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Day 1

				God Makes Families

				

				The curious angel asked, “Whatcha doin’, God, working a puzzle?”

				“No,” God answered, smiling, “I’m making a family.” 

				The idea was interesting, and the curious angel began asking questions. “A family . . . sure are a lot of parts. What are the big pieces?”

				“Those are the fathers.”

				“Aren’t they too large?”

				“No, they have to be strong. They work hard and bear a lot of burdens. They’re the image of the Heavenly Father and the security for their families. The big shoulders are for carrying kids and for mothers to cry on. The large feet symbolize the solid foundation. But they can also kill snakes, be a rocking horse, and they make good footprints for children to follow,” said God.

				“And the pretty pieces,” the angel asked, “what are they?”

				“They’re the mothers,” God answered.

				“They sure are pretty, but fragile, too, huh God?”

				God replied, “Don’t let their looks deceive. They are small and pretty, but most of them are stronger than men. You see, fathers look tough — it makes everyone feel secure. Mothers need to look pretty, but they are strong inside. Their greatest strength is their love. They love ugly men and runny-nose babies — and even stray puppies.”

				“What are the little pieces?”

				“They’re the children,” God answered. “They make the families complete. Fathers and mothers conceive the little children, but I give them a soul. We work together to bring a new life into the world. Mom and Dad are the parents, and they then teach their children how to be good parents.”

				“This puzzle over here has a missing piece,” the angel said.

				“Yes, not all families have all the pieces, but they’re still a family. When a father is missing, the mother does both parts. And fathers can take mothers’ places, too, if they have to.”

				God continued, “Some families have just one member, but they’re families, too. When they get lonely, then members of the family of God help them. Families are held together by love — Mine and theirs.”

				“I hope it works,” the angel sighed.

				“It has to,” God said. “Families hold the world together.”*

				

				*Erma Bombeck, adapted and condensed.

				

				Today’s Quote: All happy families are alike, but each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way! — Leo Tolstoy

				

				Today’s Verse: Be imitators of God, therefore, as dearly loved children and live a life of love, just as Christ loved us and gave himself up for us as a fragrant offering and sacrifice to God (Eph. 5:1).

				

				



			

	


Day 2

				A Mother Is Waiting

				

				John Todd was born in Rutledge, Vermont, into a family of several children. They later moved to the village of Killingsworth back in the early 1880s. There, at a very early age, both of John’s parents died.

				One dear and loving aunt said she would take little John. The aunt sent a horse and a slave, Caesar, to get John who was only six at this time. On the way back, this endearing conversation took place.

				John: Will she be there?

				Caesar: Oh, yes, she’ll be there waiting up for you.

				John: Will I like living with her?

				Caesar: My son, you fall into good hands.

				John: Will she love me?

				Caesar: Ah, she has a big heart.

				John: Will I have my own room? Will she let me have a puppy?

				Caesar: She’s got everything all set, Son. I think she has some surprises, John.

				John: Do you think she’ll go to bed before we get there?

				Caesar: Oh, no! She’ll be sure to wait up for you. You’ll see when we get out of these woods. You’ll see her candle in the window.

				Sure enough, as they neared the house, John saw a candle in the window and his aunt standing in the doorway. As he shyly approached the porch, she reached down, kissed him, and said, “Welcome home!”

				John Todd grew up in his aunt’s home and later became a great minister. She was mother to him. She gave him a second home.

				Years later his aunt wrote to tell John of her own impending death because of failing health. She wondered what would become of her. 

				This is what John Todd wrote in reply:

				   

				My Dear Aunt, 

				Years ago I left a house of death, not knowing where I was to go, whether anyone cared, whether it was the end of me. The ride was long, but the servant encouraged me. Finally I arrived to your embrace and a new home. I was expected; I felt safe. You did it all for me.

				Now it’s your turn to go. I’m writing to let you know, someone is waiting up, your room is all ready, the light is on, the door is open, and you’re expected! I know. I once saw God standing in your doorway . . . long ago!

				

				Today’s Quote: God could not be everywhere, and so He made mothers! — Old Jewish proverb

				

				Today’s Verse: Her children arise and call her blessed; her husband also, and he praises her. . . . Give her the reward she has earned, and let her works bring her praise at the city gate (Prov. 31:28–31).

				

				



			

	


Day 3

				Oops!

				

				Once upon a time there was this man who could not give a very convincing explanation about his broken arm. He kept muttering about trying to stick his arm through his car window and getting it hit on a street sign.

