
Contentment! 

by Mark Brunner 

The View From Behind the Dime! (Psalm 17:13-15) 

When I was in college, money was difficult to come by. I worked a part-time 
job that barely paid for my books, rent and food. I was rooming with a couple 
of guys I had known for a while and one of them had gotten a bit tired with my 
whining about where the next dime would come from. So, he asked me this 
question: “What’s bigger– dime or a building?” Then he did something I will 
never forget. He pulled out two dimes and gave them to me. “Go outside and 
hold both dimes close to each eye.” he said. Then come back in here and tell 
me the answer. Well, with two dimes plunked right in front of each eye, the 
dimes pretty much blocked out any view I had of the building we lived in. I got 
the point. Which is bigger is a matter of perspective. 

In some ways that’s exactly what money can do to each of us as we seek 
contentment and security in this life. 

Here’s a story: When the McGugarts of New York won the Irish Sweepstakes, 
they were happy. Pop was a steamfitter. Johnny, 26, loaded crates on docks. 
Tim was going to night school. Pop split the million with his sons. They all 
said the money wouldn’t change their plans. A year later, the million wasn’t 
gone; it was bent. The boys weren't speaking to Pop, or each other. Johnny was 



chasing expensive race horses; Tim was catching up with expensive girls. Mom 
accused Pop of hiding his poke from her. Within two years, all of them were in 
court for nonpayment of income taxes. “It’s the Devil’s own money,” Mom 
said. Both boys were studying hard to become alcoholics. All these people 
hoped and prayed for sudden wealth. All had their prayers answered. All were 
wrecked on a dollar sign. (Chuck Rasmussen.) 

Measuring happiness and contentment by the amount of money that we have or 
have not, is a gross deception of what true happiness really is. Like that 
building, our lives become puny when we allow money to block our view. It’s a 
matter of perspective. The closer we hold money to our hearts, the larger it 
appears and the smaller our lives become. The view from behind a dime can be 
satisfying but it all depends upon where you put the dime. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

 

The Joys of Nothing! (Psalm 131:1-2) 

On a recent backpacking trip, my son and I carried some pretty heavy packs. 
After several miles of trekking, we arrived at our campsite overlooking a 
beautiful lake called Whispering Lake. For a moment I was moved to reflect 
and just take in all the beauty around me. But, that was short-lived. It wasn’t 
long before the weight of the pack pressing against the middle of my back 
rudely interrupted the daydream. 

Enjoying the beauty of Whispering Lake was easy to do. Planted like a 
beautiful gem amid the hemlock forests of northern Wisconsin, it was a 
breathtaking sight. Yet, burdened by the pack, the sight was not as satisfying as 
when that pack finally hung against one of those stately hemlocks. To really 
enjoy the sights, it needed to be viewed without the pain of a pack strapped on 
my back. 

Here’s a story: Leaning on his fence one day, a devout Quaker was watching a 
new neighbor move in next door. As the big moving van pulled up tightly to the 
new neighbor’s front door, the unloading began. It seemed like the movers 



were there for hours as piece after piece of furniture made its way into the new 
house. After all kinds of modern appliances, electronic gadgets, plush furniture, 
and costly wall hangings had been carried in, the onlooker called over, “If you 
find you’re lacking anything, neighbor, let me know and I’ll show you how to 
live without it.” (Source Unknown.) 

When we are encumbered, weighed down by the burdens that we carry in this 
life, it’s easy to overlook the simple, contenting pleasures of this life. Viewing 
Whispering Lake with a heavy pack strapped to my back made me restless to a 
point that all I wanted to do was get that pack off my back. So it is with life and 
our contentment when we burden ourselves with too many possessions. As 
long as we keep them strapped to our lives, when opportunities for pleasure 
come along, we are often too burdened to really enjoy them. Learning to live 
without the weight of too many pleasures gives us pause to really enjoy the 
scenery of life that God has planted all around us. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34)  

Digging In Our Own Gardens! (Matthew 6:24) 

We live in a modest house in a little valley not far from a rambling creek most 
people around here call “No Name” creek. Most of the time it is hardly a 
trickle but recently we’ve gotten a little more rain than normal so it is flowing 
pretty rapidly. Sitting out on my porch the other day I could hear the distinct 
sound of a rippling brook and not just a stagnant creek. It gave me pause as I 
strained to listen. It sounded so rich and full. For a moment I fantasized that I 
was in some remote mountain site with a babbling trout stream running through 
it. Ah, it felt so good, so fat and contented. 

