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Mark Brunner

THE “WOW” SCRIPTURES 
 JOB, PSALMS AND PROVERBS

Useful recipes for daily living that taste good, never fail to satisfy the appetite for God, and are made to be shared 
with our brothers and sisters in Christ.

Job 

The Right Thing By The Moment! (1:20)

“At this Job got up and tore his robe and shaved his head. Then he fell to the ground in worship . . .” 

It was the bases loaded with only one out. The pitcher, Warren Spahn, was in a real pickle. He had loaded the bases, 
as I recall from having been at that game over fifty years ago, by walking one batter, hitting another and then walking 
another. It was the top of the ninth inning and the Braves were only leading by a run. Spahn would need to strike out 
the side or pitch into a double play. My ten-year-old hand firmly gripped the baseball glove I had brought along just 
in case a foul ball was hit my way. That’s when Spahn did something I’ll never forget. He simply walked off the 



mound toward second base, picked up a blade of grass and flicked it into the air. He stood there for a few moments 
staring out into right field. Returning to the mound he asked the catcher for another sign. He wound up, kicked and 
threw one of his patented fastballs. As quickly as the ball arrived it careened back at Spahn, who caught it, threw to 
first to double up the runner, and the Braves won the game. I’ll never know what was going through his mind before 
that pitch; whatever it was, however odd at the moment, it sure made the difference in the end.

Sometimes it takes doing what seems the wrong thing at the right time that makes the difference.

Here’s a story. The citizens of Feldkirch, Austria, didn’t know what to do. Napoleon’s massive army was preparing to 
attack. A council of citizens was hastily summoned to decide whether they should try to defend themselves or dis-
play the white flag of surrender. The people gathered in the local church. The pastor rose and said, “Friends, let us 
just ring the bells, have our services as usual, and leave the matter in God’s hands. We know only our weakness, and 
not the power of God to defend us.” The council accepted his plan and the church bells rang. The enemy, hearing the 
sudden peal, concluded that the Austrian army had arrived during the night to defend the town. Before the service 
ended, the enemy broke camp and left. (Source Unknown.)

When things go wrong and we load up the bases due to our own incompetence or just plain bad fortune, it’s often 
tempting to seek the obvious way out of the jam we’re in by all sorts of different means. Some use “worry” as their 
best pitch. It worked in the past and often gives an immediate, quick comfort. Then there is the “blame” curve ball or 
the “angry” slider. How sad it is that few of us ever think of worship when things go wrong. You know, now as I look 
back those fifty years to old County Stadium, I know what Spahn had done. Taking in the field and the crowd he was 
worshiping the moment, a baseball moment. It may have been the wrong thing by the book, but it was the right thing 
by the moment.

Meditate: When things go wrong and life turns ugly, try praise and thanksgiving instead of despair and sorrow. Wor-
ship is always the right thing by the moment no matter the situation.

Give and Take! (1:21)

“’Naked I came from my mother’s womb, and naked I will depart. The Lord gave and the Lord has taken away; may the name of the Lord be 
praised.’”

A number of years ago I put an addition on the East side of our house. It was a rather involved job that included at-
taching an existing garage with the house, extending the garage and renovating part of the original garage into part 
of the house. Since I was doing the job alone, the framing-in took months rather than weeks to do. It was a snail’s 
pace as I had to build one wall at a time, one two-by-four at a time. Finally I had progressed far enough to begin lay-
ing in the sub-flooring plywood over the floor stringers. I had just finished putting the last plywood sheet in place 
when the weather turned rainy. Not wanting the new flooring to get wet, I covered the entire building frame over 
with a very large tarp. I tried my best to tie the tarp down and give the water a path to run off. Unfortunately, it was 
one of those “century” storms; the ones that dump over 12” of rain in a several hour period. It wasn’t long before the 
tarp, bulging with water it couldn’t expel, failed and the sub-flooring got drenched; days’ worth of work ruined in a 
matter of a few hours.
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I expected that tarp to hold and, therefore, expected my floor to be spared. It wasn’t long before what I expected and 
what happened were on a collision path. The problem was I had based my expectations on what I thought was fair of 
God to do.

Here’s a story: Years ago there was a major oil, spill off the coast of Alaska. An Exxon tanker, the Exxon Valdez, 
spilled millions of gallons of crude oil into the ocean. Hundreds of thousands of animals were affected by the spill, 
especially the Fur Seals that live in those waters. The average cost of rehabilitating one seal after the oil spill was 
$80,000. After months of cleanup and expensive rehabilitation, the first two of the seals was released back into the 
peaceful waters amid cheers and applause from hundreds of onlookers. The two seals frolicked and played for a 
moment and then headed out to deeper waters. About a minute later they were both eaten by killer whales; a 
$160,000 free meal. (Thomas Lindberg--adapted)

I can only imagine what went through the minds of those onlookers when they saw their expectations disappear in a 
matter of moments. Whereas it took days for my sub-flooring to warp, it took only moments for those $80,000 seals to 
vanish. How was that fair? I guess it all comes down to this: Did those seals have a right to live? And, did I have a 
right to avoid the rain that destroyed my sub-flooring? Since God is the given of life, taking it when He chooses is 
probably very fair. The sub-flooring was only on loan from God anyway. He chose to call the loan and I guess that’s 
His right to do so. “The Lord gave and the Lord has taken away; may the name of the Lord be praised!” (Job 1:21).

Meditate: Take stock of what you own every day. When you’re done make sure that your checklist contains only this: 
“My faith.”

Trouble’s Bounty! (2:10)

“Shall we accept good from God, and not trouble?’”

Complaining. We all do it. In fact, we so often immerse ourselves in it that it easily becomes one of those habits that 
sticks with us through life. The weatherman blows the forecast and we wake up to a foot of snow that wasn’t predict-
ed and we complain aloud about both the work we will have to do and the fact that the forecast was wrong. Our 
spouse does something to hurt our feelings and we withdraw into a quiet, whispered complaint, complete with accu-
sations and self-pity. The line at the checkout is slower than normal and we automatically shift into the most common 
mode of complaint known to man: the grumpy, internal and silent complaint. Whether it’s a loud, bold statement, a 
secretive, whispered pact with ourselves, or the handy, silent, self-approving thought, complaining just seems to be a 
part of daily living when you think about it. However, if we just stopped from time to time to examine what a total 
waste of time complaining is, we’d probably do a lot less of it. Moreover, when we hide misfortune with the cloak of 
complaint, do we actually miss many golden opportunities to worship instead of complaining?

Misfortune, when seen as a gift, can often do more to strengthen than weaken our Christian character.

Here’s a story.  A family signed up for a hike with a ranger. As they strolled down a forest path they came to a part of 
the forest that had been burned by a wild fire. Yet, many of the trees continued to live. When asked about how the 
trees had survived, the ranger told them a remarkable thing. “When a tree’s life is threatened, stressed by the ele-
ments of fire, drought, or other calamity,” The Ranger stated, “It twists beneath its bark to reinforce and make itself 
stronger. On the surface, this new inner strength may not be visible, for the bark often continues to give the same 
vertical appearance. Only when the exterior is stripped away, or when the tree is felled, are its inner struggles re-
vealed.” (Source Unknown.)
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God can use our grief and times of trouble to strengthen us in ways that are not visible to us or the world. What a 
shame it would be to waste those times in complaint or anger. Believing in God and trusting in His goodness is not 
an insurance policy against trouble. Like that burned over but still growing forest, a Christian’s life can be growing, 
even bountiful, despite calamity. Trouble will come; it happens to everyone no matter what they believe, but a Christ-
ian who recognizes that trouble is as much an opportunity as times of bounty, will never be buried by it. God wants 
you and I to receive blessings with grace and troubles with humility. When we do we will grow inwardly in ways 
that only a Christian can and there will be no fire in life that can put out our faith.

Meditate: With the passing of each day reflect on how God has blessed you, give thanks and receive these with grace. 
Yet, never forget to remember the troubles of the day as well. Receive these with humility and pray that God will use 
these to strengthen you for the morrow.

Grief Vessel! (4:6)

“’Should not your prey be your confidence and your blameless ways your hope?’”

A number of years ago a Garden Tractor that I owned started on fire. When I opened the tractor’s hood I noticed the 
distinctive blue flames of an electrical fire. Looking to douse the flames to avoid the fuel from catching on fire, I had 
to think quick, what to use, water or a fire extinguisher? I chose the fire extinguisher. My Dad had taught me long ago 
that water won’t quench an electrical fire. Making the right choice, at the right time, was critically important. 

It’s no different when we’re dealing with the fires of life. For example, when we’re confronted with the consuming 
fires of grief in someone’s life, choosing the right tool to ease that grief is key. We need to take action, but what kind 
of action is called for? Isn’t there always the risk that we could make things worse like throwing water on an electri-
cal fire? 

Here’s a thought from Chuck Swindoll. In a book entitled “Compassion,” author and evangelist Chuck Swindoll 
writes: “Even though the little creatures in Winnie the Pooh are imaginary, we can see ourselves in them. This partic-
ular scenario reveals how downright insensitive we often are. Pooh Bear is walking along the river bank. Eeyore, his 
stuffed donkey friend, suddenly appears floating downstream on his back of all things, obviously troubled abut the 
possibility of drowning, Pooh calmly asks if Eeyore had fallen in. Trying to appear in complete control, the anguished 
donkey answers, ‘Silly of me, wasn’t it.’ Pooh overlooks his friend’s pleading eyes and remarks that Eeyore really 
should have been more careful. In greater need than ever, Eeyore politely thanks him for the advice (even though he 
needs action more than he needs advice). Almost with a yawn, Pooh Bear notices, ‘I think you are sinking.’ With that 
as his only hint of hope, drowning Eeyore asks Pooh if he would mind rescuing him. So, Pooh pulls him from the 
river. Eeyore apologizes for being such a bother, and Pooh, still unconcerned, yet ever so courteous, responds, ‘Don’t 
be silly, you should have said something sooner.’”(Charles R. Swindoll, Compassion)

A good rule when confronting someone else’s sorrow is this: Don’t minimize the problem. If it is obvious that they 
are hurting and in need of sympathy, give them what they are asking for. Don’t give them your advice or, worse yet, 
analyze the path of their sorrows. That’s not what a hurting person needs. They need your love, not your advice. Giv-
ing advice to a hurting person is like stripping them naked of the very thing that they need the most, the warm and 
comforting balm of your sympathy and commiseration. Never minimize the problem. Simply acknowledge it and 
show them that you care. In turn you become a vessel into which their grief may be poured.
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Meditate: Don’t be afraid to step into someone’s grief with your words. Just remember, God sends grief; it’s a portion 
of His grace for each of us. Simply be there and help them to find the grace and move in and through it to the place 
God has meant for them to be.

Crushed! (6:8-13)

“ . .  . that God would be willing to crush me, to let loose his hand and cut me off?’”

Here’s a story: The Greeks, well known for their competitive spirit, invented the art of competitive running. There 
was one race held periodically that was as highly regarded perhaps even more so than all the other competitive races. 
This race was called the torch relay. The race which spawned the modern day Olympic torch race and ceremony, of-
ten took place in the streets and alleys of Athens. Ten or twelve men would assemble before the city fathers, each car-
rying a torch, a simple bound bundle of twigs inset in a hollow containers. The twigs were coated with tar and then, 
one by one, each torch was lit from the same flame. On their marks, the runners were sent out as a group and guided 
along a course that had been laid out among the city streets on which obstacles and barriers had been placed. The 
object of the race was to cross the finish line with your torch still lit. You could not stop and put the torch down or 
prop it anywhere. You had to hold it high and run with as much integrity as possible. In this race the victory seldom 
went to the fastest or the strongest. This was a race that depended upon timing and rhythm. To keep that torch lit 
required the ability to hold it properly, shielded from objects along the route and held away from the wind. If you ran 
too fast, you might put out the flame. If you ran too slow, the tar might burn up completely before you reached the 
finish line. If a runner’s torch flamed out, there was no relighting it. He was forced to drop out. The winner of the 
race was the first man to cross the finish line with his torch still lit. Winning was, therefore, dependent upon en-
durance, not speed.

Man of God and Bible hero of the Old Testament, Job, was a man involved in a very similar race. God had put nu-
merous “objects” across his path. He handed Job a torch, his earthly lot that must be regarded even when it has be-
come a burden, and put him to the run. During that race, Job got tired and the burden became very heavy. Finishing 
the race was becoming increasingly a hardship for Job. It came to a point in the “race” when Job simply didn’t want 
to go on any more. He wanted out. Willing to forfeit the prize, crossing the finish line with his torch still lit, still held 
high, no longer seemed like a very good idea. It wasn’t a request that God was willing to grant. Some races belong to 
the fleet and some to the strong. Some belong to those who are willing to endure all simply to finish at all. These are 
the torch races, the ones that are designed to test mind and body completely. Endurance contests, pitting the New 
Man’s will to stay the course and trust that God will hold him up against the Old Man’s will to give up before it get’s 
any worse; torch races that have little to do with how quickly and straight you run and everything to do with finish-
ing at all.

Meditate. Crushing events are a part of life. Sometimes you know they are coming, but often they sneak up, unan-
nounced. That’s when you and I need to focus on finishing the day, and putting the crush behind us. Tomorrow IS 
another day.

Taverns or Temples! (6:14-21)

“A despairing man should have the devotion of his friends, even though he forsakes the fear of the Almighty.’”
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I’m a great fan of Franklyn McCormack an all-night disc jockey on WGN radio in Chicago years ago. I worked a late 
shift as a stock boy and a security guard back in the late 1960s, and would often tune into McCormack’s show at 2:00 
or 3:00 in the morning on my way home from work. McCormack was well-known for his deep, baritone recitations of 
classic poetry and stories. One in particular sticks in my memory decades later. It’s called, “To a Friend.” I’d like to 
share it with you.

To a Friend. “I love you not only for what you are, but for what I am when I am with you. I love you not only for 
what you have made of yourself, but for what you are making of me. I love you for the part of me that you bring out. 
I love you for putting your hand into my heaped-up heart and passing over all the foolish and frivolous and weak 
things that you can’t help dimly seeing there, and for drawing out into the light all the beautiful radiant belongings 
that no one else had looked quite far enough to find. I love you for ignoring the possibilities of the fool and weakling 
in me, and for laying firm hold on the possibilities of the good in me. I love you for closing your ears to the discords 
in me, and for adding to the music in me by worshipful listening. I love you because you are helping me to make of 
the timber of my life not a tavern, but a temple, and of the words of my every day not a reproach, but a song. I love 
you because you have done more than any creed could have done to make me happy. You have done it without a 
touch, without a word, without a sign. You have done it first by being yourself. After all, perhaps this is what being a 
friend means.” (Nancy Mary Davies)

We’ve all heard the expression, “Need a friend, be a friend.” Sometimes I think that as a culture we’ve begun to lose 
sight of the fact that friendship is an art. As a relationship, it requires a seed of harmony to plant, nurturing love to 
grow, and cultivating commitment to bring a harvest. That implies work, skill, and persistence. Friendship isn’t like 
falling off a log; you need to work at it. In our fast paced society today we want everything now, fast and convenient-
ly. That doesn’t define consistent friendship. It seems that people have friends today when it is convenient, when it 
fits their fast-paced lives. How sad it is that so often there is little room for the time, patience and commitment it takes 
to grow, consistent friendships. Perhaps its because our lives are no longer composed of carefully, connected timbers, 
but of lightweight frameworks that are easily detached and reassembled. Perhaps we’ve accustomed ourselves to the 
noise of a tavern over the solitude of a temple. Perhaps my friends, perhaps?

Meditate. Ask God to help you find friends and keep them. Pray that he will give you opportunity to plant those 
friends in a garden that you will daily tend and daily nurture.

He Used Sarcasm! (12:1-3)

“Doubtless you are the people, and wisdom will die with you.’”

Like so many things in society today, the norm of what makes for good humor, competent speech and mindful con-
versation, has changed. These days many depend on sarcasm to flavor their words. I remember an old, Monty Python 
routine from over forty years ago. It was a skit about a gang of thugs who had taken over a part of London. When 
asked how they were able to control so much of Great Britain’s capitol city the response was, “They used sarcasm.” 
We laughed at that bit of typical, British humor. However, I think that there was more of a message behind the skit 
than just a team of comedians trying to be funny. I think that in some sense they were being dead serious. When it 
comes to weapons that are powerful, able to overcome almost any defense, and are truly deadly, there may be no 
better or, should I say, formidable tool than sarcasm. Even worse, because sarcasm has the almost unique ability to, as 
Oswald Chambers wrote of it, “Tear flesh from the bone,” it often becomes the weapon that most commonly tends to 
bite back on the user as well. 
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Here’s a story. Conrad Rostov was sentenced to be hanged for his part in an unsuccessful uprising against the Russ-
ian czar Nicholas I in December 1825. But the rope broke and Rostov, bruised and battered, fell to the ground, got up, 
and said, “In Russia they do not know how to do anything properly, not even how to make a rope.” An accident of 
this sort usually resulted in a pardon, so a messenger was sent to the czar to know his pleasure. Nicholas asked, 
“What did he say?” “Sire, he said that in Russia they do not even know how to make a rope properly.” “Well, let the 
contrary be proved,” said the czar. (Today in the Word)

Sarcasm is often used as a  way of “breaking the ice” when we run into people we don’t know and haven’t anything 
else to say. People also use sarcasm as a way of being funny when they can’t think of anything funny to say.  Sarcasm 
is saying something contrary to what we feel or believe for the purpose of being funny.  On the surface it seems 
harmless, even playful. But is it? Too much sarcasm is annoying and hurtful, but can even a minimal amount be too 
much? Why would people joke around by saying the absolute opposite of what they mean? Would not that cause 
unnecessary confusion and frustration? The problem with sarcasm is that it is primarily a weapon and not a tool. We 
use weapons to protect ourselves and harm others. We use tools to benefit both ourselves and others. Weak people 
use sarcasm to make them feel strong. It follows, therefore, that strong people never need to be sarcastic. You and I 
need to stick to tools and put away weapons that only result in harm to us and others. 

Meditate. Words may be the most formidable weapons you and I will ever possess in a lifetime. We need to examine 
our words daily, asking God to judge our words as well as our deeds. Only then will our tongue become the blessing 
God always meant it to be.

Finding God! (14:18-22)

“He feels but the pain of his own body and mourns only for himself.’”

Why is there so much suffering in the world? The last fews years we’ve become all too acquainted with tsunamis, 
earthquakes, famines, mudslides, wild fires, droughts and floods. These are just the natural calamities. Then there are 
the man-made ones: terrorism, war, and ethnic cleansing. The world is a dangerous place, and suffering is an appar-
ent, daily feature of the evening news. C. S. Lewis, Christian author and philosopher once said. “If it hadn’t been for 
the bad in this world, how would we know the good?” How can any of these calamities, natural or not, be good?  

Believing in the goodness of God, what the Bible teaches, is one thing. Knowing that goodness, is another matter.

Here’s a story. It was 1818 in France, and Louis, a boy of 9, was sitting in his father’s workshop. The father was a har-
ness-maker and the boy loved to watch his father work the leather. “Someday Father,” said Louis, “I want to be a 
harness-maker, just like you.” “Why not start now?” said the father. He took a piece of leather and drew a design on 
it. “Now, my son,” he said, “take the hole- puncher and a hammer and follow this design, but be careful that you 
don’t hit your hand.” Excited, the boy began to work, but when he hit the hole-puncher, it flew out of his hand and 
pierced his eye! He lost the sight of that eye immediately. Later, sight in the other eye failed. Louis was now totally 
blind. A few years later, Louis was sitting in the family garden when a friend handed him a pine cone. As he ran his 
sensitive fingers over the cone, an idea came to him. He became enthusiastic and began to create an alphabet of raised 
dots on paper so that the blind could feel and interpret what was written. Thus, Louis Braille opened up a whole new 
world for the blind–all because of an accident!  (Bits and Pieces, June, 1990, pp. 23-4.)

I believe that this is one of the greatest truths of all time. Believing in the goodness of God, all that He attests to in the 
Bible, is merely a matter of merit. Discovering HOW God is good turns merit into a righteous regard for the truth of 
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God’s goodness. The traumatic and calamitous events of this life are truly “good” in this sense. What better way to 
take what we believe to be true and turn it into what we know to be true. As a tree’s roots dig deeper and deeper into 
the ground to find water in times of drought, so you and I must dig deeper into our God, past the superficial knowl-
edge of His goodness and deep into the wisdom and understanding that awaits us in our relationship with Him in 
times of trouble and testing. Know trouble, know God. It’s that simple.

Meditate. Make note of the things that go wrong in your life on a daily basis. Then, give thanks, knowing that in 
these very calamities resides the key to the knowledge of who God is and how He loves us dearly.

Retirement Package Is Heaven!  (15:5-8)

“Do you listen in on God’s council? Do you limit wisdom to yourself?’”

Although the Sunday employment ads are still a good source for finding employment, finding a job these days has 
become more of an art than of chance and circumstance. Whereas there was a time when you didn’t admit that you 
were looking for employment, that stigma has given way to anything but shame. People proudly exchange job seek-
ing stories and anecdotes. I recently spoke with a guy who boasted that he had “stuck his toe in the water just to see 
what was out there.” Despite the dreary job market, there are still plenty of jobs out there for folks who are willing to 
market themselves. Times have really changed. I remember a time when a person went about looking for employ-
ment humbly and quietly. These days, however, people don’t offer themselves up humbly to an employer in hopes 
that the mere of a stylish resume will hopefully catch the interviewer’s eye. There’s the social media network to build 
as well. Many are now reclassifying themselves as “free agents,” throwing their hats into the “job” ring by hiring 
expensive, high-powered “Strategic Search” representatives who negotiate deals with several companies at a time as 
a professional athlete might do as he negotiates a free agent’s contract as several teams dangle on his string. Times 
have certainly changes from the days I remember looking for a job fresh out of college with only a resume in hand.

Here’s a story: Clarence Forand writes: “Times have certainly changed since the days when I graduated from college 
in the midst of a recession armed with only my trusty Smith Corona typewriter and a ream of ‘fancy’ resume paper. 
Just the thought of having to look for employment still sends shivers up and down my spine. I come from the old 
school that looked at job seeking as one of those necessary evils that some were mercifully spared while others were 
forced to walk down the humbling path of uncertainty and change more often than not. Finding the ‘perfect job,’ the 
one that demands nothing of us other than our willingness to say ‘yes’ and start work tomorrow, has become a fanta-
sy for many.”

Is there work out there that is perfect and not hard to find? Work that will find us and not the other way around? 
We’re not likely to find it in the classifieds. But, God does promise that there is such a job in his kingdom. The pay is 
super– eternal life. Who could beat that? The benefits–all worry and fear banished for a lifetime. Now, that’s the per-
fect job! We don’t need to list with an agency, write a resume, or endure an interview. We simply have to answer the 
knock on our hearts when God, our spiritual “Strategic Search” agent, comes knocking. “Just sign here on the dotted 
line! You start today and the contract is for eternity; and, the retirement package is heaven!” Now that’s something to 
work for!

Meditate. Make note of the things that go wrong in your life on a daily basis. Then, give thanks, knowing that in 
these very calamities resides the key to the knowledge of who God is and how He loves us dearly.
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In The Shadow!  (28:28)

“And he said to man, ‘The fear of the LORD––that is wisdom, and to shun evil is understanding.’”

Over the course of my lifetime I’ve stood in the shadows of many things. I’ve visited groves of virgin pines while 
backpacking in Northern Wisconsin. These trees cast deep and giant shadows and are awesome reminders of what 
our state once looked like to homesteaders like my Great, Great Grandfather back in the 1840s as they led their teams 
of oxen along the old military roads to the homesteading lands in the far north. I’ve stood in the shadows of the Sears 
Towers in Chicago, almost afraid to look all the way to the top, fearing what it would be like for that gigantic build-
ing to suddenly come crashing down upon a street full of unwary pedestrians below. Many things have cast giant 
shadows in my lifetime; tall bridges, towering ship masts, even the passing of the Goodyear Blimp last year as it 
slowly motored over Beech Springs on its way to a Packer Game in Green Bay. But, you know, few things have ever 
cast a more awesome shadow than did my Father as he stood over me, towering in his full manhood and I just a little 
boy. That was truly awesome, truly remarkable, as I look back over the last sixty plus years of passing in and out of 
the shadows of this life. 

I was in awe of my father back then. He was so tall, so much smarter than me, so much more powerful. Yet, I was not 
afraid to stand in his shadow at all. He loved me, and I him. I knew that only good could come from living in his 
shadow. So I believe it is as and I stand in the shadow of our Heavenly Father. Only good can come from that as well.

Here’s a story: “Young Teddy Roosevelt was so afraid of going into a church that he refused to set foot inside alone. 
He was terrified, he told his mother, of something called the ‘zeal.’ It was crouched in the dark corners of the church 
ready to jump at him, he said. He had heard the minister read about it from the Bible. Curious, his mother took out a 
Concordance and searched for ‘zeal’ in the Bible. After an exhaustive search she discovered that little Teddy had been 
fixed on a passage from John, 2:17: ‘The ZEAL for your house will consume me.’” (Unknown.)

People are still justifiably afraid to come near the “zeal” or shadow of the Lord, for deep down in their hears they are 
perfectly aware it could “eat them up” if they aren’t one of His. Our Lord is good, but He isn’t safe. In that sense, he 
is like my Father. He was a good man, but don’t cross him. There was much to learn by obeying and standing in HIS 
shadow as there certainly is by obeying and standing in the shadow of the Almighty. Pines are majestic as are the 
Sears Towers, but their forms cast only shadows of presence. The shadow of God’s presence casts understanding and 
wisdom. How awesome is that?

Meditate. Find something tall today and stand in its shadow. Close your eyes and envision God’s presence over you.

Start Your Engine!  (30:1)

“’But now they mock me, men younger than I, whose fathers I would have disdained to put with my sheep dogs.’”

I got old so slowly I didn’t notice it much until recently. There were the usual red flags: gray hair, baldness, birthday 
cakes with too many candles, being offered senior discounts, watching my kids celebrate birthdays in multiples of 
decades, and adopting bedtimes before ten o’clock. I didn’t readily see these things as harbingers of old age, however. 
Recently I got a wake up call. Walking out of a local bank I heard a car screeching around the corner. A horn blared 
and I looked up. It was two young guys driving by. One leaned out of the window and yelled, “Yeah, you old man; 
you!” He pointed at me and laughed as they drove away. He was just having a good time, saw a balding, gray haired 
man leaving the bank and decided to mock. At that instance old age slowly poured itself over me. I truly felt old, 
intimidated and vulnerable. It was a stark realization. To those young men I truly looked the part of an older man.
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Here’s a thought from Ann Landers. “Man is like an automobile. As it gets older, the differential starts slipping, and 
the u-joints get worn, causing the drive shaft to go bad. The transmission won’t go into high gear and sometimes has 
difficulty getting out of low. The cylinders get worn and lose compression, making it hard to climb the slightest in-
cline. When it is climbing, the tappets clatter and ping to the point where one wonders if the old bus will make it to 
the top. The carburetor gets fouled with pollutants and other matter, making it hard to get started in the morning. It 
is hard to keep the radiator filled because of the leaking hose. The thermostat goes out, making it difficult to reach 
operating temperature. The headlights grow dim, and the horn gets weaker. The memory chip drops a few bytes, and 
the battery needs constant recharging. But if the body looks good with no bangs, dents or chipping paint, we can 
keep it washed and polished, giving the impression that it can compete with the newer models and make one more 
trip down the primrose lane before the head gasket blows. Gentlemen, start your engines.” (Ann Landers) 

We all get older, slower, less beautiful and, yes, more senior. The time is coming soon when I know that I will become 
fully compatible, even comfortable with my old age. I’m sure that it’s just around the corner. How sad that we live in 
a society that doesn’t celebrate old age as in some Eastern cultures. “You old man!” You know Lord, I am content 
with my years despite the mocking of those boys. These gaskets haven’t blown yet and although the body has a few 
dings and dents, it still polishes up pretty well, thanks. We all get there. I only wish that I could tell those mocking 
boys that they were looking at their future as well as my present. My engine still starts for the present.

Meditate. God’s design for you and me includes gray hair and old age. If He ordains it, it can’t be all that bad.

The Beauty Remains!  (30:17)

“’Night pierces my bones; my gnawing pains never rest.’”

We have an abundance of ground cover here at Beech Springs. The original owners of our property planted some-
thing called Snow-On-The-Mountain in several places around the house nearly 30 years ago. Every spring the Snow-
On-The- Mountain blossoms everywhere; its elegant little, yellow blooms appearing like a carpet of yellow sunshine 
from early May through mid-June. By the end of June, however, the little yellow blossoms are gone and all that re-
mains are the green plants. But, the thing about Snow-On-The-Mountain is this–each leaf is veined with a contrasting 
white splotch of color. The blossoms may have dropped but plants remain beautiful throughout the rest of the year–
winter through spring.

So it is for you and I as well. Has the blossom of youth faded from your life? Perhaps the aches and pains of growing 
older have taken over. As your life and mine moves on beyond the flower of youth, does that mean no beauty re-
mains?

Here’s a story: Pierre Auguste Renoir was born in 1841 in Limoges, France. In 1854 he began work as a painter in a 
porcelain factory in Paris, gaining experience with the light, fresh colors that were to distinguish his Impressionist 
work. In 1862 he entered the studio of Gleyre and there formed a lasting friendship with other budding artists includ-
ing Monet. Renoir is perhaps the best loved of all the Impressionists, for his subjects–pretty children, flowers, beauti-
ful scenes, above all lovely women–have instant appeal, and he communicated the joy he took in them. “Why 
shouldn’t art be     pretty?” he said, “There are enough unpleasant things in the world.” In the 1890s Renoir began to 
suffer from rheumatism. In 1903, he moved to the warmth of the south of France to comfort his rheumatism. By 1912, 
the rheumatism eventually crippled him and he was confined to a wheelchair. But despite the stabbing pain, he con-
tinued to paint until the rest of his life. One day his old artist friend Henri Matise sadly watched while Renoir, grasp-
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ing a brush with only his fingertips, continued to paint in great pain. Matise asked Renoir why he persisted in paint-
ing at the expense of such torture. Renoir replied, “The pain passes, but the beauty remains.” (Author unknown.)

Pain is neither good nor permanent. One day all of our pain will pass and we will stand in the beauty of the Lord, a 
beauty that will remain forever. Are you suffering in pain? Draw near to the Lord and draw comfort from Him. The 
flower of youth and the vigor of days gone by will never return. But the long suffering we practice as age and infirmi-
ty overtake us is like the color in the ground cover around Beech Springs. It has a beauty of its own and it is ever-
green, no matter the season of life.

Meditate. Meditate today on how you can best use the time God has invested in you over the years. Maturity is just 
an indicator that He has invested much.

He Took The Time!  (33:1-33)

“’But if not, then listen to me; be silent, and I will teach you wisdom.’”

We live in a time where the “body beautiful” is, perhaps, more important than ever. Just take a look at any commer-
cial you see on TV. When was the last time a commercial featured a body that was “not” beautiful? Not being physi-
cally fit risks social rejection, the stigma of unacceptability or, even worse, the possibility that you are not concerned 
enough about your waistline to fit into the “green” environmental emphasis we are constantly harangued about. Our 
children are encouraged from an early age to excel athletically. Where thirty years ago most high schools spent less 
than 15% of their budgets on sports and athletic facilities, today that figure is close to 40% or higher. With all this em-
phasis on the physical, it’s a small wonder that we’re so preoccupied with ourselves as athletes and competitors; that 
images of “ideal” weight, hair color, and complexion are so stressed. 

How does a Christian keep the proper perspective on our bodies and who made them?

The key is focusing on the God we worship and not ourselves; to regard our bodies considering who God is and not 
who we are. Robert Webber writes, “In worship we have gathered together to be met by God the Almighty. He wants 
to communicate to us, to penetrate our inner self, to take up residence within us. And, as we go through the experi-
ence of meeting with him in this mystical moment of public worship, we are to respond. But response is not just 
singing a hymn, not just saying a creed, not just saying a prayer. Response, from the very beginning of worship to the 
end, must be a powerful inner experience of actually being in the presence of God. When we sing a hymn or say a 
confession or prayer, we are not singing or saying words, but expressing a feeling, bringing our souls, truly respond-
ing and communicating to the living and active presence of a loving and merciful God. (Robert Webber. “Worship Is a 
Verb: Eight Principles for Transforming Worship.” Hendrickson Publishers, Inc., 1998. Page 114.)

“God, the Creator of the Universe!” Not only did He create all things through Christ, He took the time to “create” 
you and me. Doesn’t that put all of our “bodily” achievements into a different perspective? Daily we take God’s 
property, our bodies, and join them to sin; sin that is founded in a pride that displaces humility. We often recite these 
words, “I believe in God the Father Almighty, creator of Heaven and earth.” Yet, do we truly grasp the importance of 
what we are saying? We owe our lives to God; they are not our own. There is nothing that we do with these bodies 
that is worth the slightest boast; only everlasting thanks and praise to the Creator God who took the time to make us 
in the first place.
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Meditate. It is a good reminder to take stock of the body beautiful on a daily basis by remembering that what you 
are, although not perfect, is perfected in Christ.

Learning To Fly!  (33:12-13)

“’But I tell you, in this you are not right, for God is greater than man. Why do you complain to him that he answers none of man’s words?.”

If you’re like me, being in control of the things that affect life is very important. I want to be on top of things; to know 
as much as I can about everything that affects my life. As I struggled with cancer over the last year I was tremendous-
ly motivated to research everything that I could to give me an edge on knowing about the disease, its treatment, its 
cure, and what it would take to recover. Although I did the research and then some, in the end I could do little to af-
fect the treatment and recovery as a factor of that knowledge. I had to depend on the surgeons, technicians, nurses 
and pharmacists for that. There was too much to know and I just had to trust these medical experts with my life. 

I remember reading recently that knowledge is exploding at more than 2000 pages a minute. In fact, if you read 24 
hours a day, from age 21 to 70, and retained all you read, you would be one and a half million years behind when you 
finished. Pretty hopeless? When it comes to controlling your life, based on these statistics, one might as well just give 
up and trust the only source for a good outcome, God. 

Here’s a thought from author James Brown. “There is no situation I can get into that God cannot get me out. Some 
years ago when I was learning to fly, my instructor told me to put the plane into a steep and extended dive. I was 
totally unprepared for what was about to happen. After a brief time the engine stalled, and the plane began to plunge 
out-of-control. It soon became evident that the instructor was not going to help me at all. After a few seconds, which 
seemed like eternity, my mind began to function again. I quickly corrected the situation. Immediately I turned to the 
instructor and began to vent my fearful frustrations on him. He very calmly said to me, “There is no position you can 
get this airplane into that I cannot get you out of. If you want to learn to fly, go up there and do it again.” (James 
Brown)

When it comes to being in control, understanding why things happen and how they will be resolved, there is no 
greater source for comfort than remembering this: As you serve God, there is no situation you can get yourself into 
that He can’t get you out of. If you trust Him fully, you will be all right. Sure, there is great comfort in knowing what 
is going to happen to you and why. That’s human nature. A year ago I was riveted by the quest to know how cancer 
would affect my life in the months and years to come. Now I have some of the answer, but not all. I guess life is all 
about learning to fly, keeping going, and trusting that God IS in control. In that respect “not knowing” may be even 
more comforting that knowing it all.

Meditate. Take a piece of paper and lay it on a table. Then, place six reams of paper next to it. On the one hand you 
have 1 sheet of paper; on the other 3,000. This is approximately the amount of knowledge that mankind has achieved 
in just the last 70 years, 1943 verses 2013. A good reminder of how impossible it is to know much of anything.

Our Sun King!  (37:23)

“’The Almighty is beyond our reach and exalted in power; in his justice and great righteousness, he does not oppress.”

Here’s a story. Without a doubt, Louis XIV of France, Louis the Great, is one of the most renown kings to have ever 
lived. Although, there was nothing particularly splendid about his appearance, being he was relatively short and 
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plain looking, and he possessed only a modest education and lacked somewhat in imagination, Louis was able to 
overcome these shortcomings. He did possess one thing in abundance; he believed totally and thoroughly in himself. 
Coupled with his innate ability to exercise great detail in his approach to government, Louis, by most standards, was 
a pretty competent ruler. But, from the start, Louis was not content to be just a good ruler. Louis wanted to hailed as a 
great ruler, even unexcelled among kings. 

He became a patron of the arts and assembled vast collections of artwork and books into great libraries. He built the 
elegant palace of Versailles and immersed and surrounded himself in opulence. Greatness was good enough for some 
kings but not for Louis. Louis wanted all the power and he got it. He ruled France with an iron hand. Before his death 
in 1715 he left instructions with the Bishop of the Catholic Church in France, Bishop Massilou, that he be buried in a 
golden coffin and that at his funeral service the entire cathedral should be dark, lit dimly by only one candle posi-
tioned above his coffin so that all would be awed in his presence, even in death. At the memorial, thousands waited 
in hushed silence. Then Bishop Massilon began to speak; slowly reaching down, he snuffed out the candle and said, 
“Only God is great.”