				That was the public version. In private, to a few good friends, when pressed, he confesses that it happened when his wife brought some potted plants inside that had been out on the patio all day. They had to be brought in because it looked like a storm was brewing. A garter snake that had hidden in one of the pots, when inside had slithered out from the plant and across the floor where the wife had spotted it.

				“I was in the bathtub when I heard her scream,” he related. “It sounded as though she was being murdered, so I jumped out of the tub, soaking wet, dripping water and soap, and didn’t even grab a towel.

				“When I ran into the living room she was on top of a chair and yelling that a snake had crawled under the couch. She was screaming all the time. I got down on my hands and knees to look for it and our dog came up behind me and cold-nosed me. I guess I thought it was the snake and I fainted.

				“My wife thought I’d had a heart attack and called 911 for the medics and an ambulance. I was still groggy when they arrived, so the medics rolled me onto the stretcher. When they were carrying me out, the snake slithered out from under the couch and scared one of the medics. He was so frightened that he forgot where he was and dropped his end of the stretcher, and as I fell I broke my arm!”

				Well, what more can be said? Other than it’s okay to live to see the humor in life. Mothers need the lubricating flow of laughter to keep them going! People who learn to laugh in life are the people who last in life.

				Say, Mother, have you had your quota of laughs today?

				

				Today’s Quote: The Christians would have to look more saved if they hoped to persuade me! — Nietzsche

				

				Today’s Verse: A cheerful heart is good medicine, but a crushed spirit dries up the bones (Prov. 17:22).

				
					It’s very difficult indeed for a man or for a boy who knows the Scriptures ever to get away from it. It follows him like the memory of his mother. It haunts him like the word of an old and refered teacher.

					Woodrow Wilson (1856–1924)

				

				

				



			

	


Day 4

				A Position of Love

				

				About six o’clock on a Wednesday morning, James Lawson of Running Springs, California, in the San Bernardino Mountains, left home to apply for a job. About an hour later, his 36-year-old wife, Patsy, left for her fifth-grade teaching job down the mountain in Riverside. She was accompanied by their two children, Susan, age five, and Gerald, age two. They were to be dropped off at the baby sitter’s.

				Unfortunately, they never got that far. 

				The alarm was spread that Patsy and her two little ones had not arrived at the baby sitter’s, nor at her school post. Eight and one-half hours later, James Lawson found his wife and daughter dead in their wrecked car, upside down in a cold mountain stream. His two-year-old son was just barely alive in the cold 48-degree water.

				As the father scrambled down the cliff to what he was sure were the cries of his dying wife, he found something else. She was dead. But she was locked in a position that was holding her little boy’s head just above the water in the submerged car.

				What had happened could be pieced together from the scene. The five-year-old daughter had evidently been killed in the accident. Patsy had attempted to get out, but the position of the car had her trapped. Little Gerald had survived the crash along with his mother. There was nothing else for Patsy to do but hold little Gerald’s head above the water in the little pocket of air that remained in the car. 

				For the long eight and one-half hours, she had held that painful position until her body had almost frozen in the pose of self-giving love. Then she had finally succumbed to hypothermia and died. 

				Patsy Lawson, though dead, was still holding her baby up so he could breathe. He survived the ordeal. She died that another might live. That’s the essence of a mother’s sacrificial love.

				This tragic yet heart-rending story brings to mind another kind of love. God sent His only beloved Son into the hostile environment of this world so that He could take up a position of love, with outstretched arms, to die so that we might live. We marvel at such love. 

				Do you think little Gerald really knows what it cost his mother so that he might live? Have you ever considered what it cost God to give His Son so you could have eternal life? 

				

				Today’s Quote: Mother is the name of God in the lips and hearts of little children! — Thackeray

				

				Today’s Verse: For God did not send His Son into the world to condemn the world, but to save the world through him (John 3:17).

				

				

				



			

	


Day 5

				Eyes of Forgiveness

				

				A man came back to work in a place from which he had been fired several months previously. After he was re-hired, the man turned in superior work. The boss asked, “What happened to make such a difference in you?” The man told the following story:

				

				When I was in college, I was part of a fraternity initiation committee. We placed the new members in the middle of a long stretch of country road. I was to drive my car at as great a speed as possible straight at them. The challenge was for them to stand firm until a signal was given to jump out of the way. It was a dark night. I had reached one hundred miles an hour and saw their looks of terror in the headlