCtlﬁ’
And if it scem
Some tl’)ings are not so well

"Tis but because
Thcg are too !oving cleep,

Too lo{:tg wise
For me, poor child,

T o understand their lows.
M3 highcst wisdom,

Half is but a dream;
M3 love runs ]’xclplcss

| ike a Fa”ing stream;

Thg gooc‘ embraces ill,
Andlolits illness dies!
~Georgc MacDonald

| thirst, but not as | once did —
the vain clcligl-nts of earth to share.

Thg wounds, Jmmanuel, O forbid
that | should find my Plcasurc there.

Jt was the sight of thy dear cross

FFirst weaned my soul of ear‘tlﬁly things,
And taug}‘yt me to esteem as dross

T he mirth of fools, the pomp of kings

Onc ship sails east, and one sails west;

Tis the self-same wind that blows.

Jt's the set of the sails,

Not the blow of the gails

Tl‘rat determines whether you go cast or west.

Vice is a monster of so {:rig}‘yhcu[ mien
As to be l‘uatecl, needs but to be seen;
Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face,
We first endure, then Pitﬁ’ then embrace.
~ Alexander FOPC
Patience is not so much about waiting, as it is about

how one behaves while waiting PAV-Y