“Only God is great!” As hard as Louis tried to corner the market on greatness, he simply couldn’t top God. God’s 
greatness goes beyond glass palaces and royal courts. God’s greatest is established in all things–not just some things. 
As hard as Louis tried to corner the market on greatness, his small claim was but a pittance compared with that of 
God. His greatness excels our reach and extends beyond our understanding of the possible. Whereas the people of 
Europe knew well the Sun King, his extravagance and absolute power, they could not know the power and might of 
their sovereign God for He does not show Himself to us nor can He be known by us. He does not dress in flowing 
robes to parade about among us. He does not throw lavish parties to be adored and catered to by his subjects. His 
power and glory are overwhelming, too great and glorious for our mere senses to bear. Whereas Louis feared the 
competition and strove to destroy it so that his power would be revealed, our sovereign God has no competition. He 
can no more be compared with earthly kings than, as C.S. Lewis once put it, “Shakespeare can be to a viola.” Our 
God is an awesome God!

Meditate. Take some time regularly to think about our God. Use His names and meditate on His greatness despite 
our lack of merit except for Christ. Try not to use the term awesome unless it is in reference to the only true awesome 
being in the universe, God.

Why!  (40:2)

“’Will the one who contends with the Almighty correct him? Let him who accuses God answer him!”

Did you ever notice how often Jesus posed his teaching as a question? A read through the gospels will give you a 
clue. Jesus asked a lot of questions. In fact, it was at the core of His teaching style. Jesus was very concerned with 
what I call the “why” of things. He’d pose the question and it made those hearing the question think, perhaps even 
meditate. Jesus knew, of course, that the best way to learn something was to work through it, put the pieces of the 
puzzle together in your mind and, calling on wisdom, take the question and turn it into knowledge. With that knowl-
edge came understanding; with understanding, faith. Faith opens a pathway to righteousness and obedience. Once 
on that path, the knowledge of God and His will for us becomes clear; all starting with the simplest of questions, 
why? I’ve never been one to take things at face value. I’ve taught my children the same. With the “why” comes the 
willingness to test things. I believe that God ordained that you and I always be willing to test the truth, not just accept 
it blindly. It all starts with a question. 
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As a Christian I believe it’s good to ask questions, even questions posed to God, our Heavenly Father. I also believe 
that God not only expects our questions, He often prompts them to help us discover truth.

Here’s a story. On February 15, 1947 Glenn Chambers boarded a plane bound for Quito, Ecuador to begin his min-
istry in missionary broadcasting. But he never arrived. In a horrible moment, the plane carrying Chambers crashed 
into a mountain peak and spiraled downward. Later it was learned that before leaving the Miami airport, Chambers 
wanted to write his mother a letter. All he could find for stationery was a page of advertising on which was written 
the single word “WHY?” Around that word he hastily scribbled a final note. After Chambers’ mother learned of her 
son’s death, his letter arrived. She opened the envelope, took out the paper, and unfolded it. Staring her in the face 
was the question “WHY?” (Source unknown)

I can’t imagine Chamber’s mother didn’t clutch that note to her breast and look heavenward with “why” coming 
from her lips. I also believe that God answered her question with the comfort that even in death, tragedy and sorrow 
a Christian can find great nuggets of truth. Life is fleeting and all life, even that of one’s closest and most cherished 
loved ones, belongs to the Giver of Life, God the Father Almighty. Asking “why” is never wrong. That only leads us 
to the truth. It’s asking “why not,” contending with the truth and challenging God for the truth, that gets us into 
trouble. Never be afraid to ask “why.”

Meditate. Ask any good questions today? Make it a point today to put “why” into your vocabulary. Including it your 
prayers may bring you spiritual rewards beyond which you never imagined. There is no greater treasure than the 
truth.

Living the Impossible Dream!  (40:1-5)

“’I spoke once, but I have no answer––twice, but I will say no more.’”

It’s our natural ability to struggle against the odds. For some it might be in their studies, where that B+ just isn’t as 
good as an A-. For some it might be on the football field shedding tacklers. Others may find their proving ground at 
work, striving for that better paying position or at home finding just the right bush to finish off an already accom-
plished and beautiful landscaping scheme. Whatever the case, God has made us as excellent creatures, always seek-
ing to excel. Yet, there always seems to come a time where that ability to overcome, to excel, is blocked. We want to 
move past where we are, but there seem to be obstacles in our path; perhaps more than we have ever faced before. 
For some reason God has called a halt to who we are for the moment, and reassigned us to who we aren’t. We might 
ask, “Why, Lord, have all things that once worked together now seem so disjointed, so incompatible in our lives? Fix 
it. I liked the way it was.”

Here’s a story. The author Cervantes was thrown into prison. Finding himself in the middle of a band of cutthroats, 
he tries to divert them by telling them his story of Don Quixote, the Man of La Mancha. In the story, Quixote pictures 
himself as a chivalrous knight. He rights all the wrongs of the world; but he is a man who lives in a world of impos-
sible dreams. His armor is shabby and his horse is sagging. He rides for his fair lady whom he calls Dulcinea — 
“Sweetness.” But Dulcinea is far from a fair lady. She is a prostitute. Soon Quixote’s family tries to make him face 
reality. They oblige him to see the world as it is by shocking him into reality. As they begin to succeed, his health and 
his spirit begin to break, and he is at the point of giving up his impossible dream. But just then Aldonza comes into 
his room. She looks at him with grateful eyes and says, “You looked at me and called me by another name, 
Dulcinea.” Aldonza had become a lady; her life renewed by someone who dared to believe in her and call her by a 
new name. (Rodney Buchanan, Semoncentral.com)
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When life becomes difficult to understand, unpredictable, and without reason or pattern, perhaps it’s just God calling 
us by another name, a name we don’t readily recognize because we were busy being someone or something else. Has 
your life’s walk been interrupted by the unforeseen? Do you find yourself blocked from going the way you had been 
going? Are you asking God why; even worse, contending with His reasons for what is happening? Stop and think. 
Perhaps God is calling you by another name; a name more holy, more beautiful and more befitting His plan for you. 
Don’t contend with God. His ways are not your ways. Put your hand “over your mouth” and bow to His will. He is 
just and will restore your understanding in time. Simply know that His ways are perfect even when they seem to be 
an “impossible dream.”

Meditate. Do you have a middle name? Use it occasionally. It will remind you that, in God’s eyes, you DO have an-
other name.

Psalms 

Carry On! (11:14-15)

“Break the arm of the wicked and evil man; call him to account for his wickedness that would not be found out.” 

“It is what it is!” It had snowed overnight and I was determined to clear the driveway before Holly had to leave for 
work. The old John Deere started all right, but then I flooded it. It conked out and Holly would just have to plow 
through until I gave the engine a chance to dry out. “It is what it is!” I muttered to myself as I got off the tractor and 
slowly walked back to the house. I’m a creature of habit and routine. I had set a goal for myself that morning. First I 
would clear the snow away, then fill the bird feeders, and then go for my morning walk. I had agreed with myself 
earlier that this was the proper sequence of events. Since the tractor wouldn’t start, everything got thrown into a 
cocked hat, so to speak. Over the years I’ve gotten into the habit of telling myself, “It is what it is!” whenever some-
thing or someone caused me to change my plans. Those five little words gave me comfort somehow. It reminded me 
that stuff happens, life goes on, and, well, so should we.

When you think about it, most of life is like that. We propose and God disposes. He helps us to discover and reminds 
us to simply, carry on. “It is what it is!”

Here’s a story. The time was May 19, 1780. The place was Hartford, Connecticut. The day has gone down in New 
England history as a terrible foretaste of Judgment Day. For at noon the skies turned from blue to gray and by mid-
afternoon had blackened over so densely that, in that religious age, men fell on their knees and begged a final bless-
ing before the end came. The Connecticut House of Representatives was in session. As some men fell down and oth-
ers clamored for an immediate adjournment, the Speaker of the House, one Colonel Davenport, came to his feet. He 
silenced them and said these words: “The Day of Judgment is either approaching or it is not. If it is not, there is no 
cause for adjournment. If it is, I choose to be found doing my duty. I wish, therefore, that candles may be brought.”  
(Robert P. Dugan, Jr.)

When things go wrong or life gets scary, the inclination to resign to the obvious to escape the unknown is typical. 
Things are going badly and we are shaken by events that didn’t go the way we planned. Our first thought is to aban-
don ship and start over. That’s natural, but it isn’t what God wants us to do. Evil men and evil times can be menac-
ing, but a Christian is never resigned to it. Our duty is to carry on and see what God has in store. We need to trust 
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that He has a plan and it IS just. In that sense, “It is what it is!” is comforting. When God is in control things will al-
ways work out just as He has planned. Things really are what they are!

Meditate: I had a bad habit of letting a bad word slip whenever something “was” and I wanted it to be something 
“that it wasn’t.” Acknowledging “is” as “is” is always the better alternative to swearing at what they are what they 
unfortunately have become.

Is The Doctor Running Behind? (13:1-6)

“But I trust in your unfailing love; my heart rejoices in your salvation..” 

I’ve never liked waiting. While some folks are able to find a way to occupy their time, I end up tapping my fingers 
and becoming restless. Time passes so slowly when I have to wait. Even if after only a few minutes my mind begins 
to play tricks on me. As time passes everything starts becoming a slow motion ballet. The more I long for an end to it, 
the slower it goes.

Here’s a story. I recently visited my doctor. I knew that once I got to his office I would be in for a long wait. I found 
the right spot and plunked down after picking a place nearest to the desk so that I could watch the progress of pa-
tients in and out of the examining room. If those who had come in after me got “waited on” before me, I would cer-
tainly go up to the desk and ask the question––”Is the doctor running behind?” I waited until I saw the first evidence 
of a time plot against me. A name was called and a person who had come in several minutes after me advanced 
through the waiting room, past the reception sentries and into the examining rooms. I knew that it was time for me to 
make my move. “Excuse me, but is the doctor running behind?” “Yes sir. The doctor is running behind. I’m sure we’ll 
call you in just a few minutes.” Was the response. Having justified my suspicions that the doctor WAS running be-
hind, I returned to my seat, strangely satisfied that at least if I had to wait, I now had the upper hand over the sentries 
who watched over the block of seats waiting for their doctor. I KNEW he was running behind. Now, at least, there 
was some justification for the wait. I was on time but he was not. What had been a wait had now become a game, a 
game that would help me bide my time.

When we call upon our Heavenly Father for a bit of His time, it is often tempting to test His idea of time against our 
own. As when making an appointment with a doctor, we should assume that His time and our time are not probably 
in synchronous rhythm. The nature of what a doctor does is just cause for what often becomes a protracted wait. It is 
a part of the process and there is little way to get around it. When waiting on a doctor it is probably a better idea to 
hone one’s patience than to hone one’s sword. After all, it’s not really a game but a simple reality that each of us 
needs to accept. Perhaps that’s why it’s called a waiting room. Similarly, when we seek prayer appointments with 
God, we need to keep in mind that the wait is part of the process. Waiting engenders endurance and endurance en-
genders faith. The Doctor isn’t really behind and the wait will probably do us some good.

Meditate: There are many stories in the Bible about men and women who waited patiently on the Lord, and usually 
they had more at stake than just a matter of time and keeping a schedule. It’s good to remind ourselves of this often 
as we learn to wait on the Lord in all things.

Divine Personal Plans! (16:5-6)

“Lord, you have assigned me my portion and my cup; you have made my lot secure.” 
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You and I are just one person among billions. It’s not difficult understanding why at times we fail to invest in the 
promise that God has a personal plan for you and one for me. Sure, we know that God could do it. Those numbers 
are daunting, though. Besides, how often have we asked God for a personal favor only to discover that, for whatever 
reason, nothing ever happens? It’s easy to begin to think getting caught up in specificities can doom our prayers. 
Maybe we just need to be content with being one among billions; nameless, yet loved.

Here’s a story. Roger Simms, discharged from the army, was hitchhiking his way home when a car stopped. He 
tossed his suitcase in the back, and thanked the driver as he slid into the front seat. “Going to Chicago?” Roger asked. 
“Well, you’re in luck, I have a business there. My name is Hanover.” After talking about many things, Roger, a Christ-
ian, felt a compulsion to witness to the businessman about Christ, ultimately asking Mr. Hanover if he would like to 
receive Christ as his Savior. To Roger’s astonishment the Cadillac pulled over to the side of the road, the man bowed 
his head and received Christ. Five years went by, and Roger found the small, white business card Hanover had given 
him and he decided to travel to Chicago. He looked up Hanover Enterprises. A receptionist told him it was impossi-
ble to see Mr. Hanover, but he could see Mrs. Hanover. He was ushered into Mrs. Hanover’s office. “You knew my 
husband?” She asked. Roger told how her husband had given him a ride when hitchhiking home. “Can you tell me 
when that was?” “It was May 7, five years ago.” Roger hesitated. “Mrs. Hanover, I explained the gospel to him and 
he gave his life to Christ that day.” Explosive sobs shook her body. Getting a grip on herself, she sobbed, “I had 
prayed for his salvation for years. I believed God would save him.” “And,” said Roger, “Where is he now?” “He’s 
dead,” She wept, struggling with words. “He was in a car crash after he let you off. He never got home.” Sobbing 
uncontrollably, she added, “I stopped living for God five years ago because I thought He had not kept His word. 
Now I know He had a plan all along.” (J.Kirk Johnston)

God had Mrs. Hanover covered in a very personal way. His plan was not only personal, it was detailed to the nth 
degree. It involved automobiles, a hitchhiker, someone’s faith and courage, and, unfortunately death. Nonetheless, 
however unfulfilling that may have appeared to her at the time, it answered her prayer perfectly. When we admit 
that God works in mysterious ways we need to believe it with all our heart. Commit your cares personally to the 
Lord and trust that He WILL personally design a plan to meet them. Trust in His mysteries; they never fail.

Meditate: How specific have your prayers been of late? Caught up in generalities? God loves specifics because He 
work in specifics daily. Be specific in prayer knowing that you can never be more detailed than the plans He is likely 
to formulate to meet your every prayer.

More Than Just a Number! (18:16-19)

“He reached down from on high and took hold of me; he drew me out of deep waters.” 

I grew up in a house with two brothers and three sisters. Although there were six of us, one thing I remember about 
my father was that he treated each of us as both child and person. None of us were alike. How easy it would have 
been if every child fit the same mold. Holly and I raised four; not one of them is just like the other. My Dad tried his 
best to tune into each of us the best he could. I am sure that he was often tempted to treat us as a group, numbers one 
through six, but, for the most part, I believe he avoided that trap. Having just gone through a year of cancer treatment 
at a very large hospital, I know what it’s like to be nothing more than a number. Looking back over my childhood I 
am grateful that my Dad understood that idea. I may have been the number one son and the number two child, but 
first and foremost I was Mark. 
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How I see God today, my Heavenly Father, has much to do I believe with how I saw my earthly father growing up. 

Here’s a thought from author H. Norman Wright. “If your father was patient, you are more likely to see God as pa-
tient and available for you . . . You feel important to God and that He is personally involved in every aspect of your 
life. If your father was kind, you probably see God acting kindly and graciously on your behalf . . . You feel God’s 
love for you deeply and you’re convinced that He wants to relate to you personally. If your father was a giving man, 
you may perceive God as someone who gives to you and supports you . . . You believe that God will give you what is 
best for you, and you respond by giving of yourself to others. If your father accepted you, you tend to see God ac-
cepting you regardless of what you do . . . You are able to accept yourself even when you blow it or don’t perform up 
to your potential. If your father protected you, you probably perceive God as your protector in life. You feel that you 
are worthy of being under His care and you rest in His security. (H. Norman Wright, Always Daddy’s Girl)

Fathers, these are certainly sobering thoughts, aren’t they? Yet, with all the responsibilities and duties of fatherhood, 
can there be any more important than these? The Bible is very explicit on how our Heavenly Father wants to be 
known by each of us. To God we are never numbers, not just one of the countless billions that have come and gone 
over the millennia of time. Our God is a very personal God, concerned with our names, our faces and our time, 
minute by minute. There can be no greater gift we give our children than a correct understanding of God as a Father 
who cares personally. There are enough opportunities in life to be treated as numbers; may the home never be one of 
them.

Meditate: You and I are reflections of our Father. We show His glory, His grace and His mercy when in faith we do 
His will. We are all being watched; may each of us lead our lives as heavenly role models on display.

Phantom Guilt! (19:12-13)

“Who can discern his errors? Forgive my hidden faults.” 

Years ago my son Dan bought a go-cart. Once we got it home, however, it became apparent that there were many 
things that needed to be fixed. Eventually he painted it, replaced the engine and bought a new clutch belt. The day 
finally arrived to try it out. Unfortunately, after about fifteen minutes of fun, the cart began to loose power. The belt 
had worn itself down prematurely so that it wouldn’t engage the clutch properly. Over the months that followed he 
bought several belts. Each one wore down just like the first. Finally, down to his final “good” belt, he decided to park 
the cart. He felt that it just wasn’t worth wearing out the belts. He had developed such a fear of belt wear that he de-
prived himself of the opportunity to have even the few hours of fun a belt did have to offer him. In his drive for per-
fection, he chose to miss the imperfect but worthwhile fun of driving the cart if but for a few hours.

When a Christian sins and seeks repentance without actually believing that God will forgive, it’s like that belt. We 
don’t let go of the feeling that we just hadn’t “repaired” the sin enough to make it go away.

Here’s a story: A man suffered from chronic leg pain. He grew to hate that leg so much that his doctor had recom-
mended amputation. Finally, unable to stand the pain any more, he consented. Before the operation took place, how-
ever, he made one strange request. He wanted his leg preserved and placed in a jar so that, once removed, he could 
jeer at it and taunt it for all the pain it had caused. Finally, leg removed, he went home and placed the jar on his fire-
place mantle. He sat down to taunt the leg but soon discovered that the pain he had suffered from when the leg was 
attached had not gone away. Remaining resident in his mind due to the intense nature of his suffering, the pain be-
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came a phantom pain and tortured him all the more. Although his wounds had healed, the pain hadn’t; but had 
lodged permanently in his mind. (Dr. Paul Brand)

When we worry about our guilt, we set ourselves up for pain that really shouldn’t exist. We erect barriers against 
God’s grace. Dan found out that the repairs on his go-cart had become more important that the fun of driving it. He 
became obsessed with fixing it even when it appeared that it wasn’t fixable. He had done all he could and needed to 
accept the results. We need to know that God is greater than our conscience. We can’t know all the sins we commit 
nor can we repair completely a life torn by sin. When we dwell on setting things right with God long after he has 
already granted us his grace, we deny ourselves the pleasure of that grace and put sin in a ruling position over us. 
Seeking perfection isn’t practical or worthwhile. God’s grace is sufficient and a lot more fun than our striving for 
what we cannot fix.

Meditate: Find something today that can’t be fix and take pride in the fact that God always can and sometimes you 
can’t.

His Flesh For Ours! (22:1-8)

“Why are you so far from saving me, so far from the words of my groaning?” 

What is the true nature of sacrifice? Is it giving your all even when you have no more to give? Or, is it more than that? 
I remember reading as a boy a story about a small troop of Swiss soldiers centuries ago protecting a narrow mountain 
pass. Outnumbered ten to one, they fought valiantly. As the enemy advanced through the pass, when all hope 
seemed lost, their leader dropped his sword, stretched his arms and walked bravely toward the enemy. Dozens of 
spears pierced him as he fell dead before his men. Yet, because of his sacrifice, a breach had been created in the enemy 
wall and the small band of survivors rushed through it and thoroughly routed the enemy. More than just an act of 
bravery, this act of sacrifice was calculated to cause a victory. Personal loss was assured, while hope was given room 
to advance. I guess if I had to give a definition of sacrifice that would be it.

Here’s a thought from author Glenna Filbert: “My mother and I were sitting on the porch one warm day. My dad had 
fought in the Civil War and several months earlier we had gotten word that he had been killed in battle. But that day, 
we saw someone coming down the road in front of our small house. My mother said, ‘Oh, there’s a man coming 
down the road.’ A moment later she said to me, ‘Sweetheart, I declare that man kind of favors your father.’ After an-
other moment, she said, ‘Darling, I do think that’s your Father.’ At that she burst from the porch and down the road 
toward the open arms of my father. I was right behind my mother and jumped for his arm. However, all I found was 
an empty coat sleeve. I saw the scars of battle on my Daddy’s face and I saw that his body was bruised from the war. 
I knew that he was missing an arm because of the warfare. But it didn’t matter. As my mother said, ‘Little girl this is 
the greatest day of my life.’” (James O. Davis, Cofounder/President Global Pastors Network)

The greatest day of our lives will be when our Commander in Chief, the Lord Jesus, comes back for us. We’ll look 
into His face and see the scars of the battle He fought to save us from our sins when, with His arms outstretched, He 
faced the enemy and Satan in his wrath crashed spear after spear of temptation and doubt into His body. As He hung 
upon that cross, Satan assaulted Him without mercy. He threw everything at Him until His body wrenched with the 
piercing pain of hell. He was unarmed, a willing target. He did this with a purpose for it was His plan to create a 
breach in Satan’s lines that would forever seal the enemy’s fate. There was no doubt now; picking up our swords we 
can now step through the breach and route the enemy. Jesus was crushed that we might have the victory! This will be 
our greatest day!
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Meditate: Most of us have a scar of two somewhere. Meditate today on the event that led up to that scar and how 
scars, those of Christ Jesus our Lord, are directly related to the most sacred of events in all of history.

Double-Minded Peace! (23:1-6)

“Surely goodness and love will follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever?” 

“Surely goodness and love shall follow me all the days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” 
These familiar words of the Twenty-third Psalm remind me of this: how important it is to be double–minded; a per-
son who is able to see in two directions at the same time when it comes to attitude. You know? You confront a terrible 
fear and that confrontation merely triggers the ability to overcome the fear and turn it into an opportunity. A failure 
may give you pause for a moment, but it eventually pushes you to find success. Sorrow will bring about a deep and 
satisfying joy. No matter how life presses on you, happiness is a matter of seeing beyond the sorrow.

Did you ever wonder why God sends sorrow into our lives? Wouldn’t life be just as happy if only good things hap-
pened? What is the purpose of the bad things anyway?

Here’s a thought from poet and playwright, William Adams Brown: “The peace of Christ is the peace of trust in the 
cause we serve, when service seems to fail of its end. It is the peace of confidence in God when all the forces of the 
universe seem working for ends that are not divine. It is the peace that can accept unexplained mysteries, which can 
bear heartbreaking sorrows, which can see natural instincts thwarted, holy aspirations unrealized, Christ–like pur-
poses broken off, and yet be unperturbed. It is the peace of an Apostle Paul, rejected by his countrymen. It is the 
peace of all those who have given their lives for causes too high and sacred for immediate success and who yet have 
been able to believe that even their failures were being overruled by God for good.” (Source unknown)

God has never promised blue skies and a path blanketed with flowers. He does promise us strength, however, to 
challenge each new day and rest from our labors when that day is done. When was the last time that you experienced 
peace without first overcoming pain? In that sense peace seems to be dependent on pain, doesn’t it? He promises 
unfailing sympathy, compassion, and understanding for the mistakes we make every day. These blessings are diffi-
cult to see unless we are of a mind to see beyond ourselves, to be double–minded in our present difficulties, worries, 
and woes. Although it is not a sin to recognize our problems, God wants us to confront them and rise above and be-
yond them to realize that the Good Shepherd stands guard over all these present difficulties. He is always there even 
when our sorrows stand between us and Him. Today may seem dark, dreary and hopeless. But, for a lamb of God, 
goodness and love are always waiting. It’s just a matter of looking beyond the darkness, into the light.

Meditate: Find a dark room in your house today and shut yourself in. As your eyes become accustomed to the near 
darkness, meditate on the presence of God in your life, even in the darkness of time and things that are just not work-
ing out.

Reassuring Light! (25:1-3)

“No one whose hope is in you will ever be put to shame, but they will be put to shame . . “ 

When I was a little boy I was afraid of the dark. When Mom and Dad put me to bed at night, because they knew that 
I had a fear of complete darkness, they left the door slightly ajar so that light from the rest of the house, filtering 
down the hallway, would spill through the crack and into my room.  What made that little sliver of light so reassur-
ing? In retrospect I know that it wasn’t the light that gave me comfort. No, it was the knowledge that if that light con-
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tinued to pour through that crack in the door, my parents were still awake and active in the rooms beyond mine. My 
hope was that if some monster in the closet or noise that went bump in the night was threatening, they would inter-
vene. My hope was in what was beyond the light. The light was only an indication that my hope was well-founded. 

Hope. How could we live without it? Yet things, like my door or that filtered light, are a poor foundation to put our 
hope in. Like my parents, our hopes need to be in someone not something.

Here’s a story. A number of years ago researchers performed an experiment to see the effect hope has on those under-
going hardship. Two sets of laboratory rats were placed in separate tubs of water. The researchers left one set in the 
water and found that within an hour they had all drowned. The other rats were periodically lifted out of the water 
and then returned. When that happened, the second set of rats swam for over 24 hours. Why? Not because they were 
given a rest, but because they suddenly had hope! Those animals somehow hoped that if they could stay afloat just a 
little longer, someone would reach down and rescue them. If hope holds such power for unthinking rodents, how 
much greater should is effect be on our lives. (Today in the Word, May, 1990, p. 34.)

I was able to get to sleep at night because I knew that my Dad and Mom were but a few feet down that bedroom 
hallway. The light would always reassure me of that. The presence of my parents was my best hope when I tried to 
get to sleep in that dark room. It’s the same for you and I as we travel through life, dwelling often in the darkness of 
this unknown hardship or that murky fear. We can try to put our trust in things like wealth, power or our own ability, 
but these, like that crack in the door, only beg for a power beyond. That power is God. When we understand that the 
things of this life are only mere indicators of a divine presence behind them, we can always rest assured that our 
hope is well founded. The hand of God will always be there to keep us from sinking into our own fear. He’s just 
down the hallway and, better yet, he never goes to bed.

Meditate: Surrounded by things its always a temptation to put our hope in them. Try clearing some of your things 
away today. Perhaps it’s time for a rummage sale. Find something today that you can give away. You may find that it 
was blocking the light of God all along.

Sovereign Presence! (37:8-9)

“Refrain from anger and turn from wrath; do not fret––it only leads to evil.” 

Recently I read about a medical study where doctors compared heart-pumping efficiencies among a group of men 
who were presented with several different physical and emotional tests. The group was divided into non-risk and at-
risk men. The at-risk group already possessing some coronary artery disease and the non-risk group having no symp-
toms of the disease. As it turns out, of all the tests administered, anger produced the most dramatic results in both 
groups, especially the at-risk group. When presented with situations producing anger, blood flow from the heart de-
creased radically. That meant less blood pumped to the tissues of the body as well as the heart. This decreased flow 
put the subjects at grave risk for heart attacks and other diseases. What left the doctors scratching their heads was 
this: Why was anger that much more potent than other emotions? And, why would it be more consuming of the heart 
than even fear? Ultimately, the only prescription based on the results that the doctors could make was best to “count 
to ten” before getting angry. (Spokesman-Review,)
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“Count to ten before you get angry!” It seems that not all the drugs and cures in the world are more effective in the 
long run than simply controlling your temper. Unfortunately, people who get angry have the tendency to rationalize 
the behavior as “uncontrollable.” They shrug their shoulders and admit their weakness, resigned to living with the 
“demons” as if it was some sort of incurable disease that only death would someday conquer.

Perhaps we can live with our tempers; but how about others? Maybe we have resigned ourselves to a life shortened 
by disease because a temper has created havoc within our heart, but how about those who bear our wrath? Should 
they resign themselves to being targets for the rest of their lives? Or, is their a cure for this dread disease that not only 
spares us but brings peace to others?

Another face of anger is “self.” When we submit to the temptation that our anger is not controllable, we submit to the 
sin of self-interest and not the interest of others. Temper must be recognized for what it is, a temptation to sin. And, 
like any temptation, it is avoidable if we take precautions. The reason for such behavior is not genetic, it is sin, pure 
and simple. Recognizing that our own physical and spiritual welfare is at stake as well as our relationship with others 
is the first step. Recognizing and believing that with God’s help (standing in His presence) we can control our anger, 
is the next step in the process of healing a bad temper. Count to ten? Perhaps this is the best prescription for ridding 
your life of an ill temper after all. By the time you get to three or four, it is likely that you will feel His hand on your 
shoulder already.

Meditate: Count to ten today backward from ten. Try doing this several times a day and, before you know it, you’ll 
be doing it every time you’re tempted to become angry.

Undone and Redone! (38:21)

“Oh Lord, do not forsake me; be not far from me, O my God.” 

Recently I had a crown installed on one of my molars. In the process of doing the work, the dentist created a space 
between the new crown and a nearby tooth that hadn’t existed before. Now, every time I chewed on that side of my 
mouth, the food would lodge itself in that convenient space and my gum would become very, very sore. After a 
number of weeks of eating, hurting, flossing repeatedly, I contacted the dentist’s office and asked if he could see me 
sometime soon. The receptionist asked me this question: “Mr. Brunner, are you in a lot of pain?” I told her the situa-
tion and explained to her that it had become so painful that I was having a difficult time eating at all. Expecting an 
appointment within a week or so, I was quite surprised when she told me that I could see the dentist by 2:15 that 
afternoon. What a shock! Same day dental service!

I went into the office with great anticipation. It had been months since I could eat properly. Stopping at the desk on 
the way in I expressed my gratitude to the dentist for seeing me so quickly. The receptionist smiled and answered 
rather matter-of-factly, “Well, you said you couldn’t eat.” Then it struck me. Just plain old inconvenience and mild 
discomfort could easily merit several week’s wait. And a cleaning? That could be months. Nevertheless, not being 
able to eat was an open door to same day service. It seems that to see the dentist same day you needed to be com-
pletely undone to be redone. In this case, the pain merited the gain.

Here’s a thought. John Donne, a 17th century poet, experienced great pain. He endured a long illness which sapped 
his strength almost to the point of death. In the midst of this illness, Donne wrote a series of devotions on suffering. 
In one of these, he considers a parallel: The sickness which keeps him in bed forces him to think about his spiritual 
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condition. Suffering gets our attention; it forces us to look to God, when otherwise we would just as well ignored 
Him. (Philip Yancey)

In Psalm 38 the psalmist writes: “O Lord, do not forsake me; be not far from me, O God” (Psalm 38:21). Was the 
Psalmist truly forsaken? Had God left him? Sometimes God leaves us for a time to empty us out, to undo us so com-
pletely that there is only one remedy for our pain and suffering–immediate attention. He has mercy on none but the 
wretched, receives none but the forsaken and helps none but the helpless. When we are thus, totally undone, that is 
when He does His best work. Sometimes it is blessed to be so undone in our sickness and pain. It means that He is 
close at hand, ready to help us–same day, divine service.

Meditate: The next time that you are ill take your Bible and set it near your bedside. It will be a reminder that, espe-
cially in illness, God is always near.

Masterpiece In The Making! (38:1-22)

“Come quickly to help me; O Lord my Savior.” 

When I was in the eighth grade I entered a watercolor in the local art fair and won a minor prize. It was a simple 
piece, a clump of birch against the backdrop of a lake. I worked at that painting for days to get it “good enough” for 
the fair. I laid down the first pale layer of watercolor. Starting with the background, I washed in the horizon and then 
plopped in the lake. At this point it was time to drop in the smallest details that required a steady hand and a whole 
lot of patience. Everything was going along pretty well until I got to that clump of birch trees, the focal point of the 
entire work. That’s when I failed to dab out my brush to rid it of extra water before dipping it into the black paint. 
The minute my brush touched the canvas my intended tiny dab of black became a big blotch right in the middle of 
the painting. The more I tried to fix my mistake, the more noticeable it had become. In essence, the painting had been 
ruined. Starting over had now become my only choice. Although it wasn’t fun, winning the award later on made it all 
worthwhile. I needed to start over completely.

It wasn’t easy throwing that first effort into the wastebasket after all the time I had spent on it, but I knew that it 
would never do. You know, sometimes that’s just what God does with us. He doesn’t look for the perfected and 
righteous man to work with; He looks for the sinner, the wretched, the sorrowful, and the sick. He looks for those 
who have tried but just didn’t get it right. 

Here’s a thought. Martin Luther wrote, “It’s the nature of God that He creates out of nothing; therefore God cannot 
make anything out of him who has not yet become nothing . . . Therefore God receives none but those who are for-
saken, restores health to none but those who are sick, gives sight to none but the blind, and life to none but the dead.” 
(The Seven Penitential Psalms, 1517. W.A. I. 183 f.)

When God takes your life and mine and throws it in the wastebasket and, seemingly, starts over, when He visits us 
with financial difficulties, illness, loneliness or grief, we shouldn’t feel that it’s a result of His scorn or indifference. 
Rather, we need to look at it this way: He needed to fix the mistakes in our lives to put them right and prepare us for 
doing the important work He has for us to do. When there’s a masterpiece in the making, the Master always gets it 
right, no matter how many times our imperfections cause Him to start over! In the end, the prize will be ours when 
His masterpiece is done.
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Meditate: Take you failures at the end of the day and write them down on a piece of paper. Then, crumple them up 
and toss them into the wastebasket. God will redeem what He wants to.

Priming The Mental Mill! (42:1)

“As the deer pants for streams of water, so my soul pants for you, O God.” 

I like to read. I subscribe to several different magazines and there is always a pile of books sitting on my, beside table. 
One of the things that I’ve noticed over the years is that you can really divide reading into two types. There are the 
articles written for pleasure and the story-telling books that you can plow through page by page and, when done, 
you’ve retained quite a bit of what you’ve read. Then there are those more scholarly articles and books; where each 
paragraph presents a thinking challenge or a new thought. Those articles and books can’t just be read. In a way you 
have to chew on each paragraph, rereading and rereading until finally a dim idea becomes lit and you can move on to 
the next para- graph. That type of reading has to be chewed thoroughly and not just eaten, so to speak.

Are you challenged to read God’s Word? Try chewing it well. The Bible is more than just a read; it’s a divine testimo-
ny.

Here’s a story: The following illustration from A Primer on Meditation points out what happens when the mind is 
direct- ed and focused on one thing: “M.A. Rosanoff, long associated with Thomas Edison, had worked with difficul-
ty for over a year to soften the wax of phonograph cylinders by altering their chemical constitution. The results were 
negative. Rosanoff relates how he mused night after night trying to ‘mentally cough up’ every theoretical and practi-
cal solution. ‘Then it came like a flash of lightning. Rosanoff stated: ‘I could not shut WAXES out of my mind, even in 
my sleep. Suddenly, through headache and daze, I saw the solution. The first thing the next morning, I was at my 
desk; and half an hour later I made a recording in a softened wax cylinder. This was the solution! I learned to think 
waxes, waxes, waxes, and the answer came without effort, although months of thought had gone into the mental 
mill.’” (Daily Bread.)

Meditation; some have called it the supreme discipline that every Christian needs to cultivate. Yet, it is the one tool 
that most Christians know the least about and employ very seldom. It reminds me of the story of the man who 
bought a sundial and then built a shelter around it to protect it. It kept the sundial dry but prevented it from showing 
the time. Have we kept the truths of the Bible warehoused inside the book by doing nothing more than reading 
them? The Bible was given to us as a divine guide and not a substitute FOR the divine. When we meditate on the 
Word, chewing it slowly giving it the opportunity to enlighten us and give us wisdom, we are led directly to the heart 
of God. It reveals Him to us in a way that nothing else can. As we ought to chew our food over and over again, so 
also the Word. Otherwise, it is merely reading and nothing more.

Meditate: The next time you take out your Bible to read God’s Word try chewing a piece of gum as your do. It may 
remind you of how that Word needs to be more than just a passing read.

Be Still And Know!  (46:10)

“Be still and know that I am God; I will be exalted among the nations, I will be exalted in the earth.” 

I’m a multi-tasker. I can spot one task on the horizon and begin planning for it while I have another in this hand, bal-
ancing another in the other. There are days when I get a real high out of managing one task on top of another. In a 
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way it’s sort of a game. Realistically, though, I get a lot done this way, although there is a certain amount of competi-
tive thrill in the process of getting a lot done in the shortest amount of time. While this does get a lot done, there is a 
downside to multi-tasking. When I take on a lot of tasks, I inevitably have a difficult time slowing down. It’s kind of 
like getting up a good head of steam. The pressure builds up and the only way to release that pressure is to just keep 
moving and keep doing. 

While this does get the work done, it seldom leaves time to collect my thoughts and find valuable downtime.

Here’s a story from Wynona Gordon: “Recently I had to take care of a friend’s 13 birds and was told that they would 
enjoy some ‘out of cage’ activity. So, I shut the door to the room, and opened all the cages. When it was time to get 
them all back inside, I made a count. Eleven birds in and two missing! Who’s missing? The one pair of green Linnies 
were gone! I searched for an hour; everything that I could move, under and around. They had to be in this room! 
What was I going to tell my friend? I called a neighbor to help me move the big stuff to see if they were behind or 
under something. Another hour passed and still no little green birds. Then, suddenly, those little rascals appeared, 
right in the exact place where we had all looked a dozen times. They were there all the time and we just hadn’t seen 
them. Praise God they were found. Sometimes we think we are seeking God and his will for us. We look here and 
there, up and down and sideways, but we are so busy looking that we fail to see. I hope I learned a lesson from these 
little creatures.” (Wynona Gordon)

The Bible says, “Be still and know that I am God . . .” (Ps. 46:10a) Being still is difficult for someone who is used to 
moving; isn’t it? We multi-task and often look beyond what is needed, ahead of what is important. We lose precious 
moments because we’re too busy seizing them to understand where they came from and how they could be filled. 
Today would be a good day to practice stillness. Take a break for the busy and find ten minutes to share in silence 
with God. Who knows? Perhaps He’s just waiting to bless us if only we’d slow down long enough to find out. Things 
go wrong everyday in most people’s lives. Something will probably go wrong in yours today. When that happens sit 
very still and wait for your blood pressure to return to normal; then go on with you life. God is in control.

Meditate: Things go wrong everyday in most people’s lives. Something will probably go wrong in yours today. When 
that happens sit very still and wait for your blood pressure to return to normal; then go on with you life. God is in 
control.

The Blessings of Peace!  (49:1-20)

“A man who has riches without understanding is like the beasts that perish.” 

Did you ever think about what life would be like if there was no peace? I don’t mean life without the taint of war or 
the ever present threat of some violent act. These things are always with us, as the Bible correctly points out. I mean a 
different kind of peace, the peace of God. God blesses our lives richly and daily with so many blessings that we can 
hardly begin to count all of them. Chief among these is the blessing of peace, the peace that puts us on good terms 
with our neighbors, allows us to pass safely through an intersection, keeps our homes secure from the weather, and 
brings rain and sun to our crops and forests. Without this tangible peace, our lives would be unsure, even fearful. Yet, 
when was the last time that you thanked God for peaceful surroundings? In fact, when was the last time that you 
even recognized the fact that your surroundings were peaceful?
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Here’s a story: Many years ago, as the story is told, a devout king was disturbed by the ingratitude of his royal court. 
He prepared a large banquet for them. When the king and his royal guests were seated, by prearrangement, a beggar 
shuffled into the hall, sat down at the king’s table, and gorged himself with food. Without saying a word, he then left 
the room. The guests were furious and asked permission to seize the tramp and tear him limb from limb for his in-
gratitude. The king replied, “That beggar has done only once to an earthly king what each of you does three times 
each day to God. You sit there at the table and eat until you area satisfied. Then you walk away without recognizing 
God, or expressing one word of thanks to Him.” (Source unknown)

Ingratitude shows a spiritual immaturity. Babies don’t always appreciate what parents do for them. Their concern is 
not what you did for me yesterday, but what are you doing for me today. The past is meaningless as is the future. 
Mature Christians, however, should be focused on what God has done for them yesterday, today and tomorrow. We 
don’t deserve God’s blessings; yet He wants to give them to us despite our ingratitude. We exploit Him for His 
goodness and He returns our scorn with blessings. May not a day go by in our lives when we are not moved to thank 
and praise Him for the peace of His protection, provision, and bounty! Yes, it is also good to pray for the end to war 
and violence. These things are not a part of God’s plan. They are the result of sin. It is even more important to pray 
for God’s peace in our lives. Give thanks to the Lord, for He is good. In His mercy He has given us not only eternal 
peace, but a peaceful existence here on earth.

Meditate: Give some thought occasionally to the peace of God that surrounds your life daily. Sure, there are times 
when the gales of life are blowing hard around us, but how often are they never more than gentle breezes? O give 
thanks.

A Parking Spot in Heaven! (51:12)

“Restore to me the joy of your salvation and grant me a willing spirit, to sustain me.” 

What motivates you? Why do you go to work every day? What causes you to get out of a warm bed where you may 
have been dreaming contentedly and plant those feet down on the hard floor ready to launch into another day? I am 
an early riser, usually getting out of bed anywhere between 4:50 and 5:00 AM most mornings. I know what motivates 
me on the 5:00 am mornings; it’s the clanging of the alarm clock on my bedside table. That’s pretty much all the mo-
tivation I need. Like Pavlov’s dogs, the sound of that incessant beeping can cut through even the deepest of sleeps 
and pierce even the most contented dreaming. But what about those mornings when I awake before the alarm; when 
I groggily peer over the mounded pillow, blinking at the digital time keeper and wondering “should I?” or 
“Shouldn’t I?”

“Should I?” usually wins out for me. Not because of some moral compulsion or notion of the early bird catching the 
worm. My motivation at 4:50 AM is purely utilitarian. I know that if I don’t get to the office before 7:50, I won’t get a 
parking space within two blocks of my office building. My mind works that way. Eyes open, mind begins to grind 
and a picture of parking lanes bounces into my bleary view. The feet automatically bolt to the floor and, I flip on the 
old bifocals and am ready to “rock and roll.” Motivated by convenience and the reward of that precious parking 
space, I find that I am easily motivated to expend the extra ten minutes of sleep each morning.

Motivation. It’s intriguing what motivates some people will often do little to motivate others. For example, there’s the 
teenager who loses a contact lens while playing basketball in his driveway. After a fruitless search, he tells his mother 
the lens was nowhere to be found. Undaunted, she goes outside and in a few minutes returned with the lens in her 
hand. “I really looked hard for that, Mom,” says the youth. “How’d you manage to find it?” “It’s easy,” his mother 
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replies. “We weren’t looking for the same thing. You were looking for a small piece of plastic. I was looking for $150.” 
(Source Unknown.)

Looking for happiness in life but find that it is always just an arm’s out-of-reach? Perhaps it isn’t a matter of the goal 
but of the seeking. If we seek happiness in the day, its pleasures and promises, we will most likely find ourselves 
sleeping through the spiritual alarm that God puts in every Christian’s heart. True happiness is not how we seize the 
day or win the prize. True happiness rests solely in a Christian’s ability to remain thankful that the goal is already 
won and the day was seized long ago by the man from Calvary. This is the best motivation for getting out of bed 
every morning because we freely will it by Him. Having already saved a parking spot for us in heaven, our motiva-
tion to get there is secured.

Meditate: If you use an alarm try remembering every time that it goes off that there is a better reason for getting up 
today; that reason being, God is waiting to help you win the day.

A Dose! (53:2)

“Restore to me the joy of your salvation and grant me a willing spirit, to sustain me.” 

I’m on a diet and have been doing pretty good. Since I have very bad knees I was motivated to lose the weight mak-
ing it easier to walk and work with less weight to burden me down. I shrunk a couple of waist sizes; which goes a 
long way to boosting the ego when you’re in your late fifties. Consequently, lately I’ve been feeling good about how I 
look. I even caught myself looking in the mirror the other day noticing that there really is such a thing as an “ab” 
muscle. All of that self-adulation came to a screeching halt however last weekend. I leaned over the tractor seat to 
dump a load of leaves I had in the trailer behind me. As I bent down to press the dump lever I felt a rib pop out of 
place. The next day I was wearing a corset that Holly had ferreted a way, just to keep the rib in place. Now when I 
prance in front of the bathroom mirror the corset pushes out that roll of flab still inhabiting my midsection. It ob-
scures the “Abs” I thought I had seen and, quite frankly, brought this aging guy back down to earth. A little dose of 
reality can be quite sobering.

I thought I had achieved my weight loss goal. In truth, I still have a long way to go and now I know it.

Here’s a thought from Os Hillman: Recently I had the opportunity to invite a friend to a conference. “Are you coming 
to the conference?” I asked my friend. “I really don’t understand why I should come to this. How can I really 
benefit?” was his response. At that moment, I realized that I was wasting my time with this man with whom I had 
invested much throughout his Christian walk. He was often like a roller coaster, up one minute, down the next. “You 
simply aren’t hungry enough,” I commented to my friend. I walked away wondering what could destroy someone’s 
willingness to become more, better or improved? Could it be that they’re already as good as it gets? Now, that’s a 
humbling thought. (Os Hillman)

Whenever someone must always rationalize and examine whether the things of God are beneficial to them, you 
know that they are not hungry enough for God lacking the faith to do the right thing. God is looking for men and 
women who hunger to know Him. When we believe that we know all we need to know, we are in a dangerous place. 
God has placed men and women in the Body of Christ who have had different experiences and gifts that can be help-
ful in our own spiritual pilgrimages. It requires humility of heart to realize that we can learn from others. We can eas-
ily rationalize our business pressures and time commitments to discount such opportunities. In the end, however, we 
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need to be realistic about who we are and what God want us to be. And, don’t worry! When we lose perspective God 
will see to it that a little dose of reality will be coming our way. And, that can be quite sobering.

Meditate: You and I get hungry every day. The next time you feel those hunger pains for a burger or a soda, try redi-
recting your thoughts to God and His menu for our salvation. You may begin to salivate for Heaven like you never 
did before.

Plowing Along In Peace! (55:22)

“Cast you cares on the Lord and he will sustain you; he will never let the righteous fall.” 

Why are some able to find peace in the worst of situations, while others become frantic when even the little things in 
life confront us? The dog pack here at Beech Springs may hold a clue to part of the answer. A pack of dogs is normally 
a peaceful thing; that is until someone breaches a pack rule. Then, BAM! Someone looked at someone else the wrong 
way or an imaginary territorial line has been breached. Then, before you know it, a growl can easily become a bark. 
For the most part, our pack plows along in peace because one of us take the opportunity when tensions rise to step 
between the offended dogs. It keeps the peace even when peace has been breached.

Life’s like that for you and I sometimes. We’re cruising along peacefully and then, BAM; conflicts rear their ugly 
heads and no peace can be found.

Here’s a story: A new submarine that being tested and it had to remain submerged beneath the ocean’s surface for a 
long time. While the submarine was submerged for its test, a powerful storm passed through the area, causing a great 
deal of damage. When the submarine returned to harbor, the head of the team that was evaluating the submarine 
asked the captain, “How did that terrible storm affect you?” The captain looked at the man in surprise and ex-
claimed, “Storm? We didn’t know there was one!” The reason for the captain’s surprise was that his submarine had 
been so far submerged that it reached the area known to sailors as “the cushion of the sea.” Although a storm’s high 
winds may whip the surface into huge waves, the waters in the “cushion” are not even stirred. So while vessels up 
above were being subjected to turmoil and damage, the submarine down below was not affected. It remained safely 
in the “cushion.” (Author Unknown)

When we cast our cares upon the Lord, even during difficult times, He is there to provide us with peace. But like the 
submarine, we need to take certain actions if we are to receive the benefits of that peace. A life focused on YOURSELF 
and YOUR problems puts circumstances between you and God. However, a life focused on GOD puts HIM between 
you and your circumstances. Protect your mind from damaging waves of frustration, worry and despair. The next 
time you are facing one of life’s frequent storms, find a comfortable chair and sink into it and stay there for a brief 
time. While your body relaxes, remind yourself how God is able to comfort you in the same way if only you ask Him. 
Storms will still come and go. But as you’re cushioned by God’s grace, as others sink and flounder, you’ll be plowing 
along in peace. The progress may be slow, but it will never lack direction or focus because God’s furrows are straight 
and true.

Meditate: The next time you are facing one of life’s frequent storms, find a comfortable chair and sink into it and stay 
there for a brief time. While your body relaxes, remind yourself how God is able to comfort you in the same way if 
only you ask.
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Pounding On God! (59:8)

“But you, O Lord, laugh at them; you scoff at all those nations.”

My son Daniel really doesn’t have much of a temper. I can count on one hand the times I’ve seen him that upset. But, 
when he loses it–well, he loses it. I remember years ago when I walked into a room where he and his older sister 
Rachel had just had a pretty serious disagreement. Danny was mad and Rachel was egging him on. He started swing-
ing and it was time for Dad to step in between them. I looked down at little Dan as he pounded his tiny four-year-old 
fists against my leg. He beat and beat until he suddenly realized that I wasn’t crying out for mercy. I couldn’t help but 
laugh. It wasn’t long before he laid aside his little fists and walked off in a huff.

In some ways that’s like the way God views OUR attempts to take Him on when we think were right.  

Here’s a story I heard from a Virginia preacher: In the mid-’70s, I was called upon to testify before the Supreme Court 
of the state of Virginia. This was all about the abortion debate. Those who were pro-choice got up and talked about 
prenatal birth control. I scratched my foolish head and said, “What on earth is prenatal birth control?” It’s another 
term for abortion. When they talked about post-contraceptive conception, I thought, “What on earth is that?” When 
you read through all the language, you find out that all these people are doing is hiding the truth. God holds that in 
derision. In other words, said my preacher friend, God laughs at such lies and so should we.

God holds in derision every attempt mankind has to ridicule God. That’s common these days. Our first amendment 
rights here in the United States give everybody the opportunity to say almost anything. Isn’t it interesting that both 
politicians and newspaper people and television people and pornographers and anybody who prints anything--it 
seems one of their favorite targets is God. Always. Slandering God. Stand-up comics. Sit-com’s. It’s all an attempt of 
mankind to trivialize God. What’s God’s response to that? God could microwave them immediately, but He doesn’t 
do that because He’s slow to anger and full of compassion and mercy. From God’s perspective, our petty attempts to 
defame Him, to pound up on Him, are laughable. Like little Dan, the harder we pound, the more He laughs. 

Try never using the word “awesome” unless you are describing something God has done. It will give you a perspec-
tive of God that may just prevent you from ever being tempted to “pound up” on our Heavenly Father. Pounding up 
on God is futile; He’s so much bigger, so much more awesome than our little fists.

Meditate: Try never using the word “awesome” unless you are describing something God has done.

Make Book on This! (73:21-26)

“My flesh and my heart may fail, but God is the strength of my heart and my portion forever.”

I’ve come to the realization over time that there simply are no “sure-things” in this life. Hope as hard as you will, 
there are just too many cause and effects that remain hidden from view, difficult to see coming. The harder you try to 
rely on something, the more likely it is that someday, somehow, it will let you down. Nevertheless, our hearts contin-
ue to search for that one thing that can’t fail, will never disappoint, and will always be as advertised. As much as we 
hope that it’s happiness and contentment at the end of the search, it’s inevitable that eventually we will experience 
pain and find unwelcome suffering.

Here’s a thought from Gerald Sittser: “Two years ago, I wrote a book about suffering. I’ve received many letters from 
people who wanted to tell me their own stories of suffering. One woman, Mary, was in a terrible automobile accident 
when she was only five years old. Her grandmother, aunt, and only sibling-a younger brother-were killed. She, the 
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only survivor, was trapped for more than an hour before an emergency crew could get her out. Mary forgot the acci-
dent, but the memory of it did not forget her. She was married in her 20’s and had a baby. When her little son reached 
the age of her brother at the time of his death, the memories flooded back. She had a nervous breakdown but the ex-
perience set her on a journey of pain, healing, and redemption at the time of her letter. She concluded her letter by 
admitting she would never have chosen what had happened to her but came to realize over time that her suffering 
had a good effect. It served God’s redemptive purpose. She understood the tension in which Christians must live–the 
tension between human weakness and God’s strength, life’s afflictions and God’s plan, suffering and spiritual victory. 
Mary embraced suffering so that God’s life could fill her up, under the shadow of the cross. (Gerald Sittser)

Suffering is undoubtedly the one sure thing that every Christian can count on. Living under the shadow of the cross, 
that’s inevitable. The wonderful thing about our suffering however, it will never end in loss. We’ve the sure promise 
that throughout our suffering God will never forsake us. Suffering is in His plan but redemption is the folder, in 
which that plan is kept. Failing, and succumbing to the weight of our crosses, is not in God’s plan. Rather, each time 
we fall under the weight of a cross, we can count on the fact that God has placed His Son beside us to pull us back up 
again. Each one of us is slotted to win in the end. Any man who puts his trust in God will never be put to shame. 
That, you can make book on!

Meditate: Put a sticky note up on your microwave today. Write: “I won today because I live in grace.”

Addiction! (73:21)

“My flesh and heart may fail, but Go is the strength of my heart and my portion forever” 

All of us live with some addiction. Addictive behavior is commonplace even though it usually manifests itself in 
small things, like how you might sequentially eat food from your dinner plate or whether you brush your teeth be-
fore or after your morning shower. Psychologists agree that some degree of addictive behavior is good. It keeps us in 
safe routines and may overcome low levels of anxiety, even helping individuals to retain important value systems. 
Some addictions come and go with maturity. As a young boy I loved to scrapbook, especially anything that had to do 
with the Green Bay Packers or the Wisconsin Badger football teams. I would wait anxiously as my Dad read the Sun-
day Sports Section and then attack it with scissors to cut out the Badger game pictures and commentary. The same 
thing would happen with the Monday paper after a Sunday Packer game. For nearly a decade I was faithful to my 
addiction. However, with the passage of time and maturity, my interest waned and the habit faded away.

Unfortunately, some addictions go far beyond the mundane. Drinking, drugs, sexual behavior and a long list of other 
addictions lead to financial loss, broken marriages, even ruined health. How far some will go to meet the impulse of 
their addictions is sometimes amazing.

Here’s a story. Hard as it is to believe, this is a true story as reported in a recent Las Vegas, Nevada newspaper. A lady 
and her husband were playing the slots side by side. As the evening went along they both had little luck until the 
husband began to win on his slot machine. He began to play that machine all the faster. Suddenly he slumped over 
the lever as he made one last pull. He suffered a massive heart attack and fell forward against the machine, gasping 
for breath. As he gasped and cried out for help his wife called 911. When the medics arrived they found that the lady 
had simply pushed her husband out of the way, straddled both machines and continued gambling, oblivious even as 
the medics tried to revive her husband to no avail. (Source unknown.)
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Most addictions are founded first on cravings leading to habitual behavior that, for many, is sometimes without 
bounds. Of course, this is unfortunate, even tragic. Think about this, however, what if you and I so craved the pres-
ence and council of our Heavenly Father that we began to make prayer, Bible study and worship so habitual, so satis-
fying that we just couldn’t go a day without it. It certainly would overcome anxiety and, without a doubt, lead to a 
system of values that would serve us well, from here to eternity.

Meditate: Some habits, like prayer, meditation, daily worship and study in God’s Word, are bound to become habitu-
al if only we practiced with regularity and the expectation that these habits would, if so practiced, someday become 
addictive.

Is It Time Yet! (75:1-10)

“We give thanks to you O God, we give thanks, for your Name is near, men tell of your wonderful deeds.” 

Time. Most children have a very difficult time understanding the concept of “now” and “later.” Time is always now 
when we’re little. Children live in the now and have little understanding of the later and often find it difficult to work 
within the bounds that we adults set on it. “It’s time for bed!” We call out as the evening slips into night. But to a 
child it is only time to be doing what he or she is presently doing.

Here’s a story: Years ago when our daughter Rachie was very little, she was helping me transplant little trees to the 
front yard. I put her in charge of watering each tree since she was too little to help dig. Off we went into our woods to 
find just the right trees. Finally we found a small one, no bigger than four feet high. It was just about the size of 
Rachel and she became excited. “Should we dig this one Daddy?” As I began to dig, I could tell that she was getting 
antsy. It wasn’t long before she asked, “Can I water it now?” “No!” I said. “I have to dig it out first. Then you can 
water it.” After about ten minutes or so, the root ball extracted, I picked up the little tree and Rachel and I trudged off 
to replant it elsewhere. Spot selected, I started digging the new hole. I had laid the little tree down next to the spot 
and within a few minutes I heard sprinkles behind me. Rachel was watering the tree before I put it in the hole. “Not 
yet, honey. First let me get the tree in the hole.” Finally she helped me lift it into the hole. “Can I water it now?” she 
pleaded. “No, not yet. First let Daddy put some dirt back in. Then you can water it.” Finally, ground in place, Rachel 
watered her tree.

How like little Rachel you and I are sometimes, balancing our timing against God’s. His perspective of time is not 
often one we share. We ask for a blessing or a gift and don’t receive it in the “allotted” time and we’re disappointed, 
even mad at God. We look longingly to the skies in the shadow of our Heavenly Father’s grace and ask impatiently, 
“Is it time yet?” We ask because, like little Rachel, it is what we like and want. Here’s something that might help you 
balance your time. Write down the name of some task that you feel is nearly impossible to do. When you’re finished 
take a look at it and think about how hard or painful it might be to get that task done. Then crumple it up and throw 
it away. When you do this daily it won’t be long before you begin to build up a trust in God’s perfect timing to get all 
impossible tasks done. It will also help you to build up a new regard as to what might be better for you based on 
God’s perfect timing. When God is ready, He will do it; not necessarily when we like it but when He deems it is the 
right time. Taking matters into our own hands will only result in delays and wrong turns.

Meditate: Write down the name of some task that you feel is nearly impossible to do. Take a look at it and then crum-
ple it up and throw it away. Do this daily.
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No Alligators, But! (84:12)

“O Lord Almighty, blessed is the man who trusts in you.”

Have you ever taken some bad advice? You know, “Don’t worry. I’m sure there enough oil in the engine. Besides, we 
can check it when we’re done.” And then, well, you know what happens. It isn’t long before you feel like kicking 
yourself because there WASN’T enough oil in the engine after all. You relied on advice that was only half right. Sure, 
you can check the oil later, but now would be a much better time. In fact, you tell yourself, now is always the right 
time to do the right thing.

Oh if only the advice that we got every day from those who seem to care were always 100% true!

Here’s a story: It was a hot summer day. Jason, a visitor from the city, wanted to take a cool swim in the river. “Are 
there any alligators in this river?” he asked a local man who was fishing from the river bank. “No, not a single one,” 
assured the fisherman. Jason was still disturbed. There seemed to be some gray forms beneath the water’s surface, 
moving in circles. So he asked the fisherman, “If there are no alligators here, what are those gray forms I see? Are you 
sure there are no alligators?” “Certainly,” replied the fisherman, “there are no alligators down there. Those gray 
forms you see are sharks that have chased the alligators away.” (William Moses Tidwell, “Pointed Illustrations.”)

Often we rely on advice about life from those who know only part of our needs as people, or we seek relief from 
pressures and problems by turning to material possessions and ways to have fun. Either route is like swapping alliga-
tors for sharks. The real, underlying issues in our lives are neglected, and therefore grow worse, while we end up 
with disappointment, more possessions and less money. It’s really a matter of where we place our trust. Turn to the 
one dependable source that has your best interests at heart. That one source is God Himself, the Creator of all that 
exists; who loved you enough to sacrifice His son just for you. God also loved you enough to provide His word, the 
Bible, to guide you and help you through the good times, as well as the bad. 

Don’t be too free with your advice and, don’t be too free to take it either. Before giving or receiving advice it is always 
advisable to check with God first. Ask Him to bless it and eliminate the alligators and sharks first. So test your ac-
tions, your opinions and your decisions by His Word. He’s the only one with reliable advice about the alligators and 
the sharks as well as the water that awaits those who look to heaven for their help.

Meditate: Don’t be too free with your advice and, don’t be too free to take it either. Before giving or receiving advice 
it is always advisable to check with God first. Ask Him to bless it and eliminate the alligators and sharks first.

Got a Second? (90:12)

“Teach us to number our days aright, that we may gain a heart of wisdom.”

Did you know, according to U.S. News and World Report, that in a lifetime (estimated to be about 27,375 days) the 
average American will spend over 12% of that time (3,340 days) doing the following: sitting at stoplights, opening 
junk mail, looking for misplaced objects, standing in line and unsuccessfully returning phone calls. That’s a sobering 
thought, isn’t it; that over one out of ten days spent in an average lifetime is time pretty much wasted? I was thinking 
about that U.S. News article the other day as I was waiting in a checkout line at a local food store. As the seconds and 
minutes ticked away, I began to reflect on how, in my lifetime, I’ve already spent over 6% of my life waiting in line 
someplace (at least according to U.S. News). Wow! That’s a whole lot of time I could have been doing something else. 
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Yet, was that so bad? I mean, did I gain anything at all by standing around doing nothing? I was still thinking about 
that bizarre thought when my turn to unload the cart finally came and my “time” was up. (Survey of 6000 people 
polled in 1988, U.S. News and World Report, Jan 30, 1989, p. 81.)

How important is time to God? How does He want us to value time and how does He use it for His purposes?

Here’s a cute story: A man was praying to God. He said, “God?” After a brief silence God responded, “Yes, I am 
here?” And the guy said, “Can I ask a question?” Quickly God answered, “Of course, go right ahead, you can ask me 
anything you wish,” was God’s reply. The man boldly asked: “God, what’s a million years to you?” “A million?” God 
said, “Well, a million years to me is nothing more than a second.” The man scratched his chin and responded with a 
smile. “Hmmm, I was wondering . . . “He stopped and then continued, “God, what’s a million dollars worth to you?” 
“A million dollars?” God laughed. “Well, to me a million dollars is no more valuable than a penny.” So the man said, 
“God, can I have a penny?” To which God cheerfully replied, “Sure!! Just a second.” (Author Unknown)

What’s time to God? Well, time is God’s creation into which He has inserted his prized creation, you and I. He has 
authority over it as He does over us. Since He told us to “number our days” so that we might grow in wisdom, he 
knew we would require something by which to express the number of our days as; and that is time. Time is the gift 
by which we know we are growing in wisdom. We can look back on it or forward to it. And, just the same, we can 
rest in the  shadow of time at the moment. While God doesn’t want us to waste time, He also doesn’t want us need-
lessly fill it with busyness in such a way as to never have time to BE what He created us FROM in the first place, 
nothing. Besides, sometimes doing nothing is the best time to DO something with God. He has the time if you’re will-
ing to spend it.

Meditate: Besides, sometimes doing nothing is the best time to DO something with God. He has the time if you’re 
willing to spend it.

Impossible Odds? (91:15)

“He will call upon me, and I will answer him; I will be with him trouble, I will deliver him and honor him.”

Cold feet! We’ve all been warned about getting cold feet from time to time. The image of the young groom standing 
at the altar with a line of groomsmen standing behind him, sweating, uneasy and, as many might be thinking at that 
moment, getting a bad case of last minute cold feet. I can personally attest to the feeling myself. Although it didn’t 
affect me at the altar, I can remember getting cold feet more than once waiting for a job interview. It seems to start 
when we begin to fumble with the odds in our minds. What are the odds of succeeding? What is the likelihood of 
saying       something wrong? Maybe I wore the wrong tie? But this old adage has always helped me make it through 
those sweaty moments, “If you want to cure cold feet, the best doctor is you.” It gets me through every time.

While it’s natural to get cold feet from time to time, as a Christian it’s not natural to let that deter us from action.

Here’s a story from Lynne Atlin: “I was drifting off to sleep when I heard chattering. I followed the noise to the        
bathroom. There, sitting smugly, were my cats: Henry and BJ. About a foot in front of them stood a tiny little mouse 
with his front arms and paws out toward them in a fighting stance, much like a boxer might face his opponent. His 
long tail stood straight out behind him as his loud and challenging chatter continued. His lips were rolled back ex-
posing his sharp minute fangs. This little guy had courage with a capital C! If he was being taken out, he wasn’t go-
ing without a fight. Suddenly the cats spied me in the doorway. BJ took flight past my leg while Henry made a move 
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for the mouse, who in turn grabbed him by the mouth and bit him. As Henry leapt back I threw a towel over the 
mouse and gently picked him up. Carrying him downstairs and outside I released him to live and enjoy, another 
day.” (Lynne Phipps Atlin)

While it’s natural to get cold feet, we can’t let that stop us from standing firm amidst overwhelming, even seemingly 
impossible odds. The reason is that God has promised us that He would never abandon us; that He would always 
support us no matter what. The Bible makes it clear that God is always attentive to the calls of those who love and 
trust him. And he promises to answer us; to be with us in times of trouble, to deliver us and honor us. So, the next 
time the odds seem to be against you remember the story of this courageous little mouse and challenge your oppo-
nent whoever or whatever it may be by calling out in faith to God. Cold feet and the inability to be comfortable with 
life’s threats, is natural. The next time you hesitate and life knocks you down write yourself a prescription for over-
coming. Before you know it, you’ll be back on your feet, cold or not.

Meditate: When putting your socks on in the morning remind yourself of how God’s Word can keep you from get-
ting cold feet when life presents its problems.

Hand On The Back of Our Necks! (91:15)

“He will call upon me, and I will answer him; I will be with him trouble, I will deliver him and honor him.”

It’s been said, “Any coward can praise God, but it takes a man of valor to obey Him.” Over the years Holly and I 
have raised four children and, without a doubt, the most difficult thing that we’ve had to do is to ask any of our chil-
dren to be willing to stand alone when others choose the easy way out. I know that my son Dan has heard this phrase 
many times. We’ve often talked about the tremendous difference between believing and doing. There was a situation 
recently where Dan had to stick his neck out, so to speak, for a friend. He had to take the lead in a situation that was 
uncomfortable, even objectionable for him. But, stick his neck out he did. I know that he was pleased to have made 
the effort once the risk had been taken and over; but, nonetheless, he did feel vulnerable throughout the experience. 
As he discovered, the farther you stick your neck out, the easier it is for risk to chop it off.

How vulnerable ought we to allow ourselves to be as Christians? Is there no amount of risk we should take?

Here’s a story: The Prussian king Frederick the Great was widely known as an agnostic. By contrast, General Von 
Zealand, one of his most trusted officers, was a devout Christian. Thus it was that during a festive gathering the king 
began making crude jokes about Christ until everyone was rocking with laughter–all but Von Zealand, that is. Finally, 
he arose and addressed the king: “Sire, you know I have not feared death. I have fought and won many battles for 
you. I am an old man; I shall soon have to go into the presence of One greater than you, the mighty God who saved 
me from my sin, the Lord Jesus Christ whom you are blaspheming. I salute you, sire, as an old man who loves his 
Savior, on the edge of eternity.” The place went silent, and with a trembling voice the king replied, “General Von Zea-
land–I beg your pardon! I beg your pardon!” And with that the party quietly ended. (Today In The Word)

Psalm 91:15 states: “He will call upon me, and I will answer him; I will be with him in trouble, I will deliver him and 
honor him.’” This divine promise of security and favor can’t be broken. Our God is faithful and as He promises you 
and I that when we are willing to risk even our lives for His honor, He will not hide His face from us. He will smile 
upon us and secure us. It’s never easy to take uncomfortable risks for the sake of love, love anchored in our obedi-
ence and faithfulness to Christ and His commission to each of us to love as He loved, even unto death. But when you 
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and I are willing, like General Von Zealand, to risk all, even stick our necks out uncomfortably far for the sake of 
Christ’s honor, we can be sure of one thing; His hand will always rest securely on the back of our exposed necks.

Meditate: Patting someone on the neck, massaging it or just holding it for a second, can be very comforting. How 
does that feel when someone touches your neck?

One Step Closer To Tomorrow! (92:14-15)

“They will still bear fruit in old age, they will stay fresh and green, proclaiming, ‘The Lord is upright; he is my Rock, and there is 
no wickedness in him.’”

I’ve got bad knees. They need to be replaced, but I’d like to wait a few years for that. I was out working in the yard 
this past weekend, getting on and off the tractor a lot. Instead of walking the way I used to, I’m using the tractor in-
creasingly to get me from here to there. There are even times that I have used the tractor to drive up to the mailbox to 
get the mail. However, yesterday, as I was pulling up to the garage, I spied the mailman drive by up on the highway. 
I turned the tractor in that direction, intending to save the walk up to the road. Then it hit me–is it over for me and 
these legs? A sobering thought. I reflected for a moment as I watched the mail carrier disappear down the road. “No!” 
I thought. “I’m going to walk up there and fetch the mail. The final chapter hasn’t been written on these knees yet.”

Every day you and I get a little bit older and closer to tomorrow. How will we know when it’s time to stop?

Here’s a story: The world’s largest weathervane is located in Whitehorse, Yukon. With a length of 64 feet 5.5 inches 
and a wingspan of 95 feet, this weathervane swivels around at the top of a pedestal, always faithfully pointing into 
the wind. The world’s largest weathervane it an actual DC-3 aircraft built in August 1942, during World War II, and 
its first      mission was to transport goods into India and China. After the war it flew many routes throughout Cana-
da, especially in the Yukon with a total flying time of 31,581 hours! It’s usefulness appeared to end, however, one fate-
ful day in November 1970, when it crashed. It wasn’t until seven years later that the Yukon Flying Club undertook 
the task of restoring the plane and it’s now mounted on its pedestal to forever show the citizens of Whitehorse what 
direction the wind is blowing. It would seem that despite the crash, the usefulness of this particular DC-3 carries on! 
(Rob Chaffart)

Reflecting on this, I realize that once someone retires from active duty, the “golden years” sometimes turn out to be 
stale and lifeless. But they don’t have to be! We stop because we think it’s time to stop. Our usefulness is only over 
when we let it be over! Usefulness is not restricted by age. Rather it’s lack of determination and willingness that re-
stricts          usefulness at any age! The knees may be going, but the willingness to make the walk despite the pain is 
what really keeps us young. It’s a good feeling knowing that God isn’t done with me yet; and, perhaps, He never will 
be.

You and I live in a culture that worships youth and denigrates age.  Growing old is an opportunity, not a curse. Age is 
nothing more than an expanded opportunity for God to use you and I more and better than He has ever done before.

Meditate: You and I live in a culture that worships youth and denigrates age. This is not so in Eastern cultures, but it 
is largely in the West. Growing old is an opportunity, not a curse. Age is nothing more than an expanded opportunity 
for God to use you and I more. 

Holy! Holy! Holy! (93:5)
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“Your statutes are firm; holiness adorns your house for endless days, O Lord.”

It rained again yesterday and that means our back deck where we let the dogs out is wet. Mind you it isn’t flooded or 
by any means impassible. The path to the dog run at the far end of the deck is wide and passable, although damp.       
Nevertheless, neither Frodo nor Sammy will negotiate the 20-foot walk to the ramp leading down to the run. It’s 
comical just watching them lift one little furry paw and then another in an effort to avoid a wet spot. The way they 
pause, hesitate and then backtrack would make you think that they were walking on hot coals or something. There’s 
just something about a damp deck that makes these dogs think that they can’t withstand the evil properties of a little 
water on wood. You have to wonder how the same dogs that can jump into Noname Creek behind the house and 
scurry across unscathed can’t tolerate a mere film of water on a deck.

In a way, our relationship with God is like that damp deck. God wants a personal relationship with you and I; He 
wants to cover us with His grace. But we can’t even stand in His holiness for an instant or we might be blinded by its 
perfection.

Here’s a story: Once, as an experiment, the great scientist Isaac Newton stared at the image of the sun reflected in a 
mirror. Newton was transfixed by the image and, against his better wisdom, spent minutes rather than seconds look-
ing into the mirror. After a short time the brightness burned into his retina, and he suffered temporary blindness. He 
closed all of the shutters to create as much darkness as possible as his eyes were sensitive to even the slightest light. 
Even after he hid for three days behind closed shutters, still the bright spot of the sun would not fade from his vision. 
Every time he closed his eyes it was there, even in the complete blankness of no sight at all. Eventually Newton re-
covered his eyesight fully. If he had stared even a few minutes longer, he might have lost his vision altogether. (Au-
thor unknown.)

There’s a parable here and it helps illustrate a picture of the holiness of God. The Lord of the Universe is holy, holy 
and even more holy. You and I live under, in and with God’s holiness. Just as my dogs prance and hesitate when con-
fronted with a mere, damp deck, how can we expect to live up to God’s holy expectations for us? He asks us to not 
only touch His holiness, He expects us to embrace it and be covered by it. Approaching our Holy Father on our own 
would result in certain destruction. But coming to the Father in Christ gives us the ability to cross not only the shal-
lows of our faith but also to cross even the deepest waters of spiritual separation from God; His holiness–in Christ, 
our confidence. 

Meditate: If you’ve ever seen orthodox Jews touching the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem with solemnity, try using that 
same touch when you open the cover of your Bible today. Your are touching the most Holy of Holies. Amen! 

Check Your Spiritual Pockets! (94:12-15)

“Blessed is the man you discipline, O Lord, the man you teach from your law; you grant him relief from days of trouble, till a pit 
is dug for the wicked.”

Here’s a story: Bill Porter was born with cerebral palsy that made it difficult for him to speak clearly, or to walk, or to 
use his right arm. He was told that he would never be able to hold a job; never be able to take care of himself. The 
social service agencies labeled him as “unemployable.” They told him his only option would be to collect govern-
ment disability checks for the rest of his life. But Bill wouldn’t listen. He applied for a job with the Watkins Company, 
selling household products door-to-door. At first, they turned him down, but he persisted. He offered to take the 
worst territory in the city, an area no other salesman wanted, just to have the chance to prove himself. Finally, they 
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relented and gave him a job–straight commission, no salary. Bill walked ten miles a day, ringing doorbell after door-
bell, fighting against his crippled body; fighting against pain, and weakness, and fatigue – not to mention the difficul-
ties of just speaking, just communicating with people. When he made a sale, he had to have the customer fill out the 
order form, because he couldn’t hold a pen to write. And yet, he succeeded. He became the company’s top salesman, 
first in that city, then in the region, and finally in the entire country. He achieved all this, even though he couldn’t tie 
his own shoes or button his own collar. Imagine. A man who has difficulty speaking and walking, thinking that he 
could make a career for himself as a door-to-door salesman, of all things! It’s ridiculous! And yet, that’s exactly what 
he did, and has done, for more than forty years.

What made Bill Porter so special? He simply took nothing for granted; not his ability to walk, talk or even catch a 
breath. Remarkably it was his pain and suffering that kept these things in focus for him. He couldn’t do his job with-
out being able to get to his customers and communicate with them. He took nothing for granted. He couldn’t. His 
customers were his only link to livelihood and he had to focus on the things that would get him there no matter what 
the pain. Pain! When you really think about it, it’s truly a precious gift, isn’t it? When we suffer the pain of great 
hardship, sorrow or physical disability, it’s the pain that creates awareness and causes focus. This is a great gift; one 
that we must never take for granted. Pain is often the tool that God uses to pull us back to Himself. He knows that 
His greatest gift to us, our salvation in Jesus Christ, is most likely the thing of great value that we are most often like-
ly to forget and take for granted. Like Bill Porter’s disability, pain and suffering serve to help us focus on that eternal 
goal. God salts our lives with suffering in order that we might never forget the greatest gift of all, eternal life. How 
easy it would be to forget this except God loves us so much that He blesses us with reminders, reminders couched in 
the discipline of suffering, that reach inside our hearts reminding us daily to check our spiritual pockets before we 
leave the house.