Here’s a story: Years ago, Russell Conwell told of an ancient Persian, Ali 
Hafed, who “owned a very large farm that had orchards, grain fields, and 
gardens... and was a wealthy contented man.” One day a wise man from the 
East told the farmer all about diamonds and how wealthy he would be if he 
owned a diamond mine. Ali Hafed went to bed that night a poor man–poor 
because he was discontented. Craving a mine of diamonds, he sold his farm to 



search for the rare stones. He traveled the world over, finally becoming so poor, 
broken, and defeated that he committed suicide. One day the man who 
purchased Ali Hafed’s farm led his camel into the garden to drink. As his camel 
put its nose into the brook, the man saw a flash of light from the sands of the 
stream. He pulled out a stone that reflected all the hues of the rainbow. The 
man had discovered the diamond mine of Golcanda, the most magnificent mine 
in all history. Had Ali Hafed remained at home and dug in his own garden, then 
instead of death in a strange land, he would have had acres of diamonds. (G. 
Sweeting, in Moody Monthly, May, 1988, p. 95) 

It’s funny how the common things, the things that we most often take for 
granted, really turn out to be the rich things in this life if only we stop for a 
moment and truly consider it. A creek can be a babbling brook, if we take the 
time to listen. Our lives are filled with rich opportunities if only we put away 
the “get rich quick” schemes that most often lead to disappointment and 
frustration. Contentment lives where dwells a heart that is focused on the love 
of God. When we dig in our own gardens, we labor in God’s vineyard. Therein 
we will find true happiness and true peace. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

 

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

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 pretty 
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 coupe, it feels about the same as when I had it hanging 
out the Benz window. And, remarkably, the view is about the same too. 



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 deeper and catch more 
fish. You could purchase nylon nets, catch even more fish, and make more 
money. 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 coupe, 
the view is pretty 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 coupe. In the end, what 
makes us rich is our willingness to take in the scenery wherever and however 
God chooses to send it. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

 

His Pontiac Was His Limo! (Exodus 20:17) 

God provides! That was, of course, every grandparent’s favorite remark when 
confronted with a teenager’s concern about what tomorrow or the next year 
might bring in the way of success in school, the purchase of a car or, even more 
impor- tantly, meeting just that right person. I remember my Grandpa Brunner 
telling me that from time to time. “Don’t worry. God will provide. Just be 
patient.” Yet, as I reflect on his life, I wonder if God had forgotten about 
Grandpa Leo when it came to providing. He really didn’t have much in this life 
other than my Grandma and an his old ‘57 Pontiac. He and Emma were raising 



a family of nine when the Great Depression hit. He had lost his business early 
on and with that he also lost his house; since one mortgaged the other. He had 
eked out a living for years and left this earth with precious little to show for it. 
If God does provide, perhaps he skips some people every now and then? 

Here’s a story: A man became envious of his friends because they had larger 
and more luxurious homes. So he listed his house with a real estate firm, 
planning to sell it and to purchase a more impressive home. Shortly afterward, 
as he was reading the classified section of the newspaper, he saw an ad for a 
house that seemed just right. Finally he had found the home that would trump 
his neighbor. He promptly called the realtor and said, “A house described in 
today’s paper is exactly what I’m looking for. I would like to go through it as 
soon as possible!” The agent asked him several questions about it and then 
replied, “But sir, that’s your house your describing.” (Source Unknown.) 

Contentment. I have no doubt that my Grandpa died a contented man. He and 
Emma left this earth with not much more than they came in with. With one 
exception, however. They left with an abundance of contentment that wasn’t 
there at the start. As I reflect back on his life now, many years since his passing, 
I can see why he could say, “The Lord will provide.” He had a roof over his 
head and a wife who loved him. Envy and greed weren’t part of the equation. 
No matter where he lived, his dwelling became his castle. His Pontiac was his 
limo and his wife was his beauty queen. God had met his basic needs and left it 
to Leo to reflect on what they meant. I guess God really does provide. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

 

 