Meditate: Try using a bandaid for a bookmark in your Bible. It should remind you that suffering and the Word com-
pliment one another perfectly.

The Mystery of God! (95:3)

“For the Lord is the great God, the great King above all gods.”

We live in a society that is possessed by statistics and data; glued to our digital devices, I-Pads, Readers, pagers, com-
puters, and TV’s, daily waiting to see what happened in the latest election, the latest Hollywood news, what the 
weather will be like today, tomorrow and ten days from now, or how the stock market grew or bottomed out yester-
day. If you can’t show a person the data and the facts, how can anything be proved? What about God?  Can He be 
discoverable by putting together the facts or some type of data? For the scientific and statistically minded, however, 
purely scientific means, unfortunately, don’t work. Proving that He exists and, if so, how He deals with His creation 
can’t be tallied, measured or statistically proven. But, does it really matter that proving God is important? Is anything 
proved by investigation? Can we convince others about our God unless we have all the facts about Him, or, perhaps, 
are we using the wrong instruments for the job?

Is there any way of measuring our God? Is there any way of taking stock of who or what he is that will have an im-
pact on our ability to tell others about Him?

Here’s a thought from William Jennings Bryan: “I’ve observed the power of the watermelon seed. It has the power of 
drawing from the ground and through itself 200,000 times its weight. When you can tell me how it takes this material 
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and out of it colors an outside surface beyond the imitation of art, and then forms inside of it a white rind and within 
that again a red heart, thickly inlaid with black seeds, each one of which in turn is capable of drawing through itself 
200,000 times its weight—when you can explain to me the mystery of a watermelon, you can ask me to explain the 
mystery of God. (Source unknown)

Is God’s existence and nature truly a mystery? If so, can it be discovered at all? Certainly a PC or TV set would have 
little value in answering that question. What then can we use? There is only one tool that can definitely prove and 
discover our gracious God; and that is the tool of faith. Although we see evidence of His existence everywhere, this is 
the only tool that can discover him without a doubt. Jean Bruye ŕe once wrote, “I feel that there is a God, and I do not 
feel that there is none. For me that is enough.”(Caracte ŕes, XVI, 1688)  

When you come right down to it, believing through faith is a whole lot easier than proving it through data–isn’t it?

Meditate: Take a peanut in a shell and show it to someone saying, “Here is something that you’ve never seen before.” 
They will be skeptical. Then crack the shell and show them the peanut that no one has ever seen, except by faith, of 
course.

Up On The Roof! (102:1-7)

“Give thanks to the Lord, for he is good; his love endures forever.”

There’s an old song back from the rock and roll era that I always liked for some reason. It’s a song called “Up On The 
Roof” by the Drifters. Written by Gerry Goffin and Carole King, the lilting melody has stayed with me for over forty 
years. It’s a song about getting away, rising above and finding a place where you can find something. The first two 
verses go like this: When this old world starts getting me down; And people are just too much for me to face, I climb 
way up to the top of the stairs, And all my cares just drift right into space, On the roof, it’s peaceful as can be, And 
there the world below can’t bother me. When I come home feelin’ tired and beat, I go up where the air is fresh and 
sweet, I get away from the hustling crowd, And all that rat-race noise down in the street, On the roof, the only place I 
know, Where you just have to wish to make it so, Up on the roof.

When you think about it, the song has a lot to say about our faith as well. Faith is that beckoning call that whispers in 
our ear, “There’s a better place than this!” When the world and all its sorrows start tearing your down and you just 
need some place to hide away, there’s no place like up on the roof of faith, that is.

Here’s a story: “Morrie Schwartz became an inspiration to millions of people because of his willingness to talk openly 
about the intimate aspects of facing his own imminent death on Ted Koppels’ Nightline. At the age of 77, Morrie 
learned he had ALS, commonly known as Lou Gehrig’s disease: incurable, disabling, fatal. People with terminal ill-
ness often withdraw from others. Morrie, however, chose to live as fully as possible in the time he had left. Among 
his final acts, was finishing the book that I listened to someone read on CD—an unforgettable guide to caring for the 
mind and spirit when the body grows frail. He began writing his thoughts on a legal pad, but had to dictate them to 
others as he lost the uses of his muscles in the latter stages of his illness. Listening to the book actually was uplifting 
for me. Not that Morrie necessarily said anything profound or new. What was inspiring was that Morrie could main-
tain the type of attitude that he did as he wasted away and neared death. I’m not sure I could face the same thing 
with such courage.” (Don Hawks)
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Schwartz found his solace up on the roof of faith; literally uplifted above the wasting away and the pain. Where oth-
ers might have shrunk back and covered themselves in pity and fear, he climbed the steps of faith and found himself 
existing above the plane of sorrow and death. It was in a sense a dream, something that didn’t seem real enough to 
prevent him from living it through. He was up on the roof–the roof of faith, fresh and sweet, a quiet place, at the top 
of the stairs.

Meditate: The next time that you climb a flight of stairs, stop for a minute and look back from where you came and 
reflect on how a stairway is, in many ways, an image of how Christ lifts us above our problems.

Lining Up The Lights! (103:1-22)

“Praise the Lord, all his works everywhere in his dominion. Praise the Lord, O my soul.”

I remember when I was first learning to drive. It was sobering the day my father said, “Take the wheel Son.” The per-
spective from behind the wheel was not at all what I had expected having always viewed the road past my father’s 
head from way back in the recesses of our family station wagon. Now, I was in command. In my life there were few 
moments that equaled that level of stark vulnerability. Although I had moved over into the driver seat with a sense of 
confidence and excitement, the minute my hands grasped the wheel, my confidence quickly left and my excitement 
turned into awe. If I had not been able to look to my right to see that the man who ruled that vehicle actually sat next 
to me, I would not have had the courage to put the car in gear.

Life is like that; knowing what to do is a small part of the battle. Ultimately, it takes a power more compelling than    
self-will to make what we know into something worth knowing.

Here’s a story: F. B. Meyer tells of his experience sailing across the Irish Channel. “When I was crossing the Irish 
Channel one dark, starless night, I stood on the deck by the captain and asked him, ‘How do you know how to get to 
Holyhead Harbor on so dark a night as this?’ He beckoned me to the bridge and had me look out over the blackness 
at some lights, far in the distance. He said, ‘You see those three lights? I need to steer the ship so that those three 
lights line up behind each other as one, and when we see them so united we know the exact position of the harbor’s 
mouth.’” (F. B. Meyers, Speakers Sourcebook, page 183.)

Lining up the lights. Taking life’s issues in hand without the security of knowing exactly where you are going and 
how you are going to get there is foolish. You may think that you have a full grasp of the situation. When life sudden-
ly puts you into the driver’s seat, like that time I sat there with my Dad for the first time, all bets may be off. You may 
be sitting at the wheel today fearful that if you let go if for but one-second your life might fly out of control. Don’t be 
afraid. Look away from those things that threaten you and cast your eyes upon God who has put all things under his 
control. Life, and those things which threaten you every day, are under His complete control. Make a wrong turn? He 
is there to steer your right. Drive down the wrong street? He will guide you back to safe places. God is our copilot in 
this life. Look to Him and He will give you the confidence and ability to find your way to safe harbor every time. It 
just a matter of lining up the lights before you back out of life’s driveway.

Meditate: Put something you value each day aside as if giving it to God for safekeeping. It will remind you how 
everything is His to keep and His to guide.

T h i s  P a s s i n g  D a y T h e  Wo w  C o m m e n t a r y

"

"3 9



Embers! (112:1-10)

“Even in darkness light dawns for the upright, for the gracious and compassionate and righteous man.”

Last evening, as the sun was setting, I set out to burn the trash. First one barrel and then the next found its way back 
to the burning barrel at the far end of our property. Dumped together in the old burning barrel, in went the match 
and up went the trash. When the flames had died down and all that was left were flickers of flame, I took my now 
empty barrels back to the garage. Unfortunately, the next morning, I was greeted with two fresh bags of neatly 
packed trash. As I had failed to gather the remaining trash from inside the house prior to setting out the previous day, 
Holly had gathered it neatly and placed it back into one of my empty barrels; so I picked it up and made the trip back 
to the burning barrel. As I walked, however, I remembered I’d left the matches back at the house. Would there be an 
ember left after a whole night to reignite the fire? Fortunately, as I scraped through the ashes from yesterday’s fire, I 
found a bed of still glowing embers. I hadn’t brought the trash without hope of burning it after all.

How like that fire is our God. We bring our broken and corrupted lives; He is always there, willing and ready to con-
sume them and takes away the trash.

Author Matt Black relates this story: “When I was a child, I began to realize that I could have so much fun with a 
simple mirror. I would simply catch the glint of the Sun, and shine that mirror into an otherwise darkened place. As I 
grew older I began to learn that this is no child’s toy. I AM that broken mirror fragment. Alone it is nothing.But if I 
allow the sun to shine on my mirror fragment, it is amazing what light I can bring into darkness. That is the meaning 
of life. Each of us is a mirror fragment. We are not the Light. We are not the source of the Light. We are simply a bro-
ken mirror fragment. But when we permit Christ to hit our mirror fragment, and then bounce off into the life of a 
darkened heart, there can be change, there can be illumination. (Matt Black)

Where is Jesus? Fortunately for us and for others, He is in our deeds, always ready to ignite our hope in Him so that 
others may also know Him as their Savior. He is a real presence that goes out from us when we speak the Word and 
do His will. Like that ember burning in the bottom of my burning barrel, He will restore, renew, rekindle, and refine 
the works that we bring to Him in faith and share with others in hope. We are but the messengers, the mirrors of His 
love. We bring the works, he consumes them and transforms them into fragrant offerings before His Father in Heav-
en. Jesus lives in our deeds. We live in His light.

Meditate: The next time you stir some embers reflect on how the air so quickly pushes nothing into something. How 
like our God is that. He takes our nothing and makes it into something by simply adding the love of Christ to our 
often smoldering faith.

Don’t Hit It To Me! (116:1-6)

“The cords of death entangled me, the anguish of the grave came upon me; I was overcome by trouble and sorrow.”

Growing up, I played softball for years, but was mediocre at best.  If no one hit the ball out to me, I would be satisfied 
to simply make it through the game without an embarrassing drop of a fly ball or tripping over my cleats. Over time, 
however, I got more and more confidence in my ability to play the outfield and even developed a sense of pride in 
my limited abilities. I even developed an “urge for ball” that every player longs for. You begin to want the ball. The 
challenge of going after a line drive, leaving your feet to stab the ball and make the incredible play, became my dri-
ving force in the outfield. Then, suddenly, that all changed when my team manager asked me to play the infield at 
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second base. Graduating from the outfield to the infield was a very big transition. The balls come to you a whole lot 
quicker. A quick move in the outfield can look rather sluggish when someone smashes a line drive between you and 
the first baseman. Second base is a hotspot and the chances of making a mistake was high.

I knew this as I walked out onto the field and took my place near the second bag. Nonetheless, I had gained a certain 
level of confidence in the outfield and I figured that this would carry over no matter where I played. I knew how to 
field a ground ball and had a pretty good throwing arm. Second base? No problem. I could play second base. As the 
game warm-up began and we threw the ball around the bases, I even developed a bit of swagger. I was playing sec-
ond base! Hey--I can do this! As the pitcher finished his last warm-up toss he turned around his infielders and 
checked their positions. “Brunner! Move closer to the bag!” He yelled. A bit startled and then embarrassed that I 
hadn’t positioned myself well, I obediently moved over. That’s when it hit. “I don’t know how to play second base.” 
Suddenly, I was separated from my confidence and the swagger was gone. “Oh please don’t hit the ball to me!”

Sometimes God, for His divine purpose and reason, asks us to “play second base.” He withdraws His grace from us 
and the door is open to temptations pouring in. Triggered by some trauma or great change in life, we become ripe for 
the ultimate test, life without knowledge that we are God’s and that He will always be there to protect us from every 
evil. It’s as if, as Martin Luther wrote, “He no longer wills to be our God.” Then, with the Son of God, we cry out, 
“Where are you Father?” We are “overcome by trouble and sorrow.” In such a vulnerable state we can only hope that 
“no one hits the ball to us” at that moment in our life. Rest assured, however, even this temptation is under God’s 
protection. He has heard your cry. He will be your God again once this test has passed. Be strong and keep your eye 
on the ball.

Meditate: When was the last time you asked God to give you a challenge you knew you might not be able to meet? 
When you ask God to challenge you, He will, but not without giving you the skills to meet that challenge.

A Space Between Yesterday and Tomorrow! (117:1-2)

“I love the Lord, for he heard my voice; he heard my cry for mercy.”

I’ve always been fascinated by the concept of time and the fact that time is of no importance to God while it seems to 
be everything to us. When trouble strikes, we dwell on the day, the moments that surround us at the time. Forgetting 
about the grace and mercies of the past and the obvious opportunities of the same in the future, we choose to dwell in 
the hurt and problem of the moment. It would seem that this is a shortsighted approach to life since so much of it is 
catalogued in both past and future that the present, when so much a burden, could be easily bridged by simply tak-
ing into account the vast space of possibility that lies in the comfort of the past and the hope of the future.

If God is a god of yesterday and tomorrow as well as today, we ought never to lose faith in what has been or will be.

Here’s a story: Australian singer and songwriter Darlene Zschech gained international recognition in 1998 for her 
song “Shout to the Lord,” which was nominated for the Dove Award for Song of the Year. In 1999, Darlene received 
the International Impact of the Year Award from the American Gospel Music Association in Nashville. But Darlene’s 
life wasn’t always this successful or promising. As newlyweds, Mark and Darlene struggled financially. She earned 
small change singing commercial jingles for Kentucky Fried Chicken, Diet Coke and McDonald’s while Mark strug-
gled to keep their motorcycle parts business afloat to support her and their two young children. It was then that Dar-
lene decided to praise God through the struggle. “I learned we’ll never find hope looking at today’s circumstances,” 
she says. “It’s only found by fixing our eyes on Jesus who doesn’t change and who’s always faithful.” In 1990, the 
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Zschechs moved to Sydney in New South Wales, where they became a part of the music team at a large church. From 
there, the Lord started using Darlene to bring glory to Him and her career soared. She recently commented: “Praise is 
thanking God for things even though they’re not yet there and appreciating Jesus not just for what He can do, but for 
what He has done and will do.” (Author unknown. If anyone has a proprietary interest in this story please authenti-
cate and I will be happy to credit, or remove, as the circumstances dictate.)

The Lord isn’t just faithful some of the time; He is faithful in the past, present and the future. Believing in Christ and 
trusting in His goodness and grace to both carry us through tough times and bring us into a better place, ultimately, 
means directing our attention on Him throughout the day, making time and the present nominal as He is the Lord of 
time: yesterday and tomorrow as well as today. This is a task that is never ceasing; just as time is never ending. When 
we do, the troubles of the day will always be tempered and today will simply know its place–between yesterday and 
tomorrow.

Meditate: Most people throw out old calendars; perhaps it would be best to keep an old one around every now and 
then just so you can reference what was and will be no more. Today’s calendar will soon be no different.

Head And Shoulders! (118:1-14)

“Give thanks to the Lord, for he is good; his love endures forever.”

“Be it therefore resolved!” These words echo in my mind and remind me of the rich and great history God has be-
stowed upon this nation. These four words describe an attitude, a promise, and a hope. When our founding fathers 
placed this statement at the end of the Constitution in 1787, they did so in a position of great weakness. England’s 
shadow still loomed menacingly across the Atlantic. In a world awash in material riches and military might, the 
young nation of the United States was a minor player. Yet, with these four words, a nation embarked upon a path of 
greatness. “Be it     therefore resolved!” With these words, the world’s powers were transformed from looming threats 
to workable challenges. Fear was transformed into hope, anxiety into promise, and uncertainty into commitment. 
When they put pen to paper in testimony to their resolve, their faith caused a young and searching nation to be bold, 
to look forward to tomorrow and not aside to any looming threats. There wasn’t a man among them who didn’t 
know that tough years lay ahead. Yet, each believed that through faith in God and hard work, it would work out. 
Somehow these men knew that whatever the situation, the United States would come through, with God’s help, 
somehow.

Here’s a story: A Baptist pastor expresses these same thoughts as he was learning to fly. “Some years ago when I was 
learning to fly my instructor told me to put the plane into a steep and extended dive. I was totally unprepared for 
what happened. After a brief time the engine stalled, and the plane began to plunge out-of-control. It soon became 
evident that the instructor wasn’t going to help me. After a few seconds, my mind began to function again. I quickly 
corrected the situation. Immediately I turned to the instructor and began to vent my frustrations on him. He very 
calmly said to me, ‘There’s no position you can get this airplane into that I cannot get you out of. If you want to learn 
to fly, go up there and do it again.’ At that moment God seemed to be saying, ‘Remember this. As you serve me 
there’s no situation you can get yourself into I cannot get you out of. If you trust me, you will be all right.”(James 
Brown, in Discoveries , Fall, 1991, Vol. 2, No. 4.)
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“The Lord is my strength and salvation!” Yes, there are many things that might and probably will go wrong. It’s a 
certainty. We too are small fry swimming in a sea of giant troubles. But, with trust in almighty God, the God who 
alone is our strength, we can be “therefore resolved” that, in the end, all of our fears will be vanquished in the sure 
hope that our lives are in His hands. We can, therefore, in the days to come stand head and shoulders above all tur-
moil, all grief, all fears. We can be giants of faith because we have a giant God! 

Meditate: Leave an empty chair at the table if you have room and be reminded that in your thanks, He is there.

Footpath to Peace! (121:7-8)

“I am a man of peace; but when I speak, they are for war.”

What’s the secret to contentment? I guess if we knew that, we’d be able to promote a whole lot more of peace in the 
world and a lot less conflict. Remember that old Disney movie, Pollyanna? Pollyanna was a happy little girl and it       
literally drove most people around her to distraction. Nothing could happen to her or around her except that she 
would find something positive and good about it. Her secret? As she told her friends, “It’s the glad words.” She fo-
cused on “glad” words rather than “sad” words. When bad things happened she simply pulled a “glad” word out of 
her heart and used it. Oh that it was that easy; to be able to simply call up a happy thought or word to diffuse any 
bad situation would be worth gold. Could contentment be that easy to find?

Perhaps Pollyanna wasn’t so far off. Perhaps finding peace in this life is more a matter of attitude and not so much a 
necessity of laboring to get there.

Here’s a thought from the Christian author and teacher, Henry Van Dyke: To be glad of life because it gives you the 
chance to love and to work and to play and to look up at the stars; to be satisfied with your possessions but not con-
tented with yourself until you have made the best of them; to despise nothing in the world except falsehood and 
meanness and to fear nothing except cowardice; to be governed by your smiles rather than by your disgusts; to covet 
nothing that is your neighbor’s except his kindness of heart and gentleness of manners; to think seldom of your ene-
mies, often of your friends, and every day of Christ, and to spend as much time as you can with body and with spirit 
in God’s out of doors, these are little guideposts on the footpath to peace. (Henry Van Dyke)

Psalm 121 echoes Van Dyke’s thought: “The LORD will keep you from all harm–he will watch over your life; the 
LORD will watch over your coming and going” (Psalm 121:7-8). Do you want to be happy? Try taking on a “glad” 
attitude in life. When things go wrong, be happy that they aren’t more wrong than they are. If people mistreat you, be 
thankful for those who don’t. If you’re out of work, thank God you have skills to change unemployment into em-
ployment. If family, spouse or friends aren’t perfect, it’s good to be reminded that you aren’t either. Finally, if sickness 
is knocking at your door, be happy it isn’t death battering it down. Be glad even when you’re tempted to be sad. 
When you opt for gladness over sadness you open the door to life, the “coming and going” that the LORD will bless. 
Start counting your blessings and, by the way, it doesn’t hurt to know some glad words. They come in handy when 
sadness is knocking at your heart.

Meditate: Calendars are lists of chances. When you gaze on what is coming or has gone, try seeing these little squares 
as chances and not just days.

T h i s  P a s s i n g  D a y T h e  Wo w  C o m m e n t a r y

"

"4 3



On Top Of Our Game! (122:6-7)

“May there be peace within your walls and security within your citadels.”

How many things are you passionate about in this life? I remember many years ago during the Lombardi days and 
the good fortune of the Green Bay Packers. I was passionate about them. Between 1961 and 1969 I can honestly say 
that I never, never missed watching or listening to a weekend Packer broadcast. It really didn’t matter where we were 
or what the inconvenience, I had to know what was going on with my beloved Packers. Then the unexpected hap-
pened. The Packers were playing that old familiar Thanksgiving Day game against, their arch nemesis, the Detroit 
Lions. We were invited to my grandmother’s house for the day. When we got there I discovered to my dismay that 
my grandmother’s TV set was not working. Unfortunately, the radio reception from her little upper flat was poor. 
That cold November Thursday I found myself sitting in my Dad’s 1959 Plymouth, bundled up, shivering, but listen-
ing to Ted Moore on the car radio. I needed to be a “part” of that game no matter the cost. My passion for the Packers 
knew no bounds.

When it comes to prayer, how passionate should we be? Willing to sacrifice, even put ourselves into an uncomfort-
able situation, to stay on top of our “game?” Robert E. Lee was a man who knew how to stay on top of his game. 
When it came to prayer, no one was better. He wrote: “Knowing that intercessory prayer is our mightiest weapon and 
the supreme call for all Christians today, I pleadingly urge our people everywhere to pray. Believing that prayer is the 
greatest contribution that our people can make in this critical hour, I humbly urge that we take time to pray--to really 
pray. Let there be prayer at sunup, at noonday, at sundown, at midnight--all through the day. Let us all pray for our 
children, our youth, our aged, our pastors, our homes. Let us pray for our churches. Let us pray for ourselves, that we 
may not lose the word ‘concern’ out of our Christian vocabulary. Let us pray for our nation. Let us pray for those who 
have never known Jesus Christ and redeeming love, for moral forces everywhere, for our national leaders. Let prayer 
be our passion. Let prayer be our practice.” (Robert E. Lee.)

The Bible tells us to intercede with prayer on behalf of others, to “pray for peace” and “security” for the whole and 
not just for ourselves (Psalm 122: 6-7). Yet, when it comes to interceding in prayer for others, how passionate are we 
really? Is this something that we do daily; or is intercessory prayer, prayer for others as well as ourselves, something 
relegated to a rare and extraordinary occasion? If we want to remain on the top of our prayer game, we need to be 
willing to be passionate about prayer; willing to go to extraordinary means to be a “part of the game” no matter the 
cost. 

Meditate: Who needs your prayers today? Start with them, and end with you.

As We Do, God Is Doing! (127:1-5)

“Unless the Lord builds the house, its builders labor in vain.”

A number of years ago I got the idea that I was going to build a garage. I carefully laid out the foundation plans and    
borrowed a fair-sized tractor with a backhoe and loader to level out an area and excavate the footing trenches. I 
worked at the project for weeks and eventually got to where all the footings were complete and nearly 50% of the 
walls were poured. My project was really shaping up. Then, it happened! One of those storms of a century where the 
windows of heaven opened. In a matter of hours my remaining trenches were filled.  A virtual river had formed 
overnight and filled in hours what it had taken me days to dig. I was faced with a decision; abandon the project alto-
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gether or start over. Suddenly my confidence had turned into an intense feeling of vulnerability and despair. When I 
started the project I really felt God had called me in a sense to do it. Now I had my doubts. 

Here’s a story. “An ocean liner leaves New York bound for Liverpool. Its destination has been determined by proper 
authorities. Nothing can change it. This is at least a faint picture of sovereignty. On board the liner are scores of pas-
sengers. These are not in chains, neither are their activities determined for them by decree. They are completely free 
to move about as they will. They eat, sleep, play, lounge about on the deck, read, talk, altogether as they please; but 
all the while the great liner is carrying them steadily onward toward a predetermined port. Both freedom and sover-
eignty are present here, and they do not contradict. So it is, I believe, with man’s freedom and the sovereignty of God. 
The mighty liner of God’s sovereign design keeps its steady course over the sea of history. God moves undisturbed 
and unhindered toward the fulfillment of those eternal purposes which He purposed in Christ Jesus before the world 
began. We do not know all that is included in those purposes, but enough has been disclosed to furnish us with a 
broad outline of things to come and to give us good hope and firm assurance of future well-being.” (Swindoll’s Ulti-
mate Book of Illustrations & Quotes, page 240)

Did God want me to build that shed? Perhaps or perhaps not. Ultimately I abandoned the project feeling that a sec-
ond calamity of that order could literally pull a building down. Nevertheless, it gave me a wonderful opportunity to 
witness the sovereignty of our God and how each of us needs to keep focused on the fact that although we have a 
considerable amount of freedom to do as we feel we must, there is always a higher order to consider. As WE do God 
is always DOING and His plans are ahead and beyond ours. Tackling the tasks of this life are always a matter of 
planting one foot firmly on this earth while the other is inclined toward heaven. That way we won’t be disappointed 
when our plans fail us.

Meditate: Man proposes and God disposes. It’s always good to remember that.

Taking In The Scenery! (131:1-2)

“Let your ears be attentive to my cry for mercy.”

I’ve always wanted to own a Mercedes. I guess it was the prestige of having one of the world’s finest motorcars in my 
garage. Years ago I had the opportunity to buy an old one in pretty good shape for a modest sum of money. My first 
ride in it was exciting as I drove down the highway feeling very proud. I put my arm out the open window and just 
cruised.

The car has been gone now for a good many years and I now own a much more modest car. One thing that I’ve     
noticed, though, is this. When I put my arm out the window of my little car, it feels about the same as when I had it 
hanging out the Benz window. Remarkably, the view is about the same as well. Except for the remarkable, Mercedes 
Benz hood ornament, the view down the road hasn’t changed much either.

Here’s a story: Philip Parham tells the story of a rich industrialist who was disturbed to find a fisherman sitting lazily 
beside his boat. “Why aren’t you out there fishing?” He asked. “Because I’ve caught enough fish for today,” Said the 
fisherman. “Why don’t you catch more fish than you need?” The rich man asked. “What would I do with them?” 
“You could earn more money,” Came the impatient reply, “And buy a better boat so you could go faster and out to 
deeper waters and catch more fish. You could purchase nylon nets, catch even more fish, and make more money. 
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Soon you’d have a fleet of boats and be rich like me.” The fisherman asked, “Then what would I do?” “You could sit 
down and enjoy life,” said the industrialist. “What do you think I’m doing now?” The fisherman replied as he looked 
placidly out to sea. (Our Daily Bread, May 18, 1994.)

Whether I was motoring in that old Mercedes or simply driving my little car, the view is much the same despite the 
luxuries that I was or was not surrounded by. As Christians we need to remember this as one of the most important 
lessons we can learn in life. Riches and fame don’t change the scenery. The days dawn and the night falls on the rich 
and the poor. Life begins and ends for each as well. What matters is that we have a God who attends to us mercifully 
and richly whether that be in a limo or a just a car. 

Remember that old adage, “Stop and smell the roses?” We’ve all heard that expression, but how often are we guilty of 
passing them by without even stopping at all? If you and I go through life yielding to anxiety and fretting about to-
morrow, we may miss all the beauty that God has designed in His creation just for our enjoyment. In the end, what 
makes us rich is our willingness to take in the scenery wherever and however God chooses to send it. 

Meditate: “Stop and smell the rose?” We’ve all heard that expression, but how often are we guilty of passing them by 
without stopping?

Lap Time With God! (142:1-3)

“When my spirit grows faint within me, it is you who know my way.”

Life’s problems can be trying sometimes. Just when we’re trying to do our best and WHAM ... someone drops a 
heavy emotional challenge right next to us. My first thought at this point is normally, “Why Now?” Sometimes, it’s 
“Oh no, I just don’t have time for this!” That one I know I use a lot. Or, here’s a good one that I have often used. It’s 
effective and makes me feel a whole lot better about the situation. “Oh God, could you please ease up on me a bit?” 
Whatever your reaction or mine, it’s likely that we will be startled, even intimidated. We don’t like loud interruptions 
in our lives and, before you know it, feeling threatened, we find ourselves with a decision to make. Do we run for 
cover or stand and grit our teeth? It’s never an easy decision.

Here’s a story: In the 1992 Barcelona Olympics, Derek Redmond of Great Britain was considered a favorite contender 
for a medal. It was the evening of August 3, 1992 as Redmond was pitted against seven others in a semifinal in the 
400 meters. Redmond knelt poised, waiting for the race to start. As the gun went off, his body was translated into a 
human locomotion, feverishly charging against the other runners. As Redmond prepared to round the curve after the 
halfway mark, however, he suddenly heard a pop. It was his right hamstring. Redmond soon found himself trapped 
by the searing pain of his leg. The other runners finished the race as he desperately continued his painful trek to the 
finish line. He waved off the stretchers, however, determined to finish the race. From the stands, his father had been 
watching. He pushed his way past security guards to meet his son on the track. He then reached his weeping son. 
“Look, you don’t have to do this.” Redmond then replied: “Yes I do.” His father then said: “Well, if you’re going to 
finish this race, we’ll finish it together.” With his arm locked around his son, Jim Redmond helped his son to the fin-
ish line to the sounds of a cheering stadium. (SOURCE: paraphrased from Bud Greenspan’s, 100 Greatest Moments in 
Olympic History, p. 136.)

We have to remember that God is like that in the race WE are running. Sometimes we may get injured in the race, but 
God is always there ready to come out of the stands, put His arm around us, and help us to the finish line. When our 
lives have suddenly snapped, changed, split apart or just pushed off the road for a time, and we cry out for help in 
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the midst of our sorrow and loneliness, we can still finish the race. Perhaps you need a little “lap time” with your 
Heavenly Father right now. Cry out to Him and seek His presence. You will find out pretty quickly that on the track 
of life, you are never alone. 

Meditate: The next time you put on a bandaid, print the word “God” on it. It will remind you of the One who always 
is there to repair us, no matter what.

Overwhelmed By His Goodness! (142:7)

“Set me free from my prison, that I may praise your name.”

Recently I found a poor little Goldfinch crumpled on the deck in front of the Great Room windows. He had obviously 
run afoul of the nearby forest reflections, for there was now a smudge of small greenish-yellow feathers marking an 
impact spot just a few feet up the glass pane. Although he lay there, wings outstretched and feet shaking, I could tell 
that he was still breathing, so I picked up the little songbird and enclosed it in my cupped hands, trying to keep it 
warm and free from shock. I stroked its neck and back and it finally began to push with its wings and feet against my 
hand to struggle free from my grip. I could feel the pounding of its tiny heart against my palm as it became increas-
ingly agitated. Finally I placed it on a deep perch within a Blue Spruce growing nearby. At first it didn’t move at all 
content to cling tightly to the branch I placed it on. However, after a few minutes it began hopping from sappy perch 
to perch until it had made its way to the very top of the evergreen. Then it did a remarkable thing. It began to sing. I 
fancied that it was so filled with joy at being delivered from calamity, that it just couldn’t keep it all in inside. It just 
had to let the world know that it was good to be alive.

A brush with tragedy is always cause for rejoicing. At times like this, when God has taken us by the hand and gently 
led us out of despair and hopelessness, what else could we do but sing our hearts out in praise of His “goodness?” 
There might be more bumps along the road to dodge and life’s obstacles that we collide with. Perhaps there would 
even be times of sadness and despair, even a brush with calamity here and there. It really doesn’t matter. God will 
ultimately catch us, calm us and, set us free; because God is good.

Here’s a story: In 1851 at the age of 57, Allen Gardiner, one of God’s faithful missionaries, died of disease and starva-
tion while serving on Picton Island at the southern tip of South America. When his body was found, his diary lay 
nearby. It bore the record of hunger, thirst, wounds, and loneliness. The last entry in his little book showed the strug-
gle of his shaking hand as he tried to write legibly. It read, “I am overwhelmed with a sense of the goodness of God.”

This is the reason we are able to sing and praise the Lord, despite our troubles. It is also the reason that you and I 
need never despair despite misfortune, even calamity in our lives. There is a loving and seeking God in our lives. 
Like that little bird, we can sing His praises no matter what our problems are. He will find us. He will pick us up. He 
WILL deliver us!

Meditate: The Bible talks a lot about “deliverance.” What does it mean to be “delivered?” Think today about how 
deliverance involves movement, change and opportunity.

Homing Instinct! (143:6)
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“I spread out my hands to you; my soul thirsts for you like a parched land.”

I’ve always felt that there’s a difference between a “house” and a “home.” Holly and I lived in a house, a very nice 
house, when we were first married years ago. It was a beautiful stone house built in the 1870s along a meandering 
old highway that had been there for centuries. We loved our first house. It had deep sills, high windows and tall ceil-
ings. There was a beautiful barn on the property and other handy outbuildings. But, when someone asked us where 
our “home” was, Holly would say Marinette and I would say Hartland. We lived in that old stone house, but it 
wasn’t a place with memories and we knew, as renters, it wouldn’t be in our future. Beech Springs, however, is dif-
ferent. We’ve lived here for over 20 years and memories abound in this little valley. It is our home. Our minds no 
longer pull us back to Marinette or Hartland when asked about home. Our thoughts home in on Beech Springs, No-
name Creek, the beautiful beech trees, Doggie Hill, and the A-Frame home we’ve found warmth and comfort in for 
decades.

As that “homey” feeling is a peaceful one; so God also wants us to “home-in” on the peace He offers through His 
love.

Here’s a story: There was a man who was a dog lover. He had a wonderful tall dog, that would always nuzzle up to 
him. The neighborhood children would have great time playing with the dog as well. However, their “canine friend” 
went missing one day. It seems one day the owner, to cut down on his pet’s maintenance costs, got rid of it by taking 
it along with him on a business trip and dropping it in another city nearly one hundred miles away. The work done, 
he dashed back home, alone. The neighborhood children were shocked and saddened that the man could be so un-
feeling. A week later, however, he had a visitor and an instant change of heart. When the children found out they 
were overjoyed. His faithful dog had returned home using its own homing and natural navigational instincts. He was 
so moved, that he took loving care of his faithful dog as long as it lived. (Suresh Manoharan)

We too have been created with a ‘homing instinct.’ We too are consciously or unconsciously restless and exhibit seri-
ous ‘homesick’ symptoms till we experience our Creator God. Psalm 143:6 states: “I spread out my hands to you; my 
soul thirsts for you like a parched land.” Have you ‘homed in’ on God? If not, why wait another day? The peace that 
waits for you nuzzling up to the Father is perfect peace. Our daily lives are like that house Holly and I lived in years 
ago. They serve as “house” for daily living but not a “home” for daily comfort and perfect peace. Those things await 
us in the arms of our Heavenly Father. Seek God’s love today in prayer and holy living. Anything else simply isn’t 
worth the memory.

Meditate: What would it feel like to “nuzzle” up to God?

Unsearchable! (145:3)

“Great is the Lord and most worthy of praise; his greatness no one can fathom.”

Recently I was in a discussion with a Hindu gentleman who was genuinely interested in finding out “who” our God 
was. “Well, describe him for me.” He said. “I know he is a spirit. You’ve told me that, but I’m more interested in how 
do you know him?” I thought to myself, “A fair question. but not the easiest to explain to someone who has no real 
concept of Christianity.” Then, I remembered what John Wesley, the great English theologian, once said. “Give me a 
worm that can understand a man,” He wrote, “And I will give you a man who can understand God.” I responded 
with Wesley’s definition of “who” God is. Nonetheless, my Hindu friend frowned at my answer. I was satisfied, 
however, I had hit the mark.
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You and I know that God is great, but, what on earth do we KNOW, in the way of greatness, to make a fair compari-
son to God’s greatness? If we can’t put it into words, how can we KNOW our God? Perhaps it’s more a matter of 
putting the knowing into perspective. It may be where our understanding of “greatness” ENDS, is really the begin-
ning of where God’s greatness begins.

Here’s a story: In 1715 King Louis XIV of France died after a reign of 72 years. He had called himself “the Great,” and 
was the monarch who made the famous statement, “I am the state!” Anyway, Louis’ court was the most magnificent 
in Europe, and his funeral was equally spectacular. As his body lay in state in a golden coffin, orders were given that 
the cathedral should be very dimly lit with only a special candle set above his coffin, to dramatize his greatness. At 
the memorial, thousands waited in hushed silence. Then Bishop Massilon began to speak; slowly reaching down, he 
snuffed out the candle and said, “Only God is great.” (Today in the Word, April, 1989, p. 24)

So, is it possible to know God? “Well,” I told my Hindu friend. “I can tell you He is great but I can’t describe that 
greatness! That’s the delicious part about Him. To know Him in this life would bring me to ruin. The knowledge is 
too great for my mind to grasp; so He spares me the risk. His greatness is measured in eternity, a concept infinitely 
beyond the scope of our finite minds.” 

God’s greatness? In Psalm 145:3, King David said of God, “His greatness is unsearchable.” I guess that would de-
scribe adequately where we can begin to look for God’s greatness; somewhere beyond Louis XIV and out of reach of 
our ability to put it into words. It’s possible only eternity will be able to loosen our tongues.

Meditate: God holds the entire universe in the palm of his hand. Wow!

Blest Be The Tie That Binds! (145:8-9)

“The Lord is gracious and compassionate, slow to anger and rich in love.”

Here’s an old saying. “What binds us is often much smaller than what pushes us apart. But small things are some-
times much sturdier than large ones.” When I was in college many years ago I had a black friend that I shared a Polit-
ical Science class with. His name was Jamie. I didn’t know him well since we only had that one class together and it’s 
now been nearly 40 years since then. One thing I remember was that old, floppy loose-leaf binder that he carried. The 
binder was the old kind, fabric covered, and he had inked that bit of wisdom in ballpoint pen on the cover of it. Every 
time he set it down on his desk I remember glancing at it. I still remember it today. There were many things, large 
things that separated Jamie and I. He was a black and I was not. He came from a poor home. I didn’t; but those things 
didn’t really matter that much in Dr. Kerwin Political Science class. A little thing, an interest in knowledge, is some-
thing we shared. It drew us together and, in that sense was stronger than the larger things that held us apart.

Here’s a story: In 1942 on the troop ship Mauritania passengers included thousands of Allied soldiers, 500 German 
prisoners of war, and 25 civilian women and children. It was Christmas Eve and they had traveled for weeks and 
everyone on board was homesick, anxious and frightened. Someone came up with the idea of asking the captain for 
permission to sing Christmas carols for the German prisoners, who were surely as homesick and lonely as the pas-
sengers. Permission was granted. A small choral group made its way to the quarters where the prisoners were held. 
They decided to sing “Silent Night” first, as it was written by a German, Joseph Mohr, and was well known by the 
prisoners. Within seconds of beginning the carol, a deafening clatter shook the floor. Hundreds of German soldiers 
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sprang up and crowded the tiny windows to better see and hear the choristers. Tears streamed down their faces. At 
that moment, everyone on both sides of the wall experienced the universal truth – that all people everywhere are one. 
(Steve Goodier–Life Support)

Aboard that ship hope and love broke down the barriers between warring nations and, for that moment at least, all 
were one family. As Christians we often have a tendency to dwell on what divides us from one another as opposed to 
what bonds us. Had Jamie and I decided that race was more important than was knowledge, I wouldn’t remember 
him or his binder today. Knowledge, in the end, was a much sturdier foundation than race upon which to build a 
friendship. How well do you know the Christian down the street? Perhaps the knowing might prove larger than the 
denomination that may divide you; and in that knowledge, like those enemies aboard the Mauritania, we will find 
true peace.

Meditate: Jesus considered both fisherman and Pharisee his disciples. 

Ride A While! (145:14)

“The Lord upholds all those who fall and lifts up all who are bowed down.”

Many years ago my Dad owned a 1959 Plymouth Belvedere. It was a pretty sharp car by early 1960s standards but it 
had one glaring fault. My Dad had real trouble with the rear leaf springs on that car. I remember visiting my grand-
parents up on Long Lake one late summer weekend. All six of us kids Mom and Dad piled into the Plymouth and off 
we went, driving through the Kettle Moraine. Things were going well until “Bang” out went one leaf and the whole 
back end of the car slumped, kids and all. Then, “Bang” the other one went and we were riding on the axle. As a kid I 
can still remember thinking if there was something that I could do to help the car make it to Grandpa’s house. So, I 
sat on my hands most of the rest of the way thinking I could somehow shift some weight off that axle. In a strange 
sort of way, that seemed logical at the time as absurd as it sounds when you think of it.

You know, that’s exactly what we do sometimes when we try to help God carry burdens only He can carry.

Here’s a story. A country boy and his friend decided to go to town but they only had one horse between them. So, the 
one boy says to the other, “I’ll tell you what we do Jake. I’ll ride awhile and you can walk, then when you get tired of 
walking, you can walk awhile while I ride.” Well, Jake, the country boy that he was, trusting and good-natured, inno-
cently agreed to that deal and that is the way it worked all the way to town. The other fellow road rode awhile and 
Jake walked. Then Jake walked, and the other fellow rode awhile. After a while, Jake said, “Don’t you think it’s about 
time we ought to change off?” “Oh, sure, getting tired,” said his riding partner, “sure we’ll change, and you can walk 
awhile while I ride.” (Author unknown. If anyone has a proprietary interest in this story please authenticate and I 
will be happy to credit, or remove, as the circumstances dictate.)

How often do we do this to God; we tell him, “You can carry the load, You can bear all the burden.” Then we turn 
around and walk away with it, all the while telling Him “thanks for carrying the load.” Sure, our intentions are good 
from the start. We tell God that He can carry our burdens because we know He knows best. Then, as soon as we’re 
done telling Him, we turn around and walk away with the same burden safely draped over our shoulders. We keep 
walking always promising to “give God a turn,” but that turn just never seems convenient or practical. It’s easier to 
keep going. In a very real way it’s like when I sat on my hands thinking that would take a load off that old Plymouth. 
The fact is, not only was that Plymouth not any the lighter, I was all that much more uncomfortable. I guess there’s a 
lesson there.
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Meditate: Try singing after you have laid your burden upon the Lord. It may just help you to walk away without 
being tempted to dray things with you.

Know Yourself? Know God! (147:1-11)

“The Lord delights in those who fear him, who put their hope in his unfailing love.”

Recently my wife and I had decided to trade down on our van for something a bit more affordable.  After looking at a 
good number of vehicles, we finally settled our focus on a very nice looking but older SUV. Whoever had maintained 
it in the past had taken very good care of it. Was this the truck that would get us through in a pinch? Finally the own-
er of the small dealership approached us and offered to let us test drive the truck.  He affixed the dealer plate on the 
tailgate and then offered to start the vehicle for us. Leaning into the vehicle he confidently turned the key. Nothing. 
There wasn’t even a buzz to indicate that there was even minimal battery strength to draw on. With a puzzling look 
he reached for the hood latch release and popped the hood. Raising it up he checked the battery connections and, 
with a bit of a frown, looked in our direction. “Don’t understand it. The battery is only two years old and the engine’s 
just been tuned. There really isn’t any reason why this thing shouldn’t start. I know the alternator is good. It doesn’t 
make sense!” After jumping the battery and starting the truck, we were on our way leaving behind a somewhat be-
wildered and disappointed salesman. He really thought that truck would start for us, but, it had let him down. He 
really thought he knew that truck.

Often we think we know how we will react to something. Then, when it comes time to start our engines, the reserve 
we had counted on just isn’t there.

Here’s a story. A little boy came running to his mother, shouting, “Mother, I am nine feet tall.” His mother responded, 
“Don’t talk such nonsense.” “But,” he said, “I really am nine feet tall. I measured myself.” “Well, how did you mea-
sure yourself?” asked his mother. “I took off my shoe and measured myself with that. It is the same size as my foot, 
and I am really nine feet.” With a smile the mother replied: “Now I understand, but I have to tell you that your mea-
sure was not the right one. We do not measure ourselves by the size of our own feet, but we must use a 12-inch ruler.” 
(Gene Barron, Semoncentral.com)

Perhaps understanding ourselves isn’t always the easiest thing to do; especially when we are relying on our own 
understanding as the measure for success. When you are troubled by your own inability to get the job done, remem-
ber this. You may not understand yourself, but God understands you perfectly. Take your mind off yourself and focus 
it on God. Relying on your own understanding may leave you disappointed and bewildered sometimes, when your 
expectations doesn’t live up to the results.

Meditate: Having a hard time getting started today? Hand the keys of your life over to God and let Him get you 
started.

His Temple of Peace! (147:12-20)

“He grants peace to your borders and satisfies you with the finest of wheat.”

Here’s a story. There were once two brothers who farmed together. They shared equally in all the work and split the 
profits exactly. Each had his own storehouse. One of the brothers was married and had a large family. The other was 
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single. One day the single brother thought to himself: “It is not fair that we divide the grain so evenly. My brother has 
many mouths to feed, while I have but one. I know what I’ll do! I will take a sack of grain from my storehouse each 
evening and put it in my brother’s storehouse.” So each night when it was dark, he carefully carried a sack of grain 
and put it in his brother’s storehouse. Now the married brother also thought to himself: “It is not fair that we divide 
the grain so evenly. I have many children to care for me in my old age, and my brother has none. I know what I’ll do! 
I will take a sack of grain from my storehouse each evening and put it in my brother’s storehouse.” So each night 
when it was dark, he too carefully carried a sack of grain and put it in his brother’s storehouse. This went on for 
weeks, and since neither brother knew what the other was doing, each morning they were amazed to discover that 
though they had removed a sack of grain the night before, they had just as many. But one night they met each other 
halfway between their storehouses, each carrying a sack of grain. Then they understood the mystery. They dropped 
their sacks and embraced, and in tears celebrated their love for one another. God looked down and smiled upon that 
peace and it was here he decided to build his temple. (Jacob Golden, Jr.)

God wants you and I to work for peace in our lives. To strive for peace with our neighbor is a good and blessed end. 
We also are to look to our government for peaceful provision as well. Nevertheless, as we strive to find and maintain 
this peace, it is important that each of us recognize that, in the end, there is no peace except that which God Himself 
provides to us freely as a gift. God gives the peace out of love for us and for the sake of His Son, Jesus Christ. The fact 
is that, after all is accomplished on our part, there is no real peace; except that God has witnessed our efforts to be 
peaceful and has blessed them with His eternal peace. He has turned His face toward us, beheld us and smiled upon 
our meager efforts at generating peacefulness. He then plants His temple of peace, an overwhelming place of security 
and comfort in times of sorrow, within our hearts. He chooses to dwell within our hearts, granting us His peace, be-
stowing upon us the warmth of His all-providing comfort the likes of which we have not known since first we were 
conceived. When all is said and done our greatest efforts are nothing as we regard the peace of our God which passes 
all understanding. He grants, we receive. O give thanks unto the Lord!

Meditate: God’s mercy is all about God’s peace. When you pray, “ . . . and His mercy endures forever.” remember 
that and meditate on it.

Proverbs 

The Danger of Delay! (1:10-19)

“My son if sinners entice you, do not give in to them.” 

There are just some things in life that remain attractive to me even though I know that, on the one hand, I can never 
possess them and, on the other, even if I did, I wouldn’t benefit me in the having them. Take food, for example. We 
need some foods, but not all foods. Many food look inviting, but some inviting foods only invite us to dietary ruin. If 
we could take that rational approach, none of us would be on a diet. Nevertheless, when it comes to juicy, thick 
steaks, rational rules seem to fade away for me. Juicy steaks have a way of pushing aside any rational approach to 
eating healthy or in moderation. I know that when I’m done eating the one on my plate I’ll be looking around the 
table to see who can’t finish theirs. Steaks have an attraction to me that is both alluring and deadly. 

It’s like that with sin. We know the rules, but it’s often just so attractive that we find ourselves putting those rules on 
the shelf for the sake of our appetites.
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Here’s a story: Several years ago a family visited Niagara Falls. It was spring, and ice was rushing down the river. As 
they viewed the large blocks of ice flowing toward the falls, they could see that there were carcasses of dead fish em-
bedded in the ice. Gulls by the score were riding down the river feeding on the fish. As they came to the brink of the 
falls, their wings would go out, and they would escape from the falls. They watched one gull which seemed to delay 
and wondered when it would leave. It was engrossed in the carcass of a fish, and when it finally came to the brink of 
the falls, out went its powerful wings. The bird flapped and flapped and even lifted the ice out of the water, and they 
thought it would escape. But it had delayed too long so that its claws had frozen into the ice. The weight of the ice 
was too great, and the gull plunged into the abyss. (Adaptation of Dr. George Sweetings Special Sermons for Special 
Days.)

The material possessions of this world can entrap us if we become too attached to them, and if we allow them to car-
ry us away or blind our ability to focus on the thing that are truly needful for our spiritual welfare, they may take us 
to destruction if we can’t give them up. In that respect, sin is two-faced; very attractive and very ugly. When we be-
come too friendly with it, that’s when it’s most liable to bite us. Eating that second steak may sound like a pretty 
good idea. But it’s a “good” idea that may be more of a trap than a pleasure. Saying “no thanks” today is better than 
saying “now what” tomorrow.

Meditate: I have a friend who came up with a very novel way of breaking the cycle of worshiping the things of this 
world. One night, as he crawled under the covers of his bed, he asked his wife to take several of kitchen appliances 
and place them on top of the covers. It only took minutes before that became so uncomfortable she had to remove 
them. He’s never forgotten how “things” can easily become weights when we find too much pleasure in them.

Flash and Glitter! (1:10-19)

“My son if sinners entice you, do not give in to them.”

Recently my wife and I decided that it was time to consider replacing our old Airstream trailer, that is now over thirty 
years old, with something more up-to-date. We shopped around and considered the choices. Amazed at the array of 
conveniences that are now standard in most trailers, we began to narrow our choices down to two models. Finally, 
we made a choice and began to plan the financing. It seemed an easy choice and we began to wonder if we had 
missed something. The payments were affordable and the trailer lacked nothing for convenience and state-of-the-art. 
Then it hit us. Airstreams are made to be on the road for thirty, forty, even fifty years. The nice little pop-up trailer we 
were looking at would probably be all worn out even before we had our loan paid off. What we thought was an easy 
choice had become a painful one. In the end, quality without convenience won out over convenience without quality.

It would be great sometimes, if difficult decisions, could be made by someone else. Even better, if we could just put 
off our choices until they just went away. Life, unfortunately, doesn’t often put that option on the menu.

Here’s a story: During World War II, British Prime Minister, Winston Churchill, was forced to make a painful choice. 
The British secret service had broken the Nazi code and informed Churchill that the Germans were going to bomb 
Coventry. He had two alternatives: (1) evacuate the citizens and save hundreds of lives at the expense of indicating to 
the Germans that the code was broken; or (2) take no action, which would kill hundreds but keep the information 
flowing and possibly save many more lives. For Churchill this was a conundrum. Either way lives would be lost. 
However, in the end, he had to weigh the cost of lives saved over lives that might be lost. Churchill had to choose and 
followed the second course. The first choice would earn him favor with the people of Coventry and the second choice 
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was far less attractive, but not choosing at all would have been disastrous. (Klyne Snodgrass, Between Two Truths - 
Living with Biblical Tensions, 1990, Zondervan Publishing House, p. 179.)

It would be great if all the choices in life were easy, but, it simply isn’t the way things are. In fact, what sometimes 
seems an easy choice is often the enticing choice when we sit down and really think it through. Choices that involve 
pain are often the choices that turn out being the right ones in the end. Flash and glitter accompany many choices in 
this life, but flash and glitter are gone in a moment. We still have the old Airstream and are thankful for the quality it 
gives us year after year. When making choices, having an eye for tomorrow despite the glitter of today, always makes 
more sense.

Meditate: Have any “easy” choices to make today? Perhaps they aren’t as easy as you think when you make every 
choice in life an evaluative one.

Open Doors! (3:3-6)

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding.”

There’s an old Slovenian proverb that says, “A safe with an open door will tempt even a bishop” (A New Dictionary 
of Quotations, page 1185). The adage reminds me of a family camping trip, years ago, in the spring. We camped at a 
lake that we normally camped at during the summer. It was a good month or so before the water in the lake would be 
warm enough to swim in. In fact, there were still small chunks of ice here and there hidden in shady spots along the 
shoreline making even the thought of venturing in the water a non-starter. Nevertheless, there was just something 
about the blue water and the sunshine that made sticking a toe in the water to test it that couldn’t be helped. My son 
Dan succumbed to that temptation and, of course, he found out quickly why we don’t swim in the spring. He looked 
back at me and smiled. I knew that it was painful, but just to prove a point and because Dan just had a problem over-
coming any temptation to play in the water, he kept going. The door was open, so to speak, and he walked in.

Avoiding temptation is often a matter of keeping our toes out of the waters of sin.

Here’s a story: Billy Graham told of an old drunk who gave up alcohol. He boasted to his friends that he would never 
touch the stuff again. However, there was a saloon on the way to his work place and so every day, just blocks away 
from the factory gate, he would hitch his horse by the saloon, walk to the door, eye the fellas at the bar, take a big 
sniff, and say, “I don’t need this any more.” Billy said if he kept doing that, the day would come when, in a weak 
moment, he would walk back into his old world. We cannot pray, “Lead us not into temptation (Matthew 6), if we 
walk into it      ourselves.” (Source: Sermon Illustrations.com)

The Bible tells us to “Trust in the Lord and lean not on our own understanding” (Proverbs 3:5). When God closes a 
door of temptation in our lives, it’s best to leave that door closed. There’s a reason He doesn’t want us confronting 
certain sins, because He knows those certain sins are the most difficult ones for us to flee from. There’s one thing 
about God that is indisputable: He’s certainly gracious. When we’re confronted by enticing sins, sins that He knows 
we are most vulnerable to, He often closes the door and puts up a “No Entry” sign. There will always be some sins in 
our lives that we will have a difficult time avoiding. It’s best in those cases to keep our toes out of the water when we 
know the water won’t be to our liking. Simply, God knows best and we don’t. The door may be open, but when it’s 
divinely posted as “No Entry,” it’s best to walk the other way.
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Meditate: Try leaning against a wall sometime. How long are you able to do that without pain forcing you back to 
your feet?

Bet On It! (3:5-6)

“Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding.”

Have you ever been so certain about something that “you’d be willing to bet anything” you’re right? I had that feel-
ing recently as I was preparing for an important, upcoming meeting. There were folders all over my desk, but I set 
aside the one folder that I needed for the meeting and tucked it into my portfolio. Later as I had grabbed the portfolio 
and headed for the door my wife said, “Are you sure you have your notes?” Portfolio in hand and running late, I 
didn’t want to take the time to check, and, besides, I was certain I did have it.  I walked out the door and didn’t give 
it another thought. Arriving at the meeting I pulled out the portfolio and, no manila folder with notes. I was so cer-
tain I had put the folder in that portfolio. Then it dawned on me. I had put them into the portfolio all right. The prob-
lem was I have two identical portfolios; and this portfolio wasn’t the one I should have picked up. Regret then began 
pouring over me. I should have listened to my wife, but I was so sure.

That’s human nature. Often we feel so sure about our own abilities to make things happen when, in fact, only God 
really has that ability.

Os Hillman writes: “I turned off the interstate to get gas for my car. I was returning from a speaking engagement and 
it was very late. As I turned onto the road, I looked for the entrance ramp to get back on the interstate. It was dark 
and I couldn’t see any signs. I made a turn to the right that appeared to be the turn I needed to make. I could see the 
interstate was next to the road. As I continued down this road, the interstate was on my left. It soon became obvious 
it was not the entrance road but rather a frontage road. I assumed it would take me to the next interchange. However, 
the road soon turned away from the interstate. It grew darker and darker. The road became a dirt road. I realized I 
was not going to get to the interstate on this road. Being a bit frustrated that I had made the wrong turn, I turned 
around and went back, losing valuable time. But, I had been so sure.” (TGIF Today God Is First, by Os Hillman, copy-
right 2000, Destiny Image Publishers)

It’s easy to make assumptions about the path we are on, especially when our confidence is based on self-confidence. 
If God’s Spirit has not enlightened our reasoning, we are inclined to make the wrong choices. Our choices seem right 
at the time, but later we discover these choices have led us away from God because they were based on our reason-
ing. Acknowledge God in all your ways today. Lean completely on Him to reveal His direction for your life. When 
you do, He’ll direct you to the desired destination. Bet on it!

Meditate: Acknowledge God in all your ways today.

A Charles Atlas Heart! (3:21-28)

“My son, preserve sound judgment and discernment, do not let them out of your sight.”

Along with tens of thousands of other readers, I often read those little ads in the back of magazines like Popular Sci-
ence that advertise Charles Atlas strength or conditioning equipment that is “guaranteed” to build muscles in only 
“90 days or your money back.” Did you ever wonder why these ads are read? Since they appear and reappear in 
these magazines month after month, it’s obvious that someone IS reading and responding to them. Why? The reason 
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is pretty simple. Deep-down you and I want them to be true, although we know they’re not. So we investigate and 
test-drive just so we know that we were right in the first place. Deep-down, we want that “free lunch,” without the 
investment of a great deal of time and effort.

When you think about it, isn’t that what we spend much of our lives doing–trying to find certainty in a world that 
presents so many uncertainties to us? That being the case, we end up spending an awful lot of our time treating life as 
one big Charles Atlas ad. We give it a go anyway, just to be certain that as vacant and meaningless as it seemed to be 
to begin with, we want to make certain that our first thoughts were correct; that it really WAS vacant and meaning-
less as first we thought.

But, is there anything that’s really worth being that certain about? What about our faith? God makes some pretty in-
credible claims when it comes to having and using a faith-life. He tells us that by faith we can move mountains. He 
claims that a strong faith, one built upon the belief that He will do all things in and through us, will not waver even 
in the face of imminent danger or incredible risk.

Sounds a bit like a Charles Atlas ad; doesn’t it? On the one hand, it is. The claims that God makes seem incredible, 
even hard to believe. On the other hand, they are perfectly plausible, even logical, when viewed in the light of His 
Word. God tells us in that Word that He will grant us His own, personal Holy Spirit. It’s just like God dwelling right 
inside of our hearts. Now, that’s incredible! The mightiest force in all the universe, the divine Charles Atlas, dwelling 
right within our hearts! That is, as my kids have often said, totally awesome. Even death bows down before this 
Charles Atlas! Wow! There’s an “ad” that’s not only incredible to believe but impossible to pass up. There’s “power” 
that we simply can’t afford to pass up. Here’s a claim you can be totally certain of. If you respond to this “ad,” you 
won’t be needing a refund. “Write today! Don’t let this one get away!”

Meditate: The mightiest force in all of the universe, the divine Charles Atlas dwelling right within our hearts!

As Simple As A Smile! (5:18)

“May your fountain be blessed, and may you rejoice in the wife of your youth.”

It’s been said, “A successful marriage requires falling in love many times, always with the same person.” How is that 
possible? Think back; what made you fall in love with your spouse? It was probably something simple like her voice, 
his aftershave or even something as simple as a smile. I fell in love with my wife the first time I saw her smile. I will 
never forget that moment as long as I live; her smile. Every time Holly smiles at me the same way she did that first 
time, just before our church choir practice decades ago, I relive that moment all over again. I’m reminded about what 
pulled me into the relationship in the first place. It’s a good place to be when so many things in life press and stand 
between a husband and wife. I fall in love again and again over something as simple as a smile.

I’m convinced that it’s the little things, like a smile, that we need to keep fresh in our marriages. They may be simple, 
but they are the tie that binds and keeps a marriage fresh.

Here’s a story: “I loved the way we said goodbye,” the elderly woman told me as we spoke about her late husband. 
“It was the way we said goodbye everyday,” She said with her voice weakened by grief. Then, after a moment she 
said, “We left for work together everyday. Although we were in separate cars, we stayed within sight of each other 
until he had to turn onto the highway. At the very last moment, with just a few feet between us, he would turn his 
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head and using sign language, would hold up his hand, sign ‘I love You!’ and smile. I struggled to watch him as his 
car turned onto the ramp,” she said. Her head shot skyward as she fought back the tears, and continued. “I loved that 
moment so much that I found it difficult to face days when our schedules wouldn’t permit our moment on the road.” 
“So, you had your last goodbye together?” I asked. “Yes. At the very last moment as he lay in the hospital bed he 
signed: “I love you! You know, it was at that moment that he turned off the road, too–the road of life. One day I know, 
he’ll be waiting for me there on the side of the road for the rest of the journey. Then there will be no more goodbyes. 
Until then, I’ll get through remembering, ‘The way we said goodbye.’” (Bob Perks)

The Bible reminds us that our marriages will be blessed if we remember what brought us together first; the simple 
things of our youth that we may have left behind long ago. When was the last time that you shared something as 
simple as a smile or a wink with your spouse? Who knows, it may have been the very thing that sparked your love in 
the first place? Wouldn’t today be a great day to begin falling in love over and over and over again?

Meditate: When was the last time that you shared something as simple as a smile or a wink with your spouse?

Life’s Mousetraps! (7:25)

“Do not let your heart turn to her ways or stray into her paths.”

Risk taking. I guess there’s a little bit of that in all of us. For years I’ve been catching wasps and hornets that have 
snuck between the screens here at Beech Springs. I watch them slowly climb the screens on our patio doors. When 
their climb comes slowly to a stop, they begin to flex their wings and slowly look around. That’s when, in a snap I 
close my thumb and finger over the head and thorax in a quick move that has, until recently, avoided the business 
end and stinger. It’s instant critter control, and for years I’d never been stung. It had gotten so that I hardly took no-
tice of the risk any more. I would see an encroaching bee, reach and squash. That is until last week. I let go of one 
rather hardy specimens a little too quickly and he retaliated before I could pull away. I guess there was always pain 
waiting there for me. It was just a matter of time before I had the chance to sample it.

Similarly, sometimes sin is so easy to take for granted. We reach for it time and time again, and it satisfies; that is until 
it finally bites us back.

Here’s a story from Annette Buzban: “We were sitting at the kitchen table one day and my grandson, Victor, began to 
wiggle in his chair. My husband was in the middle of a sentence, when all of a sudden, Victor jumped up from the 
table, and headed toward something that caught his eye. As he crouched to the floor, to reach for the small contrap-
tion tucked in between the stove and the wall, my husband screamed, “NO!” Victor ignored the warning. He grasped 
the mousetrap and it went off with a loud snap. Immediately, he dropped it and jumped back, shaken by the incident. 
Fortunately, his small hand was unharmed. We are so much like that precious, inquisitive child when it comes to our 
investigation of sin. We know how bad it can be; yet we just can’t seem to keep our hands off of it.” (Annette Buzban)

Proverbs, a book in the Bible, was written by the wise King Solomon to warn his son of the evil trapping of sin. 
Solomon was aware that a man’s eyesight, in combination with his vivid imagination, may stir his desire to taste, and 
touch the things that are tempting him—just like that little boy felt he had to touch that mousetrap. Solomon in-
formed his son that the wisdom revealed in these proverbs would give him instruction for life’s issues, and provide 
protection from the harmful consequences of ignorance. God promises us benefits if we close the door to sin in our 
life. The greatest benefit is that we can save ourselves from the painful consequences it brings; since today’s risk often 
leads to tomorrow’s pain.
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Meditate: Today’s risk often leads to tomorrow’s pain.

Practicing The Presence of God! (8:17)

“I love those who love me, and those that seek me find me.”

How expectant are you? Do you get up each day with an expectation of what you hope to get done and how you 
plan on doing it; or, do you just let your day blow in the wind, to and fro, without an expectation of anything in par-
ticular might happen and, if it did, you’d be pleased, even lucky it did? People who put a lot of value in expecting are 
rare and the reason is simple: expectations unfulfilled can lead to disappointment. And, if you don’t particularly en-
joy disappointment perhaps the best way to avoid it is to start with little or no expectation. That way you risk little 
and gain much. My experience, however, is one of expectation. I just have a hard time facing the day without a good 
idea of what to expect. I don’t particularly mind the occasional disappointment as long as a few things work out 
along the way.

How about this? Do you expect to run into God today? How about tomorrow or for that matter, how about every 
day?

Here’s a story: Nicholas Herman was born in Lorraine, France, in 1605. At age fifty, wanting a richer spiritual life, 
Nicholas joined a Carmelite monastery in Paris. But he was assigned to the kitchen, a task that struck him as insulting 
and humbling. For several years, he went about his chores grudgingly but dutifully. One day Nicholas decided to 
change his thinking. He began frequently reminding himself of how constantly God’s presence hovered about him. 
He began to expect God’s presence wherever and whatever he was doing. Even the most menial tasks, Nicholas real-
ized, if undertaken for God’s glory, are holy; and wherever the Christian stands-even in a hot, thankless kitchen-is 
holy ground, for the Lord is there too. Nicholas’s demeanor gradually changed, and others began asking him a rea-
son for his radiance. Christian leaders sought him out and valued his advice and years after his death a fellow monk 
compiled Nicholas’s thoughts and writing into a book appropriately titled: “Practicing The Presence of God.” (Robert 
J. Morgan)

When you woke up today did you expect to experience the presence of God in your life? I don’t just mean that you 
will think about Him and the fact that He is watching over you. Rather, do you expect that He will be walking by 
your side today and you WILL know it? In Proverbs God reminds us that if we seek Him daily He will make a point 
of “finding” us. In my book that means God will search me out, take me by the shoulders and announce to me in a 
way that I will know and experience, He is standing next to me as a spirit in the name of Christ. He is present in my 
life, literally. I have this expectation and a daily basis because when God makes a promise, He can’t break it. Expecta-
tion of God’s presence is a discipline that you and I need to cultivate daily. When we do we will lead richer and more 
fulfilling lives.

Meditate: Do you expect to run into God today?

Staring Down The Critic’s Barrel! (9:7-10)

“The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom, and knowledge of the Holy One is understanding.”

“I wish I had thought of saying that!” How often have you found yourself thinking that you had wished you had 
been quicker with a response, wittier or simply more creative? There’s something about staring down the barrel of 
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criticism, however, that puts us on the defensive and tends to throw our minds into a state of temporary shock. We’re 
vulnerable and, for the moment, wounded. It is only later, when we have time to think about it, we become angry 
and go on the offensive. “Why didn’t I stick defend myself?” We plug ourselves back into the situation and mentally 
go on a mock attack. No one likes being put down and we vow, if ever we find ourselves in that situation again we’ll 
handle it with more courage and, without a doubt, more wit and intelligence.

Yet, the Bible tells us that, “Rebuke a wise man and he will love you.” There doesn’t seem to be much room in that 
statement for getting even, is there? In fact, being made to look the dummy seems like an invitation to wisdom. If you 
are one of those people who are not “quick on the trigger” when others start shooting criticism your way, perhaps 
you’re blessed. Quick responses may feel good but they’re not always what God wants us to do. Here’s some help:

Recently I read a helpful article on the subject of criticism. It stated that we ought to ask ourselves whether the criti-
cism contains any truth. If it does, we should learn from it, even when it’s not given with the right motivation or the 
right spirit. It then offered these four suggestions: (1) Commit the matter instantly to God, asking Him to remove all 
resentment or counter-criticism on your part and teach you the needed lessons. (2) Remember that we’re all great 
sinners and that the one who has criticized us does not begin to know the worst about us. (3) If you’ve made a mis-
take or committed a sin, humbly and frankly confess it to God and to anyone you may have injured. (4) Be willing to 
learn afresh that you’re not infallible and that you need God’s grace and wisdom every moment of the day to keep on 
the straight path.

When we’re criticized, it’s good to accept what’s true and take action to correct our faults. The songwriter Don Moen 
wrote: “Your strength is made strong in our weakness.” When you think of it, there is no weaker state than being on 
the wrong end of criticism. Is there ever a time when we need to rely on our God more? What better time to invite the 
Holy Spirit in than when we’re vulnerable to criticism. The key to being receptive to other people’s criticism is 
whether we choose to “commit the matter” to God or “commit” it to Satan. The choice is ours. When staring down 
the critic’s barrel let the Spirit soften the blow and avoid the bullet of sin. A bullet pierces but a blow only bruises.

Meditate: “God’s strength is made strong in our weakness.”

Stirring In The Fruit! (9:12)

“Hatred stirs up dissension, but love covers over all wrongs.”

Holly and I have recently bought a juicer. We decided months ago that it would be good to make a diet change that 
would be healthy for both of us. We set up the juicer and began buying a large stock of vegetables on a weekly basis 
including some things that we didn’t normally eat raw or cooked. In all we ended up with over ten different vegeta-
bles in our daily juice, from kale to tomatoes. I’ll never forget the first taste of that veggie concoction, bitter, bitter and 
more bitter. It wasn’t very drinkable. The following day we made some changes. The next morning we included part 
of a lemon and a lime. We also juiced in an orange and an apple. There have been times since that first foray into juic-
ing that we’ve also included grapes and bananas. The fruit made what was bitter, sweet. 

We learned that juicing depends on fruits as well as vegetables. It’s no different when it comes to swallowing rela-
tionships in our lives that have a bitter taste.

Here’s a story.  A Baptist pastor during the American Revolution, Peter Miller, lived in Ephrata, Pennsylvania, and 
enjoyed the friendship of George Washington. In Ephrata also lived Michael Wittman, an evil-minded sort who did 
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all he could to oppose and humiliate the pastor. One day Michael Wittman was arrested for treason and sentenced to 
die. Peter Miller traveled seventy miles on foot to Philadelphia to plead for the life of the traitor. “No, Peter,” General 
Washington said. “I cannot grant you the life of your friend. “My friend!” exclaimed the old preacher. “He’s the bit-
terest enemy I have. “What?” cried Washington. “You’ve walked seventy miles to save the life of an enemy? That 
puts the matter in different light. I’ll grant your pardon.” And he did. Peter Miller took Michael Wittman back home 
to Ephrata--no longer an enemy but a friend. (Lynn Jost.)

No longer an enemy, but a friend. Is there someone in your life that has become an enemy? Perhaps its a member of 
your own family or a neighbor. Sad to say, most people can name an enemy, someone they neither like nor wish to 
cross paths with. That kind of relationship is like those juiced vegetables without the fruit or the preacher’s compas-
sion for his enemy without Washington’s pardon. We could drink the bitter juice, it would have been drinkable, but it 
would always have remained bitter. There would come a time when we no longer even tried to juice those good veg-
gies, because of the bitter experience. Our relationships with those who are difficult to love are like that. They have 
potential to be a blessing only if we sweeten the bitterness of the wrongs that have been done with the sweetness of 
our own love.

Meditate: “No longer an enemy, but a friend.”

Less Is More! (10:19)

“When words are many, sin is not absent, but he who holds his tongue is wise.”

Less is more! You hear that little expression a lot these days. The contradiction is obvious but there is an application 
that turns it around. For example, take dishwashers and washing machines. If you talk to most salesmen who sell 
appliances they will tell you that one of the major reasons that consumers are unhappy with appliance performance 
is that they just use too much detergent. Less, in this instance, is really more. Using less detergent gets you a cleaner 
wash and dishes for that matter. Less detergent is better for the environment and using less detergent, especially con-
centrated detergents, is better on the budget.

Do you want to make honesty a central focus in your life? Try talking less. You may find that as your words decrease 
the amount of truth and honesty in your life will increase.

Here’s a story: Dr. Clarence Bass, professor emeritus at Bethel Theological Seminary, early in his ministry preached in 
a church in Los Angeles. He thought he had done quite well as he stood at the door greeting people as they left the 
sanctuary. The remarks about his preaching were complimentary. That is, until a little old man commented, “You 
preached too long.” Dr. Bass wasn’t fazed by the remark, especially in light of the many positive comments. “You 
didn’t preach loud enough,” came another negative comment; it was from the same little old man. Dr. Bass thought it 
strange that the man had come through the line twice, but when the same man came through the line a third time and 
exclaimed, “You used too many big words,” this called for some explanation. Dr. Bass sought out a deacon who stood 
nearby and asked him, “Do you see that little old man over there? Who is he?” “Don’t pay any attention to him,” the 
deacon replied. “All he does is go around and repeat everything he hears.”(Pulpit and Bible Study Helps, Vol.16, #5, 
p. 1)

Many words sometimes lead to an unfortunate result. Proverbs 10:19 states: “When words are many, sin is not absent, 
but he who holds his tongue is wise” (Proverbs 10:19). If you’re serious about truth telling you need to practice 
tongue holding. There’s just something about our tongue that’s so hard to control. Even when our intentions are good 
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and honest, things just slip out we didn’t intend to say. One way to avoid that is to, well, say less, listen more. It 
seems that the less we talk, the less likely we are to exaggerate. Exaggeration leads to regret and guilt. Also, the less 
we talk the more likely it is that we won’t make promises we can’t keep. When tempted to speak measure your 
words; are they necessary and are they true. That done, keeping in mind that, “less is more,” will keep you honest 
and the truth much safer.

Meditate: “Many words sometimes lead to an unfortunate result.”

Demolition or Construction? (11:9)

“With his mouth the godless destroys his neighbor, but through knowledge the righteous escape.”

Recently my son Dan bought an old pickup truck. It ran, but it needed some engine as well as body work. Dan drove 
it for a while and made a decision, deciding that he would to do a complete restoration. Now, there is restoration, and 
there is RESTORATION. To Dan restoration meant removing and dismantling the entire truck, engine, drive train, 
axles, wheels, cab, frame, well, everything. I remember stopping by his workshop one day just to see how the project 
was going. He gave me a tour of the entire workshop. The engine was on a stand in one corner, the transmission and 
drive train in another. The cab was on blocks in the yard out back and there were pieces of truck pretty much scat-
tered everywhere. Not having been there to witness the dismantling I couldn’t help but wonder out loud whether I 
was witnessing a demolition or a construction. Daniel, however, assured me that he knew where everything was and 
that I was definitely viewing the beginning of a rebuilding and not a results of a demolishing.

The way Dan used his hands determined how that project would go. So it is with how we use our tongues. We can 
use them to tear down or build up. It’s a choice we make every day.

Here’s a poem entitled, “A Builder Or a Wrecker,” that illustrates this perfectly: ‘As I watched them tear a building 
down, a gang of men in a busy town; with a ho-heave-ho, and a lusty yell, they swung a beam and the side wall fell. I 
asked the foreman, ‘Are these men skilled, and the men you’d hire if you wanted to build?’ He gave a laugh and said, 
‘No, indeed, just common labor is all I need.’ ‘I can easily wreck in a day or two, what builders have taken years to 
do.’  And I thought to myself, as I went my way, which of these roles have I tried to play? Am I a builder who works 
with care, measuring life by rule and square?  Am I shaping my work to a well-made plan, patiently doing the best I 
can? Or am I a wrecker who walks to town, content with the labor of tearing down? ‘O Lord let my life and my labors 
be, that which will build for eternity!’” (Author Unknown, The Increase, 35th Anniversary Issue, 1993, p. 9.)

King Solomon wrote in the Book of Proverbs, “With his mouth the godless destroys his neighbor, but through knowl-
edge the righteous escape” (Proverbs 11:9). You and I hold great power in our words. The tongue is the sharpest and 
most commonly misused of all blessings God has given us. As Dan’s hands could either be seen as the tools of a 
builder or those of a demolisher, so is the tongue. Every person you meet today is either a demolition or a building 
project. The choice is ours to make.

Meditate: “Every person you meet today is either a demolition or a building project. The choice is ours to make.” 

Cutting Edge Theology! (12:1-22)

“The Lord detests lying lips, but he delights in men who are truthful.”
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Recently I had the chance to sit in the cockpit of a brand new car, full of cutting edge technology. All the control de-
vices on the dashboard were located on a central, digital display screen. To regulate the heating or cooling, just swipe 
a finger over an icon and a new screen popped up; as I scanned along the entire length of the dashboard it became 
apparent that every knob and button had been replaced by a very SMALL icon on that central display. As I fooled 
around with the screen I fantasized what it would be like to own a car like that. No buttons or knobs; how cutting 
edge but, when you come down to it, how inconvenient. It was a simple matter of reaching over and touching a but-
ton or quickly turning a knob in my old car that was the essence of convenience. I didn’t have to take my eye off the 
road for more than a second. This new, cutting edge technology, it seemed to me, was nothing more than a technolog-
ical dinosaur in disguise. Buttons, switches and knobs were far easier to use and, for that matter, far more cutting 
edge in their own right.

Some classic concepts never go out of style. In fact, there’s nothing better that can replace them. So it is with honesty.

Here’s a story. When Fred Phillips, retired Police Chief of Johnson City, TN, was a regular police officer, he and his 
partner pulled over an unlicensed motorist. They asked the man to follow them to the police station, but while en 
route they spotted a North Carolina vehicle whose license plate and driver matched the description in an all-points 
bulletin. The officers took off in a high-speed chase, and finally stopped the wanted man’s car. Minutes later, as the 
felon was being arrested, the unlicensed motorist drove up. “If y’all will just tell me how to get to the station, I’ll wait 
for you there,” he said. “I’m having a heck of a time keeping up with you.” When the driver got back to the office the 
next day he received a good deal of ribbing from his coworkers for being so, old fashioned and honest. (Reader’s 
Digest)

The first step in finding frank honesty in your life is being able to recognize how cutting edge true, old-fashioned 
honesty is. There’s nothing that can replace it. There’s no substitute for making it the motivating force in your life 
even when others call you out-of-touch or old-fashioned. Author Bill Hybels writes: “In an age and a culture in which 
lies and deceit are the common stuff of movies, books, talk shows, news reports and politics, the pursuit of honesty in 
personal life and relationships sometimes seems like a lonely and outdated endeavor” (Making Life Work, page 84). 
Yet, the Lord “detests” dishonesty. He holds you and I to a standard of truth that is, frankly, somewhat old-fashioned. 
He gave that standard at the beginning of time and to this date, none better has or ever will replace it. Truly, cutting 
edge theology.

Meditate: “The first step in finding frank honesty in your life is being able to recognize how cutting edge true, old-
fashioned honesty is.” 

Safe Surroundings! (13:20)

“He who walks with the wise grows wise, but a companion o fools suffers harm.”

I have a pair of old slippers; have had them for many years, actually. You know the kind of slippers I’m talking about. 
These are the ones you call “old friends.” These slippers are the ones with the comfy insides, that fluffy lining that 
feels good even when you’re not wearing socks. Although the soles are still intact, there is but a faint remnant of 
tread. Then there is that walked-over slouch where the uppers billow out over the soles. As I have a bit of a bow-
legged gait these days, mine are a bit more walked over than most. These slippers are stained from a few stray, Satur-
day morning coffee drips and a patch of salt residue here and there from a stroll out on a winter driveway. I was 
wearing those “old friends” recently as I went out into the garage to retrieve a piece of wood for the Great Room 
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stove. I lost my grip and it landed on a slippered foot. They may be “old friends,” but they sure weren’t great ones at 
that moment.

When it comes to friends, perhaps old friends may not necessarily always be the best ones?

Here’s a story: Former prisoner James Knapp confessed to police that he’d robbed two stores in Oklahoma, because 
he missed his old cell mates. Police accommodated him. I think Mr. Knapp may have expressed something important,   
however. Friends are absolutely necessary. But do you know who your best friend is? Henry Ford was having lunch 
with a man, when he suddenly asked the man that very question. “Who’s your best friend?” he asked. Ford went on. 
“I’ll tell you who your best friend is,” he said. Then he wrote this sentence for the man to read: “Your best friend is he 
who brings out the best that is within you.” Our best friends are those who do more than simply like us. They also 
believe in us. They support us but, occasionally, they nudge us as well. Someone put it well: “A friend is someone 
who knows you as you are, understands where you’ve been, accepts who you’ve become, and still, gently invites you 
to grow.” Now, who is your best friend? (Author unknown. If anyone has a proprietary interest in this story please 
authenticate and I will be happy to credit, or remove, as the circumstances dictate.)

Perhaps it’s time, once you and I have secured a quiet, simple, prayerful and worshipful relationship with our loving, 
Heavenly Father, to fulfill this relationship by seeking good friends, the kind that will encourage us to remain in that 
personal relationship with God. Friends come in many varieties; some bless us and, unfortunately, some don’t. A 
good friend, the best kind, will help you maintain your walk with God throughout the year. When life suddenly 
drops a blow on you, they will be made of the stuff and not fluff that protects and not harms. The best friends are 
special and they might not always be “old friends.”

Meditate: “The best friends are special and they might not always be “old friends.”

Sanding The Scar! (15:1)

“A gentle answer turns away wrath but harsh words stir up anger.”

I was pulling nails from a piece of wood recently hoping that I might be able to use it as a baseboard. The wood had a 
nice grain and was just the right length. Unfortunately, it did have several nails in it. It seemed a shame to waste it; so 
I decided to extract the nails and hope for the best. As I pulled each nail from the board, however, it left a hole; but I 
figured with a little bit of sanding, the board would pass inspection. So, I sanded, paying particular attention to the 
areas in which the nails had been embedded. With each pass of the sander I expected the hole to close up a bit; that 
didn’t happen. Actually, the more I sanded, the larger the holes became. With each passing grind I found I was creat-
ing a shallow divot, as the sander pressed harder over each hole. In the end I had to throw the board away. No 
amount of sanding would remove the holes.

Like that board filled with small holes at first, so it is with our emotions. It’s funny how a small emotion can grow 
into a big hurt when our emotions govern our words.

Here’s a story. Lynn Chaffart writes: On a recent vacation I got into the habit of going for a morning jog around the 
campground before the rest of the family awoke. I started down a trail into the forest. It struck me as strange this 
morning, when I didn’t encounter any bugs on the forest trail! After covering a mile or so on the trail, I decided it was 
time to go back to camp, and I turned around. Imagine my surprise when I immediately encountered bugs! Lots of 
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them! Where had they been my first time through? Why were they absent then and present now? It took me a few 
moments of “swimming” through the hordes to realize that on my first trip through the forest, the bugs had probably 
been “resting” in the foliage. However, my passing through “woke” them up, so to speak. They saw me as a threat to 
their peace and quiet, and now they were out in droves to “protect” their resting places! (Lynn Chaffart)

The words of Proverbs 15:1 come to my mind with this story: “A gentle answer turns away wrath but harsh words 
stir up anger.” Just like Lynn’s passage through the forest “stirred” up the bugs, harsh words have a way of “stirring 
up” anger! To avoid “stirring up” wrath, you and I need to choose our words carefully, using gentle, measured 
words, no matter what emotions might be ready to well up inside us. The next time you’re tempted to respond in 
anger, remember that a harsh word is like those small nail holes in that old board. Once you start applying a lot of 
pressure on a small hole, you may never get rid of the scar!

Meditate:  “It’s funny how a small emotion can grow into a big hurt when our emotions govern our words.” 

A Little Is Sufficient! (16:3)

“Commit to the Lord whatever you do, and your plans will succeed.”

Our home here at Beech Springs is paneled throughout: walls and ceilings, so there is little need to paint anything. 
However that wasn’t the case in the home Holly and I owned before Beech Springs. It was a little, white bungalow 
with plaster walls and ceiling throughout. Plaster means painting and we did a whole lot of that living in that first, 
little starter home. I remember when we painted the kitchen in particular. Holly wanted a very specific color of green; 
so we went to the local hardware store to find it. We selected the color from a chart and the hardware clerk invited us 
to watch him   tinting the white base to get the color we needed. As we watched him drop a few drips of green pig-
ment into the gallon can I was amazed how just a few drops could color the entire gallon with a little mixing. A whole 
lot of white and a very little of green made the beautiful warm color Holly was looking for.

With paint just a little can translate into a lot. With faith it’s no different.

Here is a story: In February of 1813 missionary Adoniram Judson set sail with his new bride for India. India was 
closed to foreigners, but Burma was open to his ministry. Soon after arriving, Judson made the commitment that: “I 
will not leave Burma until the cross is planted here forever.” It was six years before one person came to Christ under 
Judson’s ministry. It took him 10 years to completely translate the New Testament into Burmese. In 1825, he was 
falsely imprisoned as a spy for six months. Upon his release, his wife’s health broke and he put her on a homebound 
vessel. He confided to his diary: “If we could find some quiet resting place on earth where we could spend the rest of 
our days in peace.” But he steadied himself with this remarkable postscript: “Life is short. Millions of Burmese are 
perishing. I am almost the only person on earth who has attained their language to communicate salvation.” Judson 
remained in Burma for 25 more years and fulfilled his earlier commitment to the Lord. (P. Kennedy)

What does the Lord want you to do? When you and I commit those plans to the Lord and stay the course, we’re like-
ly to find out. You may be only one man or one woman, but, like that paint, it only takes a little to do God’s work 
when He’s the one doing the work. John Wesley once said, “Give me one hundred men who hate sin and love God 
with all their hearts and I will shake the world for Christ!” You and I make all the difference in getting the wonderful 
work of God done, one person at a time. When we commit our lives to God’s work, it’s remarkable how our isolated 
efforts can literally shake the world for Christ! It only takes one.
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Meditate:  “It only takes a little to do God’s work when He’s the one doing the work.” 

Hellish Choices! (16:25)

“There is a way that seems right to a man, but in the end it leads to death.”

Choices. We make them every day by the hundreds. One psychiatrist has suggested the average adult makes up to 
800 every day. These range from turning off the alarm clock in the morning, to opting for a second helping of mashed 
potatoes in the evening. In between are a myriad of choices, some big, others small. We debate some and others we 
chose by habit. In the end, however, choosing is something we do a lot of, perhaps more than any other conscious 
daily activity. 

Many management-training courses recognize the importance of understanding “choice,” incorporating it into their      
curriculum. One trainer has put it: “When managers are trained to recognize “choice” situations, learning discern-
ment and patience as they calculate good management choices, management styles are enhanced and better decisions 
are generated.” Sounds pretty basic; and, it ought to apply to making decisions in general. Right? How about sin? Are 
there decisions involved and, if so, how much does choice have to do with it?

Here’s a story: A woman died and went to heaven. “Choose heaven or hell,” said St. Peter. “That’s easy,” she said. 
“Heaven.” “It’s not that easy,” he said. “You have to spend a day in each place first.” With that, he sent her down to 
hell. There she found herself in a sunny garden, where former friends warmly greeted her. She had a great time 
laughing and talking about old times as well as an excellent supper in a fantastic restaurant. She even met the devil, 
who turned out to be pretty nice. Later she returned to heaven. The day in heaven was great as well. She lounged 
around on clouds, sang, and played the harp. At the end of the day, St. Peter asked for her decision. “Heaven was 
great,” she said, “but I had a better time in hell. I choose hell.” With that, she went back down. When the doors 
opened, she saw a wasteland covered in garbage and filth. When the devil walked over, she said, “I don’t under-
stand. Yesterday, it was beautiful and I had a great time.” The devil smiled and said, “Yesterday, we were recruiting. 
Today, you’re staff.” (Author unknown)

The Bible declares: “There is a way that seems right to a man, but in the end it leads to death”(Proverbs 16:25). That 
passage from Proverbs is the key; sin is a choice, not something we fall into. Rather, sin is something we choose; and, 
since sin is really all about choice, the opposite is also true: we can chose not to sin. Ultimately, because God has giv-
en us the freedom to make choices, we can choose to make good ones or bad ones. When it comes to sin, however, a 
bad choice can turn recruitment (temptation) into a permanent staff situation in hell; that being the case, a little dis-
cernment and patience as we contemplate each sinful risk can really come in handy.

Meditate:  “Sin is something we choose.”

Cracking Up Can Be Good! (17:22)

“A cheerful heart is good medicine, but a crushed spirit dries up the bones.”

Many years ago I was asked to substitute as a Sunday school teacher for a First and Second Grade class. As teaching 
the upper grades was more comfortable for me, I was reluctant to say yes. Push came to shove and I agreed, although 
I did with some degree of nervousness. I just wasn’t used to staring at a class of 7 and 8-year olds whose grasp of 
Scriptures, let alone life, would make it very difficult for me to put application to story. The class happened to be 
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studying the story of Noah and the Ark. We read the story and then I decided to bring the story down to their level. 
Confident I would be more comfortable facing their little faces if I could get them thinking a bit, I asked, “Do you 
think that Noah did much of fish- ing while he was floating for all those days?” A little boy in the front row raised his 
hand. With a frown on his face he responded, “No he didn’t ‘cuz he only had two worms.” His answer cracked me 
up, and released tension completely.

Are you stressed out about something in your life today? Try laughing. It may not only change your day, it may 
change your life.

Here’s a story: In The Anatomy of an Illness: As Perceived by the Patient, author Norman Cousins tells of being hos-
pitalized with a rare, crippling disease. His doctors had done everything that they could and had just run out of op-
tions. When he was diagnosed as incurable, Cousins checked out of the hospital. Aware of the harmful effects that 
negative emotions can have on the body, Cousins reasoned the reverse was true. So he borrowed a movie projector 
and prescribed his own treatment, consisting of Marx Brothers films and old “Candid Camera” reruns. It didn’t take 
long for him to discover that 10 minutes of laughter provided two hours of pain-free sleep. Amazingly, his debilitat-
ing disease was eventually reversed. After the account of his victory appeared in the New England Journal of Medi-
cine, Cousins received more than 3000 letters from appreciative physicians throughout the world. (Today in the 
Word, December 18, 1991.)

The great philosopher and comedian, Bill Cosby, says this of laughter: “You can turn painful situations around 
through laughter. If you can find humor in anything, you can survive it” (Speakers Sourcebook II, page 219). We often 
find ourselves trying to manage life with grimness about us. Somehow we feel that if we’re serious enough, solutions 
will come. The fact is that most solutions to life’s problems are more complicated than that. Next time you’re tempted 
to dig yourself out of a bad situation that seems unmanageable try finding the humor that may be hidden there. 
Cracking up in laughter is far more beneficial than cracking up in stress. Laughter will clear your mind where stress 
can only fog it up.

Meditate:  “Laughter will clear your mind where stress can only fog it up.”

One Mouth To Speak–Two Ears To Listen! (18:2)

“A fool finds no pleasure in understanding but delights in airing his own opinions.”

Listening with our ears doesn’t always equate with listening with the heart. Let me give you an example. A number 
of years ago my son Dan showed me his finger that he had lacerated earlier in the day as he was pulling on a steel 
cable and a metal sliver had sliced through his fingertip. He was looking for a little sympathy and he wanted to tell 
me the story; I took the opportunity to lecture him on the care of nasty metal wounds. As I lectured Dan’s eyes began 
to become distant but I paid this little notice. Finally he turned away fixing his gaze upon something distant, out the 
window. Undoubtedly, I thought, he was better educated and my lecture had hit home.

The fact is, I learned little of his experience with the cable and almost nothing about the nature of the pain he had   
suffered from the wound. I had used his conversation starter as a cue to start opening the data storehouse that I keep 
stocked within the recesses of my brain. As he spoke my thoughts raced at record speed away from his words and 
deep within the portion of my own self-focused thought process. None of this was clear to me until I felt a tap on my 
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shoulder. Holly was putting on the brakes. She had listened intently to what I had to say about the dangers of infec-
tion. “So what!” She said as she grabbed my attention. Then I looked around to see several sets of eyes focused on 
our little conversation. “Great kids–good listeners!” I thought. Then it struck me. Why had I started down that road 
in the first place? Dan’s wound had become so secondary to my dissertation on infection.

I wasn’t listening to Dan. I had exercised my lips but not my ears. There’s an old saying that God gave us one mouth 
to speak and two ears to listen because He wants us to listen twice as much as we speak. There is a lot of truth in that 
simple adage. How often we find ourselves wrapped up in us and our own ideas; so much so that we race ahead of 
the conversation just so we can select the right story, the correct tidbit of information, or just the sharpest witty re-
mark that will fit the first few words our ears received. As the writer of Proverbs tells us, this is a fool’s path, not a 
path of wisdom. It demonstrates only that our hearts are full of self-interest while allowing little if any room for the 
interests of others.

If you find yourself thinking about other things while you listen to a person speak or are tempted to listen for a few 
key facts while overlooking the ideas, you may have a listening problem. If so, you may be a good candidate for a 
listening tune-up. When someone takes the time to speak with you, focus on their words and ideas and be patient. 
Avoid the trap of fools. It is always better to hear others speak than it is to hear yourself.

Meditate:  “It is always better to hear others speak than it is to hear yourself.”

Marriage Is Like Glad Wrap! (18:22)

“He who finds a wife finds what is good and receives favor from the Lord.”

I’ve long had a problem with Glad Wrap. As careful as I am in pulling it out of the box and then gently trying to keep 
it from folding back on itself and becoming a large, sticky ball of useless plastic, I’ve seldom been able to prevent it 
from its natural tendency to cling to itself and become a useless mass of unmanageable stuff. Glad Wrap is a product 
that just doesn’t want to cooperate. In fact I’ve long felt that it got some sort of evil pleasure being noncooperative. 
Finally, even when you’ve managed to pull out the right amount and un-cling the clinging stuff, there’s always the 
problem of having to press it against the serrated edge of the box and tear it off. That little serrated edge is hard to 
find and when you finally do find it, the box itself begins to bend at odd angles, making the cutting process less than 
practical. Glad Wrap never leaves the box easily. It wants to stay in the box, clinging tightly to itself, but, once you’ve 
got it in hand and wrapped around that sandwich, there’s nothing that clings tighter.

In a way, marriage is like Glad Wrap. We go into it clinging tightly to ourselves–our own ideas and opinions. It’s 
when we’re finally free of the box we’ve felt so comfortable in, that we find we do our best clinging.

Here’s a story: During his courtship with a young woman named Julia Dent, Ulysses S. Grant, future generals of the 
Union Army and President of the United States, once took her out for a buggy ride. Coming to a flooded creek 
spanned by a flimsy bridge, Grant assured Julia that it was safe to cross. “Don’t be frightened,” he said. “I’ll look after 
you.” “Well,” replied Julia, “I shall cling to you whatever happens.” True to her word, she clung tightly to Grant’s 
arm as they drove safely across. Grant drove on in thoughtful silence for a few minutes, then cleared his throat and 
said, “Julia, you said back there that you would cling to me whatever happened. Would you like to cling to me for the 
rest of our lives?” She would, and they were married in August 1848. (Source Unknown.)
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We read in Proverbs that, “He who finds a wife finds what is good and receives favor from the Lord” (Proverbs 
18:22). 

In today’s world we are often taught to believe that individual freedom is really what it’s all about. In reality, it’s real-
ly all about sharing and clinging to one another. Like Glad Wrap, it’s never easy to let go of ourselves and cling to 
someone else. By nature we are stubborn and uncooperative when it comes to sharing ourselves. But, like Glad Wrap, 
when the Lord has pulled out the clings and torn us loose from ourselves, there’s nothing that works better for hold-
ing a marriage together.

Meditate:  “It is always better to hear others speak than it is to hear yourself.”

Marriage Is Like Glad Wrap! (18:22)

“He who finds a wife finds what is good and receives favor from the Lord.”

I’ve long had a problem with Glad Wrap. As careful as I am in pulling it out of the box and then gently trying to keep 
it from folding back on itself, seldom I’ve been able to prevent it from its natural tendency to cling to itself. Glad 
Wrap is a product that just doesn’t want to cooperate. Then, even when you’ve managed to pull out the right amount 
and un-cling the clinging, there’s always the problem of having to press it against the serrated edge of the box and 
tear it off. Glad Wrap never leaves the box easily. It wants to stay in the box, clinging tightly to itself. But, once you’ve 
got it in hand and wrapped around that sandwich, there’s nothing that clings tighter.

In a way, marriage is like Glad Wrap. We go into it clinging tightly to ourselves--our own ideas and opinions. It’s 
when we’re finally free of the box we’ve felt so comfortable in, that we find we do our best clinging.

Here’s a story: During his courtship with a young woman named Julia Dent, Ulysses S. Grant once took her out for a 
buggy ride. Coming to a flooded creek spanned by a flimsy bridge, Grant assured Julia that it was safe to cross. 
“Don’t be frightened,” he said. “I’ll look after you.” “Well,” replied Julia, “I shall cling to you whatever happens.” 
True to her word, she clung tightly to Grant’s arm as they drove safely across. Grant drove on in thoughtful silence 
for a few minutes, then cleared his throat and said, “Julia, you said back there that you would cling to me whatever 
happened. Would you like to cling to me for the rest of our lives?” She would, and they were married in August 1848. 
(Source Unknown.)

We read in Proverbs that “He who finds a wife finds what is good and receives favor from the Lord” (Proverbs 18:22). 
In today’s world we are often taught to believe that individual freedom is really what it’s all about. But, in reality, it’s 
really all about sharing and clinging to one another. Like Glad Wrap, it’s never easy to let go of ourselves and cling to 
someone else. By nature we are stubborn and uncooperative when it comes to sharing. But, like Glad Wrap, when the 
Lord has pulled out the clings and torn us loose from ourselves, there’s nothing that works better for holding a mar-
riage together.

Meditate:  “It is always better to hear others speak than it is to hear yourself.”

Make A Friend–Find A Friend! (18:24)

“A man of many companions may come to ruin, but there is a friend who sticks closer than a brother.”
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The touch of one good friend: that’s what most of us are longing for. We aren’t looking for a spotlight on a stage. In 
truth that is usually a pretty lonely place. Some of the loneliest people inhabit these places; for life in the spotlight is 
perhaps one of the emptiest places around. Tennis star Boris Becker was at the very top of the tennis world – yet he 
was on the brink of suicide. He said, “I had won Wimbledon twice before, once as the youngest player. I was rich. I 
had all the material possessions I needed. It’s the old song of movie stars and pop stars that commit suicide. I had no 
inner peace. I was a puppet on a string.” Becker is not the only one to feel that sense of emptiness. The echoes of a 
hollow life pervade our culture. One doesn’t have to read many contemporary biographies to find the same frustra-
tion and disappointment. 

Jack Higgens, author of such successful novels as The Eagle Has Landed, was asked what he would like to have 
known as a boy. His answer: “That when you get to the top, there’s nothing there.” (Our Daily Bread, July 9, 1994.)

Here’s a story: The great patriot John Randolph of Virginia was known for his intelligence and generosity, yet Ran-
dolph died a lonely and bitter man. He lacked for nothing in this life. He really had it all. His estate was extravagant 
consisting of hundreds of acres of rich and fertile farm land. His stable of horses was not to be equaled in Virginia. He 
was generous and prosperous. He was famous having both signed the Declaration of Independence and the Constitu-
tion. In many ways he was as well known in Virginia as Jefferson and Washington. Yet, when death approached him 
he died alone attended only by a physician. Randolph died a very lonely man. Despite all of his accomplishments 
over the course of his long life, the one thing he had failed to do was to make good friends. There was something 
about his uncompromising, bitter and cantankerous nature that turned people off. In debate he was harsh and caus-
tic. In dealings he was abrupt, even rude. With all he possessed the one thing he really longed for most, one good 
friend, had never been a part of his storied life. The touch of a friend probably would have meant much more to him 
at that moment of indecision than all the stables of horses in the world.

Do you need the touch of one good friend, one who would “stick to you like a brother?” We all do. As the old saying 
goes, “Find a friend, make a friend!” There are doubtless many who would value your close friendship and are in 
need of it today. Ask God to reveal them to you and then go seek their friendship. Take the challenge of being a friend 
if you need a friend. No one need be lonely if they have Love to give to others.

Meditate:  “No one need be lonely if they have Love to give to others.”

Broken Hearts Not Broken Glass! (19:1)

“Better a poor man whose walk is blameless than a fool whose lips are perverse.”

Christians are being persecuted worldwide. This has become apparent, especially in places like the Middle East and 
Africa. As Christ predicted, the saints would be persecuted and many would be put to death. Many Christians have 
had enough and reactive violence is beginning to erupt around the world. Christians are angry and it is no small 
wonder why. The courts are assailing the symbols of Christianity in nearly every state and groups like the ACLU and 
the Freedom from Religion Foundation are pushing to wipe out any vestige of Christianity in America. Many Chris-
tians are scared and rightfully so. For some American Christians, resolved in anger that this will not happen on their 
watch, tears of sorrow have turned into fists of rage. But, do these times call for rage or something else?

Here’s a story: Will Rogers was known for his laughter, but he also knew how to weep. One day he was entertaining 
at the Milton H. Berry Institute in Los Angeles, a hospital that specialized in rehabilitating polio victims and people 
with broken backs and other extreme physical handicaps. Of course, Rogers had everybody laughing, even patients 
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in really bad condition; but then he suddenly left the platform and went to the rest room. Milton Berry followed him 
to give him a towel; and when he opened the door, he saw Will Rogers leaning against the wall, sobbing like a child. 
He closed the door, and in a few minutes, Rogers appeared back on the platform, as jovial as before.

Warren Wiersbe writes: If you want to learn what a person is really like, ask three questions: What makes him laugh? 
What makes him angry? What makes him weep? These are fairly good tests of character that are especially appropri-
ate for Christian leaders. I hear people saying, “We need angry leaders today!” or “The time has come to practice mil-
itant Christianity!” What we need today is not anger but anguish. The difference between anger and anguish is a bro-
ken heart. It’s easy to get angry, especially at somebody else’s sins; but it’s not easy to look at sin, our own included, 
and weep over it. (Warren W. Wiersbe, The Integrity Crisis, Thomas Nelson Publishers, 1991, pp. 75-76.)

These “angry” times call for repentance and sorrowful reflection over what has become of our nation and ourselves. 
We need a broken heart, like Will Rogers, when we see the sin that has caused such grief, such terrible persecution, 
and feel only anger against others, there is something wrong with us when we don’t first recognize that the same 
sinfulness that causes this sorrow also lives within our hearts as well. Speaking out against injustice and sinfulness is 
part of what every Christian ought to do; but our words ought to reflect a broken heart, not broken glass. Our walk 
must be blameless.

Meditate:  “Do these times call for rage or something else?”

You CAN Take It With You! (19:1)

“Better a poor man whose walk is blameless than a fool whose lips are perverse.”

Integrity! “What would you do for $10,000,000?” Two-thirds of those polled agreed to at least one and some to sever-
al of the following: “Would abandon their entire family (25%). Would abandon their church (25%). Would become 
prostitutes for a week (23%). Would give up their citizenship (16%). Would leave their spouses (16%). Would with-
hold testimony and let a murderer go free (10%). Would kill a stranger (7%). Would put their children up for adoption 
(3%).” These chilling statistics reveal that that some people would do just about anything for money. Let’s face it; 
$10,000,000 is a whole lot of money. Promising to love your spouse, taking care of your family, worshiping the Lord, 
remaining loyal to your country, even preserving life itself are high ideals. But, when it comes to taking care of “me,” 
a line can quickly be drawn in the sand. Being a “good” guy is fine as long as you don’t have to be too good.

Here’s a story: An Indiana judge, William Bond, had to pass sentence on Fred Palmer, a decorated Vietnam Vet found 
guilty of burglary. The law required a sentence of 10 to 20 years. However, a new law designating a lesser penalty had 
gone into effect 18 days after Palmer’s arrest. To complicate matters, Palmer had become a Christian and seemed to 
have changed. Should the judge sentence Palmer, a man with no record, to 10 years or more? Or should he declare 
the older statute unconstitutional and give him a lighter sentence? Bond did the latter. Palmer was out of jail in 7 
months, had a job, and was paying back his former victims. The Indiana Supreme Court, however, reversed the deci-
sion and ordered him back to prison. The judge’s attempts to fight the decision during the next two years led to his 
own indictment for contempt of court and, finally, his forced resignation. Palmer was sent back to prison, only to be 
released 20 months later by the governor. Bond’s convictions cost him his job, but not his integrity. (Klyne Snodgrass)

What price integrity? For some it is $10,000,000. For people like Judge Bond the price was far higher. Being willing to 
sacrifice just about anything to do the right thing is becoming rare these days. In a society that is so focused on self, 
integrity is something that’s often sold at far cheaper rates than $10,000,000. Being “blameless” doesn’t seem to be 
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much of a motivating force any more. It seems that people are so fearful of losing out that they aren’t afraid to risk 
everything dear just to win. Basically, we’re looking at some very screwed up priorities when it comes to placing our 
“word” above our desires. What price integrity? According to the Bible the price can’t be measured. A “blameless 
walk” in poverty is a worth far more than the pleasures of this life. You can’t take it with you; all except integrity, that 
is.

Meditate:  “You can’t take it with you; all except integrity, that is.”

Of Trucks And Snacks! (19:17)

“He who is kind to the poor lends to the Lord, and he will reward him for what he has done.”

Sharing–it really doesn’t come naturally to us, does it? I have four little grandsons, James, Jayson, Joel and Jacob. 
Years ago when James was nearly three and Jayson is one, I watched James as he was playing with his tractor and 
several other toys on the floor of our living room. Then he spied Jayson playing with a toy truck several feet away. In 
a moment he was there to take the truck away and add it to his personal fleet across the room and Jayson was left 
with nothing. A few moments later, however, they both were given a snack. James had two and Jayson had one. In 
one of those redeeming moments, amazed, I watched as James walked over to his little brother, patted him on the 
head, smiled, and give him his spare snack. 

Sharing. At best we’re inconsistent and at worst we’re possessive. Wouldn’t it be great if we could be consistent, shar-
ing both tractor and snack? How this world would change.

Here’s a story from John Stuart: Recently I was in Macdonald’s restaurant, having a coffee. At one of the tables, a 
woman was sitting alone, who looked unkempt and unwashed. She was having an imaginary conversation with 
someone who wasn’t there. Five minutes later, one of the servers came over to sit down for her breakfast break. At 
first, I thought she was going to ask the lady to leave. Instead, she sat down beside her and carefully halved her 
sausage biscuit with the woman. It was a beautiful, sacred moment. What made this even more special was the fact 
that I knew the server was having severe financial problems of her own at the time. But here she was, sharing half of 
everything she possessed on that morning, with someone whose need was greater than her own. Jesus once said, 
“The poor you have with you always, do for them whatever you can.” The server at MacDonald’s preached to me a 
beautiful sermon that morning. As she gave to the poor, bedraggled lady, she was lending to the Lord; an act of true 
compassion and love. (John Stuart)

Would that the Lord would challenge us to do all that we can to help people less fortunate than ourselves; that He 
would take away, once and for all, our excuses and fears, our lack of patience and compassion, and manifest within 
each of us the will and the longing to share freely and sincerely. Would that He would enable us to see and grasp 
those opportunities for kindness and care that He places before us every day of our lives. May God grant each of us 
the strength to fulfill His will for us by doing whatever we can, whenever we can, on a consistent and loving basis; 
sharing our trucks as well as our snacks!

Meditate:  “Wouldn’t it be great if we could be consistent? How this world would change.”

Slapping At Things! (20:3)

“It is to a man’s honor to avoid strife, but every food is quick to quarrel.”
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Deer Flies; those little, dive-bombers that come out in late July and don’t go away until the first frost, love to hang out 
in those transitional areas around Beech Springs where sunlight and shade meet. That’s where they hide, just waiting 
to nail you as you walk up the driveway to get the mail or as you mow the lawn and duck into their territory with the 
tractor. They dive into your hair and are particularly fond of the back of your neck. Last night I ran into a gang of 
them as I tried to mow the front lawn. I swatted and slapped, nearly losing control of the tractor. That’s when one 
landed on my cheek and I whacked it hard. Unfortunately, it’s still alive somewhere. I missed terribly. My only hope 
was the slap to my face wouldn’t result in a black eye.

When we strike out at those who hurt us with angry words, often we end up not only hurting others, but hurting 
ourselves in the process.

Here’s a story: There is an ancient Greek myth that tells how the Greek god Hercules met a strange animal on a nar-
row road. Hercules paused briefly, calculated the threat and then he struck it with his club and passed on. Soon, how-
ever, the same animal overtook him. It bounded from behind and leaped in front of Hercules, blocking his path. Her-
cules lifted his club again but paused in his strike. The beast was now three times as large at it was before. Hercules 
was seriously threatened by the animal and began to fight it with all his might. He lunged at the beast and struck it 
repeatedly with his mighty club. Each time he struck it, the beast grew larger and deadlier. The goddess Athena then 
appeared to Hercules and warned him to stop. “The beast’s name is Strife,” she said. “Let it alone and it will soon 
become as little as it was at first.”(Rubel Shelly)

Strife really is a monster, and its ability to grow in proportion to our inability to leave certain issues alone is well 
known. Strife rears its ugly head in homes, between business partners and coworkers, between parents and children, 
or even in the church. Its work finished, there are divorces, lawsuits, broken family relationships, and church divi-
sions. Honorable men and women don’t go around spoiling for fights. They’re willing to seek win-win solutions for 
situations that are often cast as win-lose scenarios. Not every contest is between right and wrong. Many are nothing 
more serious than contrasts in preference, taste, or method. Be careful when you’re slapping at things. Missing the 
target can be painful and often you are the one left with the black eye.

Meditate:  “Strife rears its ugly head in homes, between business partners and coworkers, or even in churches.”

Put It In The Stove! (20:25)

“It is a trap for a man to dedicate something rashly and only later to consider his vows.”

It’s leaf pick up time here at Beech Springs. Literally there are hundreds of bushels of Beech, Elm and Maple leaves 
scattered all around the property. In some places the carpet is over a foot deep. Traditionally we’ve raked the leaves 
into piles and then brought out the old leaf vacuum and carted them away. It took days and many dozens of trips to 
finish. However last year we hit on another method. After hours of raking and vacuuming the vacuum ran out of 
fuel. Wanting to finish and not having a backup supply of fuel on hand, my son Dan suggested that we just find an 
old tarp and rake

the leaves onto it. We did and were surprised how easy and fast it was. That quickly forged idea led us to a thought-
ful plan for this year. We bought a very large tarp and decided to do all the collecting that way, pulling it away with 
the   tractor and eliminating the need for the vacuum altogether. A spur of the moment idea, a momentary flash, led 
to pretty cool plan.
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Similarly, when momentary anger flashes into our lives there’s always the option to cool it down with a bit of thought 
and planning.

Here’s a story: Abraham Lincoln’s secretary of war, Edwin Stanton, was angered by an army officer who accused him 
of favoritism. Stanton complained to Lincoln, who suggested that Stanton write the officer a sharp letter. Stanton did, 
and showed the strongly worded letter to the president who thoughtfully read it shaking his head in obvious ap-
proval. “Now, what are you going to do with it?” Lincoln inquired. Surprised, Stanton replied, “Well, I’ll send it, of 
course.” Lincoln shook his head. “You don’t want to send that letter,” he said. “Put it in the stove and burn it. That’s 
what I do when I have written a letter while I am angry. It’s a good letter and you had a good time writing it and feel 
better. Now burn it, and write another.” (Today in the Word, February, 1991, p. 9.)

Cool-headed decisions are always better than hotheaded ones. When we take the time to deliberate, if but for a mo-
ment, the outcome will usually be better than following our passions. So, how do you do that? One of the most im-
portant steps in dealing with anger is to face or admit the angry feelings that you have. Do it out loud. When you 
take that moment to speak the words, “Boy, am I angry,” you’ve already gone a long way at defusing the situation. It 
isn’t a sin to be angry; it’s a sin to act out that anger. The next time you’re tempted to take your anger from thought to 
action, just try putting your feelings into words. It may only be a spur of the moment thing but it will probably result 
in a pretty “cool” plan.

Meditate:  “Cool-headed decisions are always better than hotheaded ones.”

Halfcocked! (20:25)

“The sluggard’s craving will be the death of him, because his hands refuse to work.”

“Don’t go off halfcocked!” I heard that term often growing up, being a bit of a reactionary when things didn’t go my 
way. Whether it was my Mom or Dad, it didn’t matter. They both kept that little adage in their “parent’s holster” 
ready to draw it out whenever Mark began to stew about something. I really didn’t understand fully what it meant 
back then. I knew they meant it to bring me back to my senses. Recently, however, I was reading an account of the 
battle of Gettysburg. It was from an officer’s diary where he described one of the major issues that he had with some 
of the raw recruits in his command was their habit of not fully cocking their muskets when the enemy was charging. 
It took a full, critical second, according to the officer, to finishing cocking the rifle. By that time it was too late.

Anger leading to a bad outcome often has it’s source in bad situations leading to “halfcocked” responses.

Here’s a story: A man was riding on the train with his little boy. The boy was full of energy. He bounced on the seat, 
he ran up and down the aisle, and he yelled a lot. A woman passenger became upset with the little boy’s annoying 
actions. She said to herself, “Why doesn’t that man teach his son some manners? He just sits there and stares out the 
window, ignoring his son’s misbehavior.” Finally the woman could stand the boy’s actions no longer. With a firm 
voice she said to the father. “Sir, why don’t you make your son behave? He’s bothering everyone on the train!” With a 
startled look, the man returned from his deep thoughts to the reality of the angry woman facing him. He said, “I, I’m 
sorry. I didn’t realize he was disturbing everyone. You see, my wife, died yesterday, and her coffin is in the last car. 
We’re going back to where she was born to bury her body. I guess I just wasn’t thinking about what my son was do-
ing.” (Source Unknown.)
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Not having all the facts in any given situation can lead to miscalculation, misjudgment and even embarrassment. 
Sometimes those facts are easy to see and sometimes not. The point is, however, that facts are important and you and 
I need to find them, assess them and apply them before expressing our emotions. The longer we take to examine the 
facts, the odds are were that much more unlikely to rush to judgment or go off halfcocked. Ask questions. Before you 
lash out verbally at someone, you’d do well to ask a few questions first. “Did I hear you right?” “Am I getting the 
wrong impression?” “Is there a problem?” The more information you have about an event will often dictate into the 
ability to overcome anger before it gets started. Don’t go off halfcocked; it’s likely you’ll miss your target when you’re 
not prepared to shoot in the first place.

Meditate:  “Cool-headed decisions are always better than hotheaded ones.”

Love And Understanding! (21:3)

“To do what is right and just is more acceptable to the Lord than sacrifice.”

My son Dan and son-in-law Andy helped me with a big job this past weekend. Since my knees aren’t in real good 
shape any more, they volunteered to install a new ridge vent on our A-Frame home. The job was an arduous one 
since the pitch on an A-Frame is steep and there isn’t any way of doing the job practically–except by saddling the 
ridge and pulling yourself along ripping off the old vent and then pulling yourself along again installing and shin-
gling the new vent. Dan has always had a problem with heights, so the job was even more difficult for him. I watched 
from the ground as he tentatively crawled along the ridge, mindful of long drop, the tools he was grasping and the 
work he had to do. I had done the job a few times over the years and was pretty comfortable up there. He, however, 
was tentative. I smiled as I watched him inch his way along the ridge knowing he was trying to look confident even 
when he was a little apprehensive.

As you and I go through life, we often find ourselves trying hard, but only going along tentatively. How does God 
view that?

Here’s a thought from Joseph Mazzella: “I was in a local grocery store the other day when suddenly I heard the 
sound of breaking glass behind me. I turned around to see what had happened. A young mother had turned away 
from her shop-ping cart for a second to look in one of the freezers. That second was all it took for her baby boy to test 
out his newfound ability to grab things from his seat in the cart. Unfortunately, the big jar of spaghetti sauce was 
more than he could handle. His arms were still outstretched where the jar had been a few seconds before. On the 
floor below the puddle of red was slowly oozing across the aisle. As I glanced at them, I saw the baby had finally 
taken his eyes off the shattered jar and looked up at his Mom. Instead of scolding or giving him an angry look she 
smiled down at him with eyes full of gentle understanding. Her tender gaze never changed not even when a friend 
gave her some good-natured teasing about the mess. I knew then that this Mom was going to give her son a lifetime 
full of laughter and love.” (Joseph Mazzella)

I think that God must smile down on us with that same look at times. Often we’re tentative like Dan; and, sometimes 
as hard as we try, we often make a mess of things too. We want to learn to love. Still, we stumble, fall, let important 
things slip through our fingers, and even break a few hearts along the way. God never gives up on us, however. He 
forgives us and fills our hearts, souls, and lives with His gentle understanding and unconditional love. May we all 
learn to love each other as He loves us; may we all learn to live our lives in joy, laughter, love, and understanding–
always trying our best.
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Meditate:  “Sometimes as hard as we try, we often make a mess of things too.”

Bounce Back Prayers! (22:6)

“Train a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not turn from it.”

When I was a teenager I made life pretty miserable for my Dad. It seemed that I had all the answers and, well, he 
didn’t even know the right questions. Sometimes I wonder how he tolerated me at all, let alone cared for me and 
provided for my every need. Dad’s been gone now for over a decade and the memory of those turbulent days is be-
ginning to fade. Recently, however, I ran across these thoughts from a young woman, perhaps my clone, that brought 
those old memories pouring back. I’d like to share it with you and, well, no comment is really necessary.

“No one can tell me that fathers and daughters can’t have close relationships, or even become best friends. People are 
almost envious of the love you and I share. But our relationship was not always this warm. There was a time as a 
teenager when I felt I had lost my ability to love my father. He was strict. I was angry because he refused to back 
down from the standards he knew were right. Things were going from bad to worse during those years. We hit bot-
tom the day I looked him square in the eyes and told him that I hated him. I didn’t really hate him. I hated me. I felt I 
wasn’t bad enough to be accepted by my friends and not good enough to be accepted at home. He carried the brunt 
of my pain. He even became my enemy. In my heart I knew I didn’t hate him. I was angry and confused. He risked 
losing my love to save my soul. His fear of the Lord withstood his fear of pain. I’m sure at times he wondered if he 
was doing the right thing. There must have been times when he felt like his prayers were hitting the ceiling and 
bouncing back at his feet. He stood firm and prayed harder. My father has a wonderful ministry to God in prayer. I 
think I had something to do with the character God worked in him during those days. His prayers ultimately turned 
my life around and gave me the greatest gift of all, the realization that my Dad loved me and that’s all that really mat-
ters. (Author unknown)

Listen, please don’t give up on your teenagers. Don’t sacrifice God’s standards of righteousness to appeal to their 
worldly nature. They can’t respect you for it and God won’t honor it. Your children as God’s gifts are dedicated to the 
Lord. He has had His hand on them and He will not forget them. He hears your prayers and He is faithful to your 
cries. He is God. Prayer works. I’m living proof of it. I look back now and see how right my father usually was and 
how wrong I often allowed myself to be. The point is: God will not forsake His children. He will not turn His back on 
them. We are never too far from His reach. Believe the promises of the Lord. He is not a liar. He honors a steadfast 
heart. So fathers, hold on! Your children will come back to the Lord. Thank God for fathers who hold fast even when 
it hurts.

Meditate:  “Don’t sacrifice God’s standards of righteousness to appeal to their worldly nature.”

Consuming Fire! (22:24-25)

“Do not make friends with hot-tempered man, do not associate with one easily angered, or you may learn his ways and get yourself ensnared.”

“One thing just always leads to another.” I know that this is a bit of a defeatist statement, but it’s one that just seems 
to come true time after time whether we like it or not. Nowhere is that more obvious than when dealing with barking 
dogs. Dog pack dynamics come into play when one dog decides to send out a short alarm bark. Here’s how it hap-
pens. Yesterday I was busily working in my home office here at Beech Springs and the oil delivery man stopped by. 
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Our rescue dog, Annie, saw him first and let out a short bark. Little Sammie picked up on that and let out a series of 
yips. Frodo, the other Wiener Dog, while he had been sleeping and would probably have ignored the truck, heard 
Sammy’s yipping and escalated that into a howl. One short bark soon led to three howls. What had been an interrup-
tion, now became really annoying.

One, small angry moment is like that short bark. If there is a way of transferring that moment into a minute and be-
yond, there’s no telling where it will end.

Here’s a story: In the spring of 1894, the Baltimore Orioles came to Boston to play a routine baseball game with the 
Boston Red Sox. Both teams were ardent rivals and there had been scuffles in the past; but what happened that day 
was anything but routine. The Orioles’ John McGraw got into a fight with the Boston third baseman. Within minutes 
all the players from both teams had joined in the brawl. The warfare quickly spread to the grandstands. Eventually, 
someone set fire to the stands and the entire ballpark burned to the ground. Soon the fire spread to 107 other Boston 
buildings as well. What began as one challenging word and some body language resulted in many thousands of dol-
lars of property loss and a good many fans, players, firemen and others ending up in the hospital. (Adapted–Daily 
Bread, August 13, 1992.)

One word, one shove and a stadium is reduced to ashes along with fire damage to over 100 Boston buildings. The 
thing about anger you and I need to understand is that, like a dog’s, quick warning bark, one small thing usually 
leads to a lot of very big things. In anger producing situations it’s easy to blame the situation but that is unrealistic. 
You and I are responsible because we “choose” to become angry, anger doesn’t choose us, no matter the situation. The 
Bible tells us that anger “ensnares” its victims. Once we allow ourselves to be trapped by our emotions, there’s the 
devil to pay, literally. No one or nothing makes us angry. Anger is the result of our choosing to react in anger-produc-
ing situations. The next time something or someone prompts your anger remind yourself that anger is a choice and 
that choice is up to you.

Meditate:  “With anger, one small thing usually leads to a lot of very big things.”

Fleeting! (23:5)

“Cast but a glance at riches, and they are gone, for they will surely sprout wings and fly off to the sky like an eagle.”

I like to input “pop-Up’s” into my calendar on a regular basis. One of these is an adage from Henry Van Dyke: “What 
you possess in the world will be found at the day of your death to belong to someone else, but what you ARE will be 
yours forever.” Like most people, I need a constant reminder of the nature of the things that I possess and of those 
things that I merely care for. Unfortunately, human nature being what it is, it’s only a matter of time before possessing 
and    caring compete. Things like my home, my land, my checkbook, and a long list of other important, caretaker 
items are constantly lobbying to move over to the “possessions” side of the ledger; they are more comfortable there 
since having seems far more secure than merely caring for. It isn’t long before what I was merely care taking is busy 
possessing me.

Here’s a story: Over a 1,000 years ago Macarius was the founder of a monastic community. His wisdom was well 
known as can be seen in his advice to a disciple who once asked him how to begin to live in Christ. Macarius told 
him to go to the cemetery and first scold all the dead and then praise them. When he returned, Macarius asked what 
reply the dead had made to the reproof and the praise. “Nothing,” the disciple answered. Macarius said, “Go then 
and learn neither to be moved by praise or flattery. If you die to the world and to yourself, you will begin to live in 
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Christ.” One day Macarius returned to his monastic cell and found a thief stealing the few possessions he owned. He 
reacted calmly and even helped the thief load his donkey with the objects from his cell. As the thief departed, Macar-
ius said, “Naked I came from my mother’s womb, and naked I shall return; the Lord gave, and the Lord has taken 
away; blessed be the name of the Lord.”(Author unknown. If anyone has a proprietary interest in this story please 
authenticate and I will be happy to credit, or remove, as the circumstances dictate.)

Do your possessions possess you; perhaps the reason that you and I are constantly struggling with care taking and 
possessing is because we have this innate fear that what we care for isn’t safe unless we own it? In that sense we put 
what we have been given to care for into what we perceive to be the safest bank around: our own hearts. Yet, how 
insecure our heart can be. How often is it broken? How often has it led us astray? How often has it become bankrupt 
for a time when hard times come? The human heart is no safe bank; at best it is a holding area in need of daily empty-
ing. Drop the words “my” and “mine” from your vocabulary when you’re speaking of the things you care for. 
Choose to empty your heart every day of what possesses it. What you “are” is lasting. What you have will someday 
pass away.

Meditate:  “Do your possessions possess you?”

Air Power! (25:11)

“A word aptly spoken is like apples of gold in settings of silver.”

We like to camp and a big part of our camping experience is the vintage, old Airstream trailer that Holly and I own. 
Built in 1971, it has many thousands of miles of wear and tear; but that’s what an Airstream is all about. They’re built 
to last and with a modest amount of maintenance, they might be good to go for decades. I read recently where 63% of 
all Airstreams ever made since 1937 are still on the road somewhere. Although these trailers are so well built, they 
still require maintenance. Often the littlest of things can make a difference in a safe trip. Take tire pressure, for exam-
ple. There’s one thing about any trailer, well-made or not, that is universally true; if you don’t inflate the tires to max-
imum air pressure, you’ll wear out the tires, decrease your gas mileage radically, and, perhaps, risk an accident. It’s 
remarkable what a difference a little air can be.

You know, it’s like that with you and I as well. Take encouragement for example. It’s a simple little thing, but when it 
isn’t applied when needed, even the strongest of individuals can prove vulnerable. Just a little encouragement can go 
a long way to make life’s trip a whole lot easier.

Here’s a thought from Karen Lynema: The other day, my daughter missed the bus again so I decided to use the tan-
dem bike stored in our garage to get her to school. As I wheeled the bike out of the garage, I noticed one tire was 
semi-flat. Lacking the time to do anything about it, I struggled to get that bike moving. I finally pulled up to a gas 
station and it turned out that both tires were quite flat. No wonder it had been a major struggle! Once the tires were 
filled, we quickly finished our journey. As I rode home alone, I had a few thoughts. One was how much easier the 
ride got once I filled the tires with air. This made me think about how much easier life is when I am encouraged by 
others and how many times I’ve missed the opportunity to fill up someone else’s tires? A few words, a listening ear, 
or even a smile could be enough to make their life’s ride a little easier. (Karen Lynema)

God often brings many others into our lives to encourage us, to fill our road-weary tires with air when we need it the 
most. You and I also need to be aware that He brings others into our lives for us to return the favor. The odds are 
there is someone you know today whose life has deflated; perhaps totally collapsed. Sometimes all it takes is a kind 
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word, a touch on the shoulder or something as small as a smile to put life back into their day. Air power really can lift 
a heavy load especially when the air is our words and the power is our smile.

Meditate:  “God often brings many others into our lives to encourage us, to fill our road-weary tires.”

Made The Problem–Fix The Problem! (28:13)

“He who conceals his sins does not prosper, but whoever confesses and renounces them finds mercy.”

Years ago Holly and I decided to remodel and enlarge the size of our unattached garage. The project involved attach-
ing the existing structure to the house and extending it out another sixteen feet. Since the project was expensive, I 
tried to build in cost-saving measures that would keep the overall project cost down. One of these was reusing the 
old garage door. I figured if I built the new opening to the same specifications as the old, the old door could simply be 
reinstalled and we’d save a bundle. In theory a great idea; in practice not always the best. Since I really didn’t have 
much experience hanging garage doors, my reinstallation had its problems. Simply, the door often came out of track 
and the top segment would suddenly drop out and crack any poor soul unlucky enough to be in its way. It turned 
out to be me; nothing like a concussion and a black eye to put things into perspective. The door needed to be re-
placed. Pride notwithstanding, it was important now that safety took center stage. In the end I had to confess that my 
skills were wanting.

Here’s a story: In 1977, New York’s Citicorp tower was completed; the superstructure designed by William J.          
LeMessurier. A year after the building opened, he came to a frightening realization. The tower was flawed. During            
construction the joints in the steel superstructure had been bolted instead of welded as he had specified. What made 
that a critical problem was that in his calculations he hadn’t taken into account the extra force of a high velocity wind 
strong enough to buckle a crucial bolted joint. Such a wind came every 16 years in New York City. Weighing his op-
tions, he blew the whistle knowing that he faced potential lawsuits and professional disgrace. But lives were at stake. 
So he did what he had to do. He informed all concerned. After informing city and corporate leaders, the critical welds 
were made within three months at the cost of millions of dollars. LeMessurier’s career and reputation were not de-
stroyed but enhanced. He later remarked, “I got a problem; I made the problem; let’s fix the problem.” (Peter 
Kennedy.)

Sin is a deadly problem. It can’t be covered-up; because it has to be owned-up to. Is there sin in your life? Confess any 
sin in your life to the Lord and know that confession will restore your relationship with Him. Charles Spurgeon 
wrote: “It does not spoil your happiness to confess your sin. The unhappiness is in not making the confession.” It 
isn’t always easy to make confession; at times it can be costly. I guess it’s just a matter of weighing the cost of confess-
ing against the cost of letting things go. Wait too long to say your wrong, and don’t be surprised that in the end a 
Meditate:  “Sin is a deadly problem. It can’t be covered-up; it has to be owned-up.”

Loans That Will Be Repaid! (28:27)

“he who gives to the poor will lack nothing, but he who closes his eyes to them receives many curses.”

There’s an advertisement on several of the cable channels with a very specific and extremely graphic message. When 
the commercial comes on you see pictures of little children around the world in poverty stricken nations suffering 
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from severely cleft palates. The images are gruesome. I’ve seen the commercial a number of times and, out of habit, I 
hit the mute button as I so often do with commercials. I also avert my eyes. I guess that I have an aversion to cleft 
palates. There’s something about that particular malady that repulses me and I’m immediately moved to remove the 
image from view. Recently, however, the commercial came on and, although poised to press the mute button, I hesi-
tated. Ten-seconds led to 20 and soon the entire 60-second spot penetrated me. Amazingly, the repulsion receded with 
every passing second. By the end of the commercial my aversion had been totally replaced with a feeling of compas-
sion.

First images can be compelling, but when we fail to take in the entire message, they can also be deceiving.

Here’s a story: Years after the death of President Calvin Coolidge, this story became known. In the early days of his 
presidency, Coolidge awoke one morning in his hotel room to find a cat burglar going through his pockets. Coolidge 
spoke up, asking the burglar not to take his watch chain because it contained an engraved charm he wanted to keep. 
Coolidge then engaged the thief in quiet conversation and discovered he was a college student who had no money to 
pay his hotel bill or buy a ticket back to campus. Coolidge counted $32 out of his wallet – which he had also persuad-
ed the dazed young man to give back; – declared it to be a loan, and advised the young man to leave the way he had 
come to avoid the Secret Service! And, yes, the loan was paid back. (Sermon.com)

Proverbs reminds us: “He who closes his eyes to (the poor) receives many curses” (Proverbs 28:27). God wants us to 
identify with the poor and not ignore or avert their image from our lives. I personally believe that this is the first step 
in develop- ing a compassionate, Christian character. As with all things spiritual, God starts us out with the easy–
simply opening our eyes. Most of us live in a safe, comfortable environment surrounded by many blessings. When 
we see those who live otherwise, it threatens our safe zones. You and I need to climb out of the safe zone and discov-
er that first impressions are just that, impressions. If Coolidge hadn’t opened his eyes to the young intruder in his 
room, he would have forever remained a burglar and not someone who faithfully repaid a loan. The next time your 
eyes meet up with someone outside of your safe zone, don’t avert them. You may find that a quick glance may lead to 
a lifetime of compassionate focus.

Meditate:  “God wants us to identify with the poor and not ignore or avert their image from our lives.”

Unintended Consequences! (29:11)

“A fool gives full vent to his anger, but a wise man keeps himself under control.”

Have you ever heard of the law of unintended consequences? Let me give you an example. Last winter as I was roof 
raking after another snowstorm, having made several gentle passes over the snow-encrusted roof, I lifted my roof 
rake one more time and caught the lip of the rake on the edge of a protruding ice dam several feet above the eaves 
line. The rake held fast and wouldn’t budge. I yanked the rake just a bit more, and it stuck fast. Suddenly I heard a 
crack and a rumble. The ice had let loose, and along with all the snow in front of it, came crashing down, one big arc-
tic torpedo, the entire load nailing me right in the middle of my chest. The impact knocked the wind out of me and 
tore the rake right out of my hands. I had intended to simply push a little snow aside to free my rake, and wound up 
clobbered by something I didn’t even know was there.

It’s often like that when we find ourselves on the other end of a stubborn argument. We don’t intend to let it get out 
of hand, that was never the goal; but a chunk of unseen stubbornness or pent-up anger suddenly lets loose and 
someone ends up getting hurt.
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Here, regrettably, is a true story. While driving around on a turnpike a couple were talking. Witnesses following 
closely behind reported that the car swerved between lanes and it was obvious the couple was fighting. Evidently, 
before long angry talk turned into an argument, and finally a full-blown fight! The argument continued; when, the 
man stopped his Mercedes and pulled the woman out by her hair. He then pushed her over the overpass. Landing on 
the hood of a car, she died instantly. As the man witnessed the scene, his rage was replaced by remorse and guilt. He 
then jumped the eighty feet off the overpass to his own death. (Rob Chaffart)

Undoubtedly, both of their families were devastated when hearing of this terrible tragedy. Was the anger worth it? 
Anger is so destructive. Not only does it hurt others deeply, but after the storm is over, it leaves you feeling empty 
and guilty; and remorse can be deadly. If you’re angry today, share that anger with God. Be sure to share the cause of 
your anger with Him as well, and ask Him to remove it from you and take it over. He’ll help you manage your anger 
and assist you in learning to forgive. Before long, peace will settle in your heart and people will notice the change in 
you. Is anger worth it? Rarely. Invariably, anger often leads to unintended consequences. Most conflicts, like that hid-
den ice dam, are better left alone.

Meditate:  “Share the cause of your anger with Him, and ask Him to take it over.”

Safe Beneath The Blankets! (30:7-9)

“Keep falsehood and lies far from me; give me neither poverty nor riches, but give me only my daily bread.”

Here’s a story: “It is gratitude that prompted an old man to visit an old broken pier on the eastern seacoast of Florida. 
Every Friday night, until his death in 1973, he would return, walking slowly and slightly stooped with a large bucket 
of shrimp. The sea gulls would flock to this old man, and he would feed them from his bucket. Many years before, in 
October 1942, Captain Eddie Rickenbacker was on a mission in a B-17 to deliver an important message to General 
Douglas MacArthur in New Guinea. But somewhere over the South Pacific the Flying Fortress became lost beyond 
the reach of radio. Fuel ran dangerously low, so the men ditched their plane in the ocean. For nearly a month he and 
his companions would fight the water, and the weather, and the scorching sun. They spent many sleepless nights 
recoiling as giant sharks rammed their rafts. But of all their enemies at sea, one proved most formidable: starvation. 
Eight days out, their rations were long gone. It would take a miracle to sustain them. And a miracle occurred. In Cap-
tain Eddie’s own words, ‘Cherry,’ that was the B-17 pilot, Captain William Cherry, ‘read the service that afternoon, 
and we finished with a prayer for deliverance and a hymn of praise. There was some talk, but it tapered off in the 
oppressive heat. With my hat pulled down over my eyes to keep out some of the glare, I dozed off. Something landed 
on my head. I knew that it was a sea gull. I don’t know how I knew, I just knew. Everyone else knew too. No one said 
a word, but peering out from under my hat brim without moving my head, I could see the expression on their faces. 
They were staring at that gull. The gull meant food, if I could catch it.’ And the rest, as they say, is history. Captain 
Eddie caught the gull. Its flesh was eaten. Its intestines were used for bait to catch fish. The survivors were sustained 
and their hopes renewed because a lone sea gull, uncharacteristically hundreds of miles from land, offered itself as a 
sacrifice.” (Paul Harvey’s, The Rest of the Story)

Is it wrong to pray for blessings more than we need? While it may not be wrong, it often isn’t necessary. We should    
confine our prayers to the things which we need to sustain us, our “daily bread.” God will do the rest without our 
prompting. Praying for more might make us proud. Praying for less might make us prone to sin. Whatever the Lord    
provides us as that “bread,” will do us just nicely. If we need a “gull” He will send it. If we need a whole flock of 
gulls, most assuredly, they will be on their way. Like the Apostle Paul often wrote: “We can learn to live whether in 
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plenty or poverty.” When we nestle our thankfulness in need, resting secure in the hope of deliverance, God will 
grant that need. As we rest in the warmth of His grace, the blessings we did not ask for will surely become the blan-
ket that covers our lives. Give thanks!

Meditate:  “We should confine our prayers to the things which we need to sustain us, our “daily bread.”

Neither Poverty Nor Riches! (30:8-9)

“Keep falsehood and lies far from me; give me neither poverty nor riches, but give me only my daily bread.”

The other day I ran into a guy in the hallway of my office building who recognized me but couldn’t quite place me. 
He stopped me and scratched his chin, with a thin line of recognition in his eyes. “Oh, you’re the guy with the Cor-
vair!” he said. I shook my head yes, shook his hand and smiled and then made my way to the elevator. It’s always 
nice to be recognized, as this gives us a momentary stroke of our ego that feels pretty good from time to time. It 
struck me, though; wouldn’t it have been better to be recognized for something more important than my car? As I 
took the elevator to the next floor my thoughts began to convict me. Have I led a life that has had little effect on any-
one other than someone knowing what kind of car I am driving? 

How sad it is when we are recognized by our things and not by the things we’ve done. Unfortunately, the more and 
more we get, the more these tend to become who we are. Even sadder, our sinful nature likes it that way.

In his book Jesus, Lord of Your Personality, pastor Bob Russell points out that having things doesn’t tend to produce a 
grateful spirit. “Have you had a taste of the best this world has to offer? You went to Hawaii once on vacation, so 
now it’s harder for you to enjoy the state park. You’ve eaten a steak at a fine restaurant, so it’s harder to be thankful 
for a meal at Ponderosa. You’ve driven a Jaguar, so now you can’t be as content with your used Chevrolet. Generally 
speaking, the more we have, the less grateful we are. It should be the opposite; the more we have, the more thankful 
we should be. But it usually doesn’t work that way, does it? A wise man prayed, ‘Give me neither poverty nor riches, 
but give me only my daily bread. Otherwise, I may have too much and disown you and say, ‘Who is the Lord?’ Or I 
may become poor and steal, and so dishonor the name of my God’” (Proverbs 30:8-9). It’s a rare person who, when 
his cup frequently runs over, can give thanks to God instead of complaining about the limited size of his mug!” (Je-
sus, Lord of Your Personality by Bob Russell, Howard Publishing Co., 2002, pp. 14-16. Preaching Now Newsletter, 
June 25, 2002)

Is it wrong to own things? Can a Christian live with things? Even worse, should a Christian want things? Certainly it 
isn’t wrong to own things or enjoy them, as long we understand that they are merely on loan from above. When we 
desire only that which God wants for us, we honor Him. When we honor God, he casts a light around us for all to 
see. “Sure, I drive a Corvair.” I thought to myself as the elevator reached my floor. “But, now that you know I’m the 
guy who smiled and shook your hand; that’s what I hope comes to mind the next time I see you.” 

Meditate:  “When we desire only that which God wants for us, we honor Him.”

Burned Blankies Are Better Fixed! (31:20)

“She opens her arms to the poor and extends her hands to the needy.”
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Several years ago Holly got an early morning phone call from our oldest Grandson, James. He dialed Nana’s number 
to tell her that something bad had happened. His favorite blankie had a big burn hole in it. James, being the curious, 
little 6 year-old that he is, was sitting near the living room wood stove. Suddenly thoughts ran through his head. “I 
wonder what would happen if I touched my blankie to the glass panels on the front of the stove?” He reached over 
the barricade Rachel and Andy had around the fireplace to keep little boys away. Instantly he burned a hole into his 
beloved blankie. I think he was looking for some sympathy from Nana. Instead she told him that she would fix it for 
him. She did and went one step further. Where once there was a hole there was now a Green Bay Packer, logo patch.

Compassion is a good beginning; but touching those we feel love and compassion for with works of service is better.

Here’s a story: Fiorello LaGuardia was mayor of New York City during the Great Depression. He was known for his 
good humor and compassion. One bitterly cold night in January of 1935, he turned up at a night court that served the 
poorest ward of the city. After dismissing the judge for the evening, he took over the bench himself. A tattered old 
woman was brought before him, charged with stealing a loaf of bread. She explained that her daughter’s husband 
had deserted her, her daughter was sick, and her two grandchildren were starving. But the shopkeeper refused to 
drop the charges. LaGuardia turned to the woman and said, “Ten dollars or ten days in jail.” He then reached into his 
pocket, extracted a bill and tossed it into his famous hat, saying, “Here is the fine which I now remit; and I’m going to 
fine everyone in this courtroom fifty cents for living in a town where a person has to steal bread so her grandchildren 
can eat.” The following day, newspapers reported that $47.50 was turned over to a bewildered woman. (Sermon.com)

Someone beautifully said, “Sympathy sees and says, ‘I’m sorry.’ Compassion sees and says, ‘I’ll help.’” When we 
learn the difference, we can make a difference. In a way when we open our eyes, hearts and ears to those who are 
suffering, a small seed of compassion is planted. As Holly listened to little James on the phone tell her his sad story or 
as LaGuardia studied the tearful countenance of that desperate woman, that seed pushed hard to be watered and 
nurtured. Fixing that blankie and paying that fine was the watering that was needed. A seed of compassion swelled 
and burst into a healthy, growing plant of compassionate service. God is calling you and I to, yes, open our eyes to 
the plight of others. But He doesn’t stop there. He’s calling us to action. Blankies need to be fixed not mourned.

Meditate:  “God is calling you and I to, yes, open our eyes to the plight of others.”

UFOs! (31:28)

“Her children called her blessed; her husband also, and he praises her.”

Life is full of those little moments I like to call “UFO’s,” “U(you) Failed Oops.” You know, those little moments when 
it suddenly dawns on you that some deep character flaw, hidden for years, unexpectedly surfaces in your life. That’s 
when the: “I guess I do say that a lot!” Or, “You know, you’re right. I do tend to do that!” comes to mind; those little 
character flaws that lay hidden for years; failings that surface, especially at those moments when you’re lecturing 
someone else on just the same thing you do all the time. Usually it’s a moment when you ought to be encouraging 
but criticism is easier, more satisfying. I had a U.F.O. moment the other day. My son Dan had shared his frustration 
with me on finding the right path in life. He listed the things he did well–his special spiritual gifts. Instead of praising 
him, however, I criticized him for not applying those gifts. That’s when a U.F.O. suddenly popped up; and it had my 
“career path” written all over it. I was reminded of how often I had done exactly what I had admonished Dan for. It 
occurred to me, perhaps, because someone hadn’t encouraged me, I stayed the course at a time I should have sought 
a better path.
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Here’s a story: “Keith Hernandez was one of baseball’s top players. He was a lifetime .300-hitter; who had won nu-
merous Gold Glove awards for excellence in fielding. He’s won a batting championship for having the highest aver-
age, the Most Valuable Player award in his league, and even the World Series. Yet with all his accomplishments, he 
had missed out on something crucially important to him – his father’s acceptance and recognition that what he had 
accomplished was valuable. In a very candid interview about his relationship with his father Keith related: “One day 
I asked my father, ‘Dad, I have a lifetime 300 batting average. What more do you want?’ His father replied, ‘But 
someday you’re going to look back and say, “I could have done more.”’ (Speakers Sourcebook II.)

How easy it is to find fault even when it’s with someone who is excelling. The problem is: often those with a knack 
for pointing out the weaknesses and fallibleness of others, only have this talent because of a deep sense of familiarity 
with the same failing themselves. It’s by their own shortcomings that they know others in the same boat so well. It 
might be wise for those who are quick to criticize to consider these wise words: “Many faults we think we see in oth-
ers are simply the ones we expect to find there because we own them ourselves.” So, the next time a U.F.O., “U Failed 
Oops”, pops up on your radar screen, step back and pull-up on the criticism. Who knows? Your encouragement 
might mean the difference between success or failure for someone on the edge of excellence, just waiting for you to 
nudge them forward.

Meditate:  “Lots of faults we think we see in others are simply the ones we expect to find there because we own them 
ourselves.”

One At A Time! (31:28)

“Her children called her blessed; her husband also, and he praises her.”

How do you stay focused–on anything, for that matter? If you’re like me distractions play a very big part in your      
decision-making process. This is especially true when I’m confronted by multiple priorities. Although I don’t mind 
having more than one challenge on my plate at a time, I do find that I am more easily distracted when I have to focus 
on multiples than singles. The key I’m told is not to be afraid of taking on more than one task at a time while always 
being sure to prioritize tasks and then clicking them off one at a time.

Keeping your life spiritually focused, always with an eye on Christ, even as you’re dealing with the day-to-day stuff 
that happens, can be a challenge.

Here’s a story: She was the Vice President of Household Affairs for her entire adult life. She had a husband, four 
daughters, and one son whom she managed. Her calling was not to the marketplace; it was to the home. She often 
went beyond her job description to fulfill menial tasks like sewing clothes, playing dolls, and even playing catch with 
her son. Things were going along well until midway in life she lost the love of her life in an airplane crash. She was in 
her early 40’s, still beautiful, with five kids to raise on her own in spite of the fact that she hadn’t worked in the busi-
ness place for near- ly 20 years. The death of her husband removed their steady upper middle-class income, and she 
was now faced with the greatest test of her life. At her lowest moment, wondering how she was going to make it, she 
cried out to God. God answered, “Trust Me.” Those audible words became the strength that she needed to care for 
her family for the next 40 years. From that moment on, she came to know her Savior personally and shared Him with 
her family. Her children came to know Him as well. Grandchildren became the recipient of her prayers, and they 
came to know Him too. She was building an inheritance in Heaven, one prayer at a time, one soul at a time. She nev-
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er remarried; Christ became her Husband. (Author unknown. If anyone has a proprietary interest in this story please 
authenticate and I will be happy to credit, or remove, as the circumstances dictate.)

When this Mom was faced with focusing despite the multiple tasking suddenly thrust upon her, she did the one 
thing that set her apart from lesser women, she lifted up her eyes to heaven and made God her number one priority. 
She made her heart’s attention things spiritual. Christ became her substitute, the one whom she was sure would step 
in when things got tough. With the friendly eyes of Christ gazing down on her, the multiple tasks were clicked off 
one at a time. We look up and He looks down. Isn’t it just like God to make what seems so hard the easiest thing in 
the world to do? 

Meditate:  “Isn’t it just like God to make what seems so hard the easiest thing in the world to do?”

Ecclesiastes 

Where To Find Enjoyment! (2:24-25)

“A man can do nothing better than to eat and drink and find satisfaction in his work.” 

Recently Holly and I decided to see a play and then went out to eat after the performance. We’d anticipated our little 
date for quite some time but, after all was done, felt a little let down. The drive there was tedious as the traffic was 
particularly bad with unexpected traffic congestion and even an accident thrown in. The parking garage when we got 
to the performance center was full, so we had to park some distance away on a dark, city street. The play was good 
but we did have a hard time hearing the performers in our seating section. The crowd was tight and pushy as there 
was a mad rush to get to your car when it ended. Dinner was good, but not great. The waitress spilled a bit of it on 
Holly. When we got home, we fell into our easy chairs and exhaled a sigh of relief. We were glad to be home. For the 
next hour we watched our dogs play and chatted idly. As the evening slowly ticked away, Holly and I found that the 
real enjoyment had finally begun.

Enjoyment; how often do we really find what we’re looking for and feel we’ve gotten what we’ve pay for? It’s a ques-
tion we need to ask ourselves––every day.

Here’s a story: Marvin Lacy teaches calligraphy. What makes that special is the great-grandfather of five suffers from 
Parkinson’s disease. The disease often makes his hands tremble. Though he has this disease, when Marvin sits down 
to create his works of calligraphy, his hands are suddenly stable and become still. Marvin says, “It’s a gift from God.” 
Lacy’s faith influences all that he does. He says, “The Lord is important in my life. I wouldn’t want to leave out that 
aspect of my life. One of the sayings I’ve put into calligraphy is a philosophy I picked up. ‘I will make that which I do 
today important. I am exchanging a day of my life for it.’” (Peter Kennedy, Copyright 2006)

Put Jesus Christ in the center of all that you do and you’ll never want for enjoyment. Thank God that He truly wants 
to give us an abundant, joyful life. William Law writes, “Receive every day as a resurrection from death, as a new 
enjoyment of life.” (William Law God’s Word) These days are always with us; they are resident in our souls. Often we 
look so hard for satisfaction in life that we ignore the fact that God has put it right where He planned to put it, always 
right there, within our grasp. It’s in the people and things around us; the simple things in which Christ himself 
dwells. Every day is an opportunity to rise above our problems and worries and explore the enjoyment God has put 
into each simple, Christ-blessed day.
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Meditate:  “Put Jesus Christ in the center of all that you do and you’ll never want for enjoyment.”

Weathering! (3:1)

“There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under heaven.”

“You’re not getting any younger, you know?” There was a day when on hearing this remark I would have felt           
complimented. Perhaps when I was fifteen going on twenty? There was a time in my life many years ago when grow-
ing older was something I longed for. Those days are no longer with me. The fact is, however, I hear this “you’re not 
getting any younger” remark more often, now that the 1 in “15” has been changed to a “6” and the “1” moved over to 
the other column. It’s true. As time passes I can easily see the signs of deterioration and weathering on body and 
mind. Where once God had given me the ability to endure twelve hour days, eight is now more like it. It’s inevitable. 
There is one thing, however, that I still possess in even more abundance that I did fifty years ago; and that is dreams. I 
still have them and still long to have them come true. I’m not getting any younger, however, and some of those 
dreams have been with me for decades now. 

Sometimes, it makes me wonder why God is waiting to act on my dreams. It makes me stop and think whether there 
is still any time left to realize them. I’m not getting and younger, you know?

Here’s a thought from Lyn Chaffart: It was either a pile of lobster traps or a stack of firewood, and every few miles 
found another one as I traveled along the coastal, Newfoundland highway. Every time I saw one of those piles, I was 
struck with a sense of forlorn. It was as if I could “feel” a loneliness and abandonment about them. Maybe I could 
identify with them so well because sometimes I feel that I have been abandoned on the side of the road and left to 
weather! I know God is going to use me mightily. He has told me He would. But sometimes it seems that the promise 
will never be fulfilled. Why would God go to all the trouble to promise me something, go to all the effort to shape me 
into something He can use, when all I do is wait? (Lyn Chaffart, Scriptural Nuggets)

Can you relate? Maybe you’re waiting for that job God promised you; or maybe you are waiting for the healing. 
Maybe God has told you He will use your voice to His glory, but all you do at the moment is sing in a small church 
choir. The good news for the firewood and lobster traps is that when the time is right, they will be put to good use! 
One to warm a fisherman’s home, the other to provide his livelihood. The good news for you and I is that when 
God’s time is right, He will keep His promises! In the meantime, while we continue to “weather,” let’s remember 
that, “there IS a time for everything, and a season for every activity under heaven!” (Ecclesiastes 3:1) 

Meditate:  “There IS a time for everything, and a season for every activity under heaven!”

Touch Me! (3:5)

“A time to scatter stones and a time to gather them, a time to embrace and a time to refrain.”

I recently attended a political rally with a young friend who was interested in getting into politics. We traveled down 
to a large arena to attend the rally and witness how a rally was put together and what the experience was like. We 
witnessed a rousing campaign speech in the midst of a closely packed crowd. When victory was promised and the 
candidate again made his way to the bus, there were hugs and kisses among campaign workers and the candidate. 
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As the bus pulled away I turned to my friend and remarked how great it was that everyone felt so free to let their 
hair down and actually touch one another. He remarked, “Yes, but the youth club I belong to recently adopted a 
N.T.P. policy. I looked at him in a puzzled way and asked what an N.T.P. policy was. He replied. “Oh, that’s a no 
touch policy. We’re not allowed to show emotion in any way that involves touch.”

“We’re not allowed to touch!” Those words really struck me. Unfortunately, we live in a society where it’s the norm 
as opposed to the exception. It also struck me how hard it would be for me personally to remove all the hugs that I’ve 
ever given to friends in friendship or to the sorrowful in need. If we succeed in removing all intimacy from our social 
relationships, how strong can those relationships really be?

Here’s a story: The University of Northern Iowa once offered a general art course that included a most unusual exer-
cise. The teacher brought to class a shopping bag filled with to the very brim with lemons and gave a lemon to each 
class member. The teacher then announced that there would be an assignment. All the lemons in the bag were care-
fully passed out to each member of the class. The assignment was, the teacher announced, for the student to keep his 
lemon with him day and night–smelling, handling, and examining it. The next class period, without warning, stu-
dents were told to put their lemons back in the bag. Then each was asked to find his lemon. Surprisingly, most did so 
without difficulty. The teacher’s lesson? Without intimate relationships, the task of finding the one lemon that be-
longed to you would have been near impossible. (Source Unknown)

Does keeping our relationships with one another fresh and fulfilling exclude touch? In a society so fearful of touch, it 
almost seems so. The Bible tells us that there is a “time to embrace and a time to refrain” (Ecclesiastes 3:5). Could it be 
that God himself is grieved when those He has personally touched with His love, refrain from touching one another? 
Could it also be that by removing intimacy, we remove the surest way of knowing who our friends really are? 

Meditate:  “God himself is grieved when those He has personally touched with His love, refrain from touching one 
another.”

Noting The Simple Things Now! (3:12)

“I know that there is nothing better for men than to be happy and do good while they live.”

I collect license plates. I’m not sure what originally attracted me to becoming a collector. I remember in particular, 
though, when the 1958 Wisconsin plate came out. I was only six year old, just a little kid, but I was impressed with 
the color scheme, black on orange. My friend Bill Johnson showed me his set of ‘57 plates when his Dad replaced 
them on his station wagon with the new, green on white, 1959 plates. It was then that I began to think that collecting 
license plates was cool. Years later I saw a 1957 Wisconsin plate for sale on E-bay and just had to have it. That was the 
first one followed by others. I tack them up on the ceiling of my office and, for the most part, have ignored them over 
the years. Recently, though, as I leaned back in my office chair and stared up at the plated ceiling, I discovered how 
much those simple metal plates brought me pleasure. The plates had once only been a collection; now they had be-
come a treasure of sorts. I was thankful I had enjoyed the collecting; now I could enjoy the collection.

Enjoying life begins with finding pleasure in the simple things now. They may become something more later on.

Here’s a thought from Johnnie Gaskil: “A nursing home resident, a man who appeared to be in his thirties or forties, 
told me he had once played Little League baseball. But now, his head was drawn toward his chest, requiring him to 
peer up sideways at the person with whom he was talking. His left hand seemed useless to him, for it lay on his lap. 
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But with his right hand, he could catch and throw the silky, fiber-filled balls we tossed to him during group exercise 
time. And he did so with delight, despite how limited his abilities were now, compared to what they had once been. 
The more of the residents I met, the more “life lessons” I learned. I became more and more convinced of the impor-
tance of enjoying life, especially when life is good, for that can change, sometimes in a matter of seconds.” (Johnnie 
Ann Burgess Gaskill)

The Bible tells us that, “I know that there is nothing better for men than to be happy and do good while they 
live” (Ecclesiastes 3:12). That advice applies whether we’re living in abundance or, perhaps, in times of scarcity. We 
often let one day after another go by without taking time to savor life’s simple pleasures that so often come our way; 
like feeding ourselves, bathing in privacy, and just doing the simple things like collecting license plates. God wants 
you and I to enjoy such blessings—and more—for we may not always have them; and a day may come when they are 
stripped away. We can choose to enjoy life and to be happy wherever and whenever we are, and whatever our cir-
cumstances. Choosing to start today would be a good idea.

Meditate:  “We can choose to enjoy life and to be happy wherever we are and whatever our circumstances.”

The Wisdom of Where I Am! (4:6)

“Better one handful with tranquillity than two handfuls with toil and chasing after the wind.”

Are you a Pollyanna? I’ve been accused of that from time to time. A Pollyanna is someone who is always searching 
for that one small kernel of good that somehow, by a Pollyanna’s objective viewpoint, must be in every situation no 
matter how bad it seems. One of my favorite phrases is, “Things could be worse.” One thing that I’ve learned over 
the years is this: finding the good in the midst of the bad is a process of discovery and seldom a bolt from out the 
blue. For example: You’re sawing down a dead tree and the chain slips off the saw bar. That’s bad. Now you have to 
remount the chain by removing the housing and reengaging the clutch and bar. That’s a job–kind of bad. Ok! You get 
the saw apart and you notice that the saw teeth are somewhat dull. Well, since you have the chain off anyway, you 
take the time to file the teeth; thereby giving you a sharp chain. That’s pretty good. Getting everything back together, 
you go back to sawing down the tree with a sharper chain that gets the job done faster and easier. That’s REAL good! 
One bad thing, accepted, led to a good thing, hidden there the whole time.

Here’s a story: South African pastor Andrew Murray, was faced a terrible crisis. Gathering himself into his study, he 
sat a long while quietly, prayerfully and thoughtfully. Presently his mind flew to his Lord Jesus. Picking up his pen, 
he wrote this in his journal: First, He brought me here, it is by His will that I am in this strait place: in that fact I will 
rest. Next, He will keep me here in His love, and give me grace to behave as His child. Then, He will make the trial a 
blessing, teaching me the lessons He intends me to learn, and working in me the grace He means to bestow. Last, in 
His good time He can bring me out again-how and when He knows. Let me say I am here, (1) By God’s appointment 
(2) In His keep- ing, (3) Under His training (4) For His time. (Robert J. Morgan, The Red Sea Rules. Nashville: Thomas 
Nelson Publishers, 2001, p. 12-13.)

Hugh Downs put it this way: “A happy person is not a person IN a certain set of circumstances, but rather a person 
WITH a certain set of circumstances.” (Speakers Sourcebook II) The “in” and the “with” make all the difference. 
When we accept our lot in life as something that we are working within and not something that has swallowed us 
whole, our perspective on happiness can change overnight. The Bible tells us that when we seek sorrow there is no 
doubt that we will find it. Bad things happen; of that there is no doubt. But, when we accept the bad things as oppor-
tunities in which some good might be hiding, bad things are but steppingstones to the peace we were looking for in 
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the first place. So, be a Pollyanna. Who knows what good things you’ve been overlooking because you were focused 
on the bad all along.

Meditate:  “When we seek sorrow there is no doubt that we will find it.”

Filled To The Brim! (5:1)

“Guard your steps when you go to the house of God. Go near to listen rather than to offer the sacrifice of fools, who do not know that they do 

wrong.”

When I was younger I remember being moved on more than one occasion, either by laziness or a predisposition to 
want to do something more “rewarding” on a Sunday morning, to prompt my dad with this question: “Why do we 
have to go to church today?” His response, of course, was “because the Bible tells us that we should.” And, “Besides, 
that’s what Christians do on Sunday.”

Now, to a young boy of eight or nine, that was only a partially satisfying answer. I knew other Christians who didn’t 
go to church on some Sundays and they seemed perfectly occupied with other things that day. The part about God 
commanding us to do so, the “Bible” part, was difficult to get around, even for a kid. There were two things I learned 
growing up with Sundays: don’t mess with dad when he was determined to pile the entire family into the ‘56 Ply-
mouth and get them to church and, what is more important, it isn’t healthy to mess with God when He even has a 
commandment that, “tells” us we should go to church. Even though there was little joy in it sometimes, conforming 
seemed the “better part of valor.”

Now, decades later, Sunday morning dawns and it is now my job to pile everyone into the car and drive to church. 
Am I simply following a habit my father instilled, or has time changed something in me? George Mueller writes: “It 
is a common temptation of Satan to make us give up the reading of the Word and prayer when our enjoyment is 
gone; as if it were of no use to read the Scriptures when we do not enjoy them, and as if it were no use to pray when 
we have no spirit of prayer. The truth is that in order to enjoy the Word, we ought to continue to read it, and the way 
to obtain a spirit of prayer is to continue praying. The less we read the Word of God, the less we desire to read it, and 
the less we pray, the less we desire to pray.” (George Mueller in “A Narrative of Some of the Lord’s Dealings with 
George Mueller.”)

Worshipping God is one of those subtle gifts that He gives us even though at the time we don’t fully appreciate it or 
understand it. God wants us to worship Him not because He requires it. He’s perfect and has no need for our imper-
fect expression of praise. No, God gives us worship not for Him but for us. The more we do it, the more we learn to 
love it. The more we love it, the more we find joy in it. The Bible tells us “to listen rather than to offer the sacrifice of 
fools” when we go to God’s house. And, if we listen well, we will hear Him calling to us, “Come, I have something 
good for you that will give you great joy. Give me your heart and I will fill it to the brim.”

Meditate:  “The more we love it, the more we find joy in it.”

Miracles In Your Meadow! (7:8)

“The end of the matter is better than the beginning, and patience is better than pride.”
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When it comes to patience in the face of frustration there is perseverance, and there is perseverance. Listen to these 
excerpts from the diary of John Wesley: Sunday, A.M., May 5: Preached in St. Anne’s. Was asked not to come back   
anymore. Sunday, P.M., May 5: Preached in St. John’s. Deacons said: “Get out and stay out.” Sunday, A.M., May 12: 
Preached in St. Judes. Can’t go back there, either. Sunday, A.M., May 19: Preached in St. John’s. Deacons called special 
meeting and said I couldn’t return. Sunday, P.M., May 19: Preached on the street; kicked off street. Sunday, A.M., May 
26: Preached in a meadow. Chased out of the meadow, as bull was turned loose during the service. Sunday, A.M., 
June 2: Preached out at the edge of town. Ten thousand people came out to hear me.

I don’t know about you, but I probably would have given up sooner than did Wesley. His determination redefines the 
term perseverance for me. I guess if you just try sticking it out long enough, you’re bound to make an impact?

Here’s a story: John Killinger retells this story from Atlantic Monthly about the days of the great western cattle ranch-
er: “A little burro sometimes would be harnessed to a wild steed. Bucking and raging like drunken sailors, the two 
would be turned loose like Laurel and Hardy to proceed out onto the desert range. They could be seen disappearing, 
the great steed dragging that little burro along and throwing him about like a bag of cream puffs. They might be gone 
for days, but eventually they would come back. The little burro would be seen first, trotting back across the horizon, 
leading the    submissive steed in tow. Somewhere out there on the rim of the world, the steed would become ex-
hausted from trying to be rid of the burro, and in that moment, the burro would take mastery and become the leader. 
(Leadership 1989.)

And that is the way it is with the kingdom and its heroes, isn’t it? The battle is to the determined, not to the outraged; 
to the committed, not to those who are merely dramatic. That little burro endured and, in the end, he persevered. The 
Bible tells us that, “Patience is better than pride” (Ecclesiastes 7:8). When we decide to stick out what may seem a 
hopeless situation because we trust in the Lord to take what is hopeless and turn it into hope, we put pride in its 
place and elevate patience to the throne. God determines all things, even things that might appear hopeless on the 
surface. In fact, God often chooses the hopeless to become the foundation for His glory and our hope. Are you strug-
gling in a hopeless situation? Remember the little burro and hang in there. Stay attached to your troubles and trust in 
the Lord. No doubt you will be tossed and thrown. In the end, however, the troubles will get tired and miracles will 
happen in YOUR meadow too.

Meditate:  “Stay attached to your troubles and trust in the Lord.”

Boiling The Wort! (7:9)

“Do not be too quickly provoked in your spirit. for anger resides in the lap of fools.”

Although I don’t drink much beer, I do enjoy making it from time to time. To make home brew the first thing you 
need to do is what’s called “boiling the wort.” The wort is a mixture of water, malted grain and hops. When cool and 
the sugar and yeast have been added, you have the start of the brewing process. A boiling, wort is more than just a 
simmer. As the mixture of malted grain and water begins to come to a boiling temperature, it does so almost without 
warning. When the boil begins, the malted grain gives the boil a real roll. You need to be there, standing next to that 
kettle, to turn down the heat when that roll is achieved. If you’re not careful, excessive heat can scald the wort, splat-
ter it and giving the beer a burnt taste, something that will easily spoil the taste of the beer when you go to bottle it 
weeks later. Worse yet, if the wort boils over, the minute you lift that cover you risk being scalded. It imperative that a 
home brewer is in control of the boiling wort at all times.
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It’s like that with our emotions as well. We need to be in control of any situation that always has the risk of boiling 
over or risk hurt to others as well as ourselves.

Here’s a story: In the 1975 Masters Tennis Tournament tennis star Arthur Ashe was ahead 4-1 in the third and deci-
sive set of a round-robin match with Rumanian-born Ilie Nastase, sometimes dubbed “Nasty” Nastase for his flam-
boyant on- court antics. Behind in the match, Nastase went into his act again, stalling and arguing, cursing, taunting, 
and acting like a madman. Finally, Arthur Ashe put down his racket and walked off the court, saying, “I’ve had 
enough. I’m at the point where I’m afraid I’ll lose control.” “But Arthur,” cried the umpire, “You’ll default the 
match.” “I don’t care,” replied Ashe, “I’d rather lose that than my self-respect.” Agreeing that Nastase’s unruly be-
havior had unfairly interrupted the match the referee came up with a solution. He announced that Nastase was dis-
qualified. He refused to condone his bullying tactics and he insisted that Nastase default the match for his “un-
sportsman” like conduct. (Peter Kennedy)

Arthur Ashe won both in the game of tennis–and in the game of life. Each of us has to figure out for ourselves if we 
control our anger or does our anger control us? Today in prayer, give any problem of anger to the Lord and ask for 
His Spirit to control you. The Bible teaches, “He who would be angry and not sin, must be angry at nothing but sin.” 
Like that boil- ing wort, a prudent man doesn’t let his temper boil over lest he get into the hot water himself. It’s al-
ways best to turn the heat of the situation down before the boil gets away.

Meditate:  “Each of us has to figure out for ourselves if we control our anger or does our anger control us?”

Too Easily Pleased! (9:7-10)

“Whatever your hand finds to do, do it with all your might, for in the grave where you are going, there is neither working nor planning nor 

knowledge nor wisdom.”

 I was happy with things the way they were. Why should I go to any great length to make them any better when, as it 
were, I was contented with how my car looked and drove? This was my response years ago when my wife ap-
proached me with an idea. “Why don’t you have some of the dents in your car fixed and, while you’re at it, get it 
painted as well?”

I had driven the old Corvair for years and paid little attention to the several sizable dents in its fenders. And, for that 
matter, paid only slight attention to its faded paint. In some places on the car the undercoating was showing through. 
I simply had gotten used to the way it looked. Since the car was fun to drive, dents and paint withstanding, I was 
content? Why did I need any more joy than I already had? Was it really worth the cost to make substantial changes in 
a vehicle that I already loved? Nonetheless, after the conversation had come up more than once, I began to look at the 
car through different eyes. Perhaps my wife was right. Perhaps the old Corvair could use a facelift and a complete 
paint makeover. Perhaps when all was said and done, the joy that I had driving the car everyday could actually be 
enhanced if I put a bit more effort into keeping it looking good. Perhaps?

C. S. Lewis writes: “Our Lord finds our desires not too strong, but too weak. We are halfhearted creatures, fooling 
about with drink and sex and ambition, when infinite joy is offered to us, like an ignorant child who wants to go on 
making mud pies in the slum because he cannot imagine what is meant by the offer of a holiday at the sea. We are far 
too easily pleased.” (C.S. Lewis.)
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Sometimes we as Christians find ourselves making “mud pies” of our lives and finding contentment in the doing 
when all along God has foreordained that there was something better and far more joyful than this level of minimal 
contentment that we might find in just going about our daily lives, coping with things as they come along. 

Coping, day-in and day-out, becomes habitual after a time. Like my old Corvair, we sort of get used to a level of joy 
that seems good enough for the present time. Besides, making significant changes in a life that is already “self-pro-
grammed” to be sufficient can often mean a lot of extra work. When we take stock of many of the things in this life 
that we feel are “joy-givers,” we might find that many of them pale in comparison to the joy that devotion to Christ-
ian living could bring us if only we were inclined to take some of the dents out of our spiritual lives and, perhaps, 
give them a fresh new coat of paint.

Meditate:  “Our Lord finds our desires not too strong, but too weak.”

The Tyranny of Fairness! (9:11)

“The race is not to the swift or the battle to the strong, nor does food come to the wise or wealth to the brilliant or favor to the learned; but time 

and chance happen to them all.”

Fairness. We live in a society that is fixated on it. Everything must be equal and fair or there may be a lawyer to hire 
or a stiff fine to pay. Our predisposition with being fair has its roots in the Bible. Justice, fairness, to God was always 
an important part of his law. However, have we taken that concept of justice and perverted it? For example, a local 
shopping mall was recently having trouble protecting its shoppers from gangs of youths who frequented the mall. 
Over a period of years there had been numerous car thefts, holdups, muggings and vandalism. It had gotten to such 
a state that customers were beginning to avoid shopping at the mall. The ownership took action and made a rule that 
any young person under certain age could not enter the mall between certain designated hours unless accompanied 
by a parent. Sounds like a fair rule? No more than a couple of weeks had passed and there was a lawsuit. The mall 
was not being “fair” to children under a certain age. It now finds itself facing a court challenge to a rule that was im-
plemented to protect it customers. But, we must be fair!

Can fairness go too far? Are Christians to be “fair” under every circumstance no matter what? Is there a time when 
we need to weigh what is good over what is fair?

Here’s a thought from C.S. Lewis: “I can’t conceive how we would get through the boredom of this world in which 
we live if we never met anyone more clever, or more beautiful, or stronger than ourselves. The fans that follow after 
sports celebrities and film stars know better than to desire that kind of equality . . . The demand for equality has two 
sources; one of them is noble, the other is not. The noble one is the desire for fair play. But the other source is the ha-
tred of superiority. {paraphrased} (God in the Dock, ‘The Grand Miracle’ [1945].)

The Bible tells us that, “Time and chance happen to everyone (Ecclesiastes 9:11).” In other words, fairness in this life 
is hit and miss. Sometimes you win and sometimes you lose. That’s the way it is. In a perfect world everything would 
be fair. In the imperfect world that we live in, that’s not the way things are. As Christians we should strive to be fair 
to everyone, to promote “fair play,” as Lewis put it. But to demand that everyone be treated the same because we are 
all equal would be unreasonable. There will always be someone who can do something better than I can or has skills I 
don’t have. No matter what I do, I can’t change that nor do I want to. Fairness for the sake of good is biblical. Fairness 
for the sake of equality is tyranny.
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Meditate:  “In a perfect world everything would be fair. But, in the imperfect world that we live in, that’s not the way 
things are.”

A Heavenly Perspective! (9:11)

“The race is not to the swift or the battle to the strong, nor does food come to the wise or wealth to the brilliant or favor to the learned; but time 
and chance happen to them all.”

Do you ever find yourself wondering why the good guys don’t always win? I know that I do from time to time. I was 
watching the news the other night and saw a story that really rankled me. Some guy had won the lottery and millions 
of dollars. It turns out that he already owned a large company and was doing very well financially. When they inter-
viewed him on TV he came off as rather rude on top of it. I found myself thinking, “Why not me?” I sure could have 
used the money more than he did. I felt confident that I would have displayed a better attitude. It didn’t even seem 
that he was thankful for such good fortune. Just give me that million and I’ll show you what good a million dollars 
could do!

The question is: was I seeing the bigger picture, my life without a million dollars, or only what I wanted to see?

Here’s a story: Earl Weaver, former manager of the Baltimore Orioles, had a rule that no one could steal a base unless 
given the steal sign. This upset one of his star players, Reggie Jackson, because he felt he knew the pitchers and 
catchers well enough to judge who he could and could not steal off of. So one game he decided to steal without a 
sign. He got a good jump off the pitcher and easily beat the throw to second base. As he shook the dirt off his uni-
form, Jackson smiled with delight, feeling he had vindicated his judgment to his manager. Later Weaver took Jackson 
aside and explained why he hadn’t given the steal sign. First, the next batter was Lee May, his best power hitter other 
than Jackson. When Jackson stole second, first base was left open, so the other team walked May intentionally, taking 
the bat out of his hands. Second, the following batter hadn’t been strong against that pitcher, so Weaver felt he had to 
send up a pinch hitter to try to drive in the men on base; that left Weaver without bench strength later in the game. 
The problem was, Jackson saw only his relationship to the pitcher and catcher. Weaver was watching the whole 
game. (Marty Masten.)

We, too, see only so far, but God sees the bigger picture. When he sends us a signal, it’s wise to obey, no matter what 
we may think WE know. The Bible tells us that the “race is not to the swift or the battle to the strong, nor does food 
come to the wise or wealth to the brilliant or favor to the learned; but time and chance happen to them all”(Ecclesi-
astes 9:11). It doesn’t seem fair but it’s true. We live in a world tainted by sin. Because of this, justice itself has been 
thrown out of whack. In a perfect world Jackson could have stolen the base without a thought. In a perfect world, 
lotteries would only be won by the poor and deserving. We can take solace in this. From a heavenly perspective all 
things will work together for good. From our perspective we serve God and whatever He wills is always fair because 
He can see the whole picture.

Meditate:  “When he sends us a signal, it’s wise to obey, no matter what we may think WE know.”

A Sharpened Ax! (10:10)

“If the ax is dull and its edge unsharpened, more strength is needed but skill will bring success.”
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I like being prepared for things but I’ve often yielded to the temptation of not taking the time needed to be prepared. 
I was reminded of this last weekend when Holly and I decided to take down a few dead trees at the far end of our 
property. I got out the tractor, hitched the trailer, loaded my chainsaw, gear oil, fuel, splitting maul, wedges and 
gloves. I was prepared. I looked down into the trailer and felt satisfied that I had everything necessary to bring down 
a tree, cut it up and split it. Only one problem: not having cleaned my saw properly after the last cutting, the channel 
supplying oil to the chain guide was clogged. As I began cutting, the friction built up on the chain rail causing the 
chain to bind and then jump the rail. I had all the proper equipment but I really wasn’t prepared properly. I con-
quered little in the next hour or so as I headed back to the garage to fix what I hadn’t prepared properly in the first 
place.

When it comes to your daily walk with God, how prepared are you? Or, have spiritual shortcuts come back to bite 
you?

Here’s a story: There’s an old story told about two woodcutters who were in a forest. They were being paid commis-
sion for every log that they chopped. Both of them were ambitious and wanted to out do the other. One of the wood-
cutters spent all day chopping logs, without taking a break. He supposed that if he continued working, he would be 
able get more logs done than his rival. The second woodcutter took a break every hour for five minutes. At the end of 
the day, he had taken ten breaks. The first woodcutter believed that he had outpaced his rival, but when it came to 
tallying the amount of logs that were actually chopped, the second woodcutter had the largest pile and earned more 
commission. “How did you do that?” Asked the first woodcutter. “How did you manage to chop more logs than me, 
with all those breaks?” “Each time, I took a break, “ answered the second woodcutter, “ I sharpened my axe. It meant 
I could chop more logs than you in the latter part of the day.” (John Stuart)

The same applies to what we do with our spirituality. If we’re not taking time to sharpen our souls with prayer, Bible 
reading and worship, then our connection to God becomes blunt, and our faith is almost useless in times of trial. In 
midst of all our busyness, we need to take time out to be with God, to focus on Christ, and to be re-sharpened by the 
Holy Spirit. Snatch some precious moments each hour to ask for guidance, to give Him thanks, and to study Scrip-
ture. In doing so, you will discover a new strength and spiritual stamina within you. There’s no telling what calami-
ties you might avoid tomorrow by sharpening your relationship with God today.

Meditate:  “There’s no telling what calamities you might avoid tomorrow by sharpening your relationship with God 
today.”

Let Go Of That Balloon! (11:1-6)

“Cast your bread upon the waters, for after many days you will find it again.”

Carpe diem! Engraved in the keystone of the old fellowship hall I passed every day on my way to the office, I had 
glanced at it countless times. But on this particular day, with my youngest daughter in the car, her question prompted 
me to cast a second look. What does “Carp Dime” mean dad?” “That’s car-pae dee-um.” I said. “It’s Latin for seize 
the day!” She looked at me quizzically for the rest of the answer. “Seize the day means to, well, hold on to it and 
wring every ounce of opportunity that you can out of it. Don’t let it go until you’ve made the best of every situation.” 
She seemed satisfied with the answer and continued watching the traffic. I, on the other hand, was left with a slight 
feeling of dissatisfaction. “Every opportunity? The best of every situation?” I may know the meaning but I was sud-
denly struck with the uneasy feeling that I didn’t understand the application.
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“Seize the day!” Somehow it seems to me that this is probably what went through the mind of our Savior each morn-
ing as he awoke to another day of ministry on this earth. Time was short and the day was rapidly advancing when 
the work he could do here would be brought to end. “Carpe Diem!” What work needed to be accomplished must be 
done now. And, as importantly, what joy there was available in that “deum,” that day must, with an embrace, be 
brought into the heart, and, most importantly, shared with everyone in that day. The day was no time for slacking, 
whether that be in work or pleasure.

I remember reading about a conference at a Presbyterian church where people were given helium filled balloons and 
told to release them at some point in the service when they felt like expressing the joy in their hearts. Since they were 
Presbyterians, they felt that they weren’t free to say, “Hallelujah, Praise the Lord.” All through the service some bal-
loons ascended, but when it was over one third of the balloons were unreleased. The majority of the parishioners 
were simply afraid to let their balloons go.

The Bible tells us to “Cast your bread upon the waters, for after many days you will find it again.” When we work 
hard it is easy to see that our labors result in something concrete, a job accomplished, something improved or made 
better. Why is it that we don’t treat the joy in our day the same way. Casting it upon the waters of this life so that oth-
ers can benefit from our smile, our good joke told well, our willingness to say “Hi!” to a stranger on our way. Today, 
seize the little joys that God puts into your life and share them with someone else. Let your balloon go and “seize the 
day.”

Meditate:  “Why is it that we don’t treat the joy in our day the same way.”

He Who Hesitates! (11:4)

“Whoever watches the wind will not plant; whoever looks at the clouds will not reap.”

When I was growing up I went to both public and parochial schools. Although there were obvious differences be-
tween the two, one thing was the same; we didn’t have any signs posted on either public or private campuses that 
read: “Drug Free” or “Gun-Free” zones. There just didn’t seem to be a need for them. People assumed that most stu-
dents, if not 99.9%, wouldn’t come to campus with guns or drugs; if that happened it would be dealt with on an indi-
vidual not group basis. Times have changed. Now schools not only mandate security for guns and drugs, many are 
also mandated “Junk-Food Free Zones.” In the drive to protect students from everything, trans-fats are the latest tar-
get. When will it end? Unfortunately, we live in a risk-free society in love with precautions. The problem is that pre-
cautions are sometimes, probably more risky than the risk itself. Safety is one thing; but the freedom to progress may 
often become the casualty.

Here’s a story: In 1745, the Scots rebelled against the English King George. Their leader was Charles Edward Stewart, 
otherwise known as Bonnie Prince Charlie. For several months, he victoriously led his forces against the royalist, pro-
King George troops. As he marched down south, many more joined his army, and they eventually reached the Eng-
lish town of Derby, 200 miles north of London. The Royalists were ready to flee the country, when Prince Charlie 
made a terrible miscalculation. He started to worry about the weather. Instead of marching on to victory, he halted 
the Highland army and debated with his generals. Major disagreements broke out, that resulted in a divided com-
mand. Charlie then obstinately decided to head home for shelter with his beleaguered troops. He was hoping to 
avoid the bad weather, but it caught up with him. The whole army retreated, in much the same way that Napoleon’s 
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troops would in 1812, from Moscow to Paris. Morale was extinguished; the weather was merciless; and the High-
landers lost hope. Within a couple of months, the rebellion was over and this time, Charlie was the one who fled the 
country; giving new meaning to the phrase: “He who hesitates, loses.” (Source Unknown)

He who hesitates loses. That’s what today’s Bible verse, “Whoever watches the wind will not plant; whoever looks at 
the clouds will not reap” (Ecclesiastes 11:4), is telling us. Everyday, God gives us opportunities to do His work and 
make our lives more meaningful. Faith involves risk and God always calls us to do things that are beyond what we 
can do on our own. That’s when we depend upon Him most. That’s when we give up worrying about whether we 
can accomplish it ourselves, and completely put our faith in Him. Precautions are fine; just don’t substitute progress 
for safety.

Meditate:  “Everyday, God gives us opportunities to do His work and make our lives more meaningful.”

Enjoy Them All! (11:7-10)

“However many years a man may live, let him enjoy them all.”

Only a dozen or so year and then, sweet, sweet retirement. Having worked for over 35 years, my time of hope and 
sweet happiness is now firmly planted on the horizon. In but a decade or so, I could be retired. No more getting up at 
4:50 AM or making sure I had good battery in the old Corvair so that I was assured I would get to work the follow- 
ing morning. Now, that is a goal certainly worth working for--retirement. And, why not? When you are looking to-
ward something so much better, what does the today have to offer in comparison?

In a sense, living for retirement is living for tomorrow. If, however, tomorrow holds all the joy, what is the secret to 
being happy today? Is it simply the fact that we have our hope in tomorrow and that is our joy?

If that is true, then I know that I have witnessed over the years at least one if not several anomalies to the principle; 
my Grandpa Leo, for example. He always seemed happy whenever I saw him. Even when he was sick and close to 
death I never detected a tone of bitterness or regret in his words. Was this because he had finally attained retirement 
after work- ing so hard through a depression and a war that now he finally had a chance to enjoy life? I really don’t 
think so. The one thing about my grandfather that really impressed me as a kid was the way he was always hard at 
work doing something. Whether it was climbing the old oak tree in his front yard at the age of 80 to trim a broken 
branch or just planting petunias in one of his beloved flower beds, Grandpa Leo never stopped working. In fact, even 
though he was retired, you would hardly have noticed. His move from the factory floor to a retirement cottage on a 
lake at age 65 was seamless.

I believe that his secret for being happy was not that he was retired and didn’t need to get up early and work any 
more. He still got up early and he never gave up working. The secret to being happy for him was not simply looking 
forward to fishing every day as the sun came up over the lake, although that was something he treasured. Rather, my 
grandfather had discovered from early on, from in the depths of the Great Depression, that the secret of enjoying life, 
having joy every day, was to give each day all you had and then go to bed at night with a sense of satisfaction you 
had done your best. The Bible tells us that, “However many years a man may live, let him enjoy them all” (Ecclesi-
astes 11:8).
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When you come right down to it, there is nothing really special about retirement that sets it apart from our working 
years. There is no greater joy than the day we are blessed with today. Enjoy each one of them for what they are, each 
one a unique and special blessing from above. Sweet retirement? Sure! Better than today? Impossible!

Meditate:  “There is no greater joy than the day we are blessed with today.”

Song Of Songs 

Marriage Is Like A Refreshing Drink! (4:15)

“You are a garden fountain, a well of flowing water streaming down from Lebanon.”

Fresh water; it’s one of the most taken for granted resources that you and I have been blessed with. When was the last 
time that you gave thanks for a cool glass of fresh water? Well, eat a big meal of spaghetti with a side dish of garlic 
bread and a tangy salad, and you might not take that glass of water for granted. My wife made just such a meal re-
cently and it was delicious. The garnishes and seasonings were just right and, I have to admit, I ate a little too much. 
She served a nice red wine with the meal to wash things down. It wasn’t long after we had given thanks, cleared the 
table and done the dishes before I began longing for something that my body just craved. I wanted to a glass of fresh, 
Beech Springs water. I’ve had thousands of drinks of our spring water over the last several decades. However, when 
the water follows a meal like this, there’s always something special about it coolness, freshness and satisfying 
quench. No matter how many times you drink it, you just have to say, “Boy, that was really good!” Almost like the 
first time you ever tasted it.

There are many things in this life that we take for granted, including fresh water. Sometimes we just need to stop and 
reflect on these simple things less we forget that, although simple, they are really refreshing, and important. Unless 
we do it is often easy to take them for granted.

Here’s a story: There’s one couple I shall always remember from my days as a hospital admitting clerk. Katie Brown 
writes. The husband, a heart-attack victim, was immediately whisked away by the staff. Hours passed, though, be-
fore his wife was allowed to see him. She was dismayed to find him hooked up to elaborate machines that blipped, 
hissed and beeped. She tiptoed toward his bed and, bending over him, whispered, “George, I’m here.” Then she 
kissed him. Suddenly there was a blippety-blip-blip from the equipment. “He was okay,” she later explained. “But 
after forty-seven years of marriage it’s nice to know that I can still make his heart skip when I kiss him.” (Contributed 
by Katie Barnes.)

After years of marriage, familiarity can breed contempt. Sometimes the familiarity that comes with marriage can 
cause us to forget those overwhelming feelings of refreshment we felt so strongly when we were first married, like a 
simple kiss. Do you strive to refresh your spouse often? Perhaps tomorrow would be a good time to surprise your 
spouse with an unexpected gift, a special card or a surprise date. In a world where refreshment is often difficult to 
find, be a spring of refreshment for your spouse. Keep an irregular heartbeat in your marriage. There’s nothing more 
refreshing than a kiss that’s new every day.

Meditate:  “Do you strive to refresh your spouse often?”
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Marriage Is Like A Best Jacket! (5:16)

“His mouth is sweetness itself; he is altogether lovely. This is my lover, this my friend, O daughters of Jerusalem.”

I own a favorite jacket. I’ve had it for many years and simply refuse to replace it with something more stylish or       
practical. It’s my favorite because it’s always be there for me when I needed a jacket. It fits well and is comfortable. 
The thing about it is this. If I really stopped to analyze the jacket, pick it apart and discover all of its faults, I would 
probably wonder why it was my favorite. There are certain things about it that are very frustrating. For example, the 
sleeves Velcro shut as opposed to buttoning. Whenever I wear the jacket, the sleeves inevitably flop open because the 
velcro is old and really doesn’t cling as Velcro is supposed to do. The jacket has a hood as well, but the hood is en-
cased in a zippered sleeve that it difficult to open, and just as difficult to close, especially when you are wearing it 
and have to reach behind you somehow to do the zipping. Yet, whenever I reach for a jacket, I reach for my old fa-
vorite jacket. I’m so attached to it that I once left it on a golf course a half day’s drive away and had them mail it back 
to me. It was my favorite, and I felt naked without it. 

As many faults as my favorite jacket has, there was no replacing my old friend. Whenever I saw that jacket, I could 
see only its good points and was blind to its obvious limitations. How like marriage that is often. It has its difficulties, 
but we just can’t seem to live without it. Being blind to it faults goes a long way in putting that marriage on, day after 
day.

Here’s a story: A couple married for 15 years began having more than usual disagreements. They wanted to make 
their marriage work and agreed on an idea the wife had. For one month they planned to drop a slip in a “Fault” box. 
The boxes would provide a place to let the other know about daily irritations. The wife was diligent in her efforts and 
approach: “leaving the jelly top off the jar,” “wet towels on the shower floor,” “dirty socks not in hamper,” on and on 
until the end of the month. After dinner, at the end of the month, they exchanged boxes. The husband reflected on 
what he had done wrong. Then the wife opened her box and began reading. They were all the same, the message on 
each slip was, “I love you!” (Source Unknown.)

Being blind to someone or something’s faults isn’t always easy to do. There will come those times in a marriage when 
a Velcro clasp comes loose just once too often and we are reminded of our spouse’s limitations. But, being blind to 
those faults doesn’t mean that we don’t see them. It means that, because they are our “favorite,” we look beyond the 
fault in favor of the love.

Meditate:  “Look beyond the fault in favor of the love.”

T h i s  P a s s i n g  D a y T h e  Wo w  C o m m e n t a r y
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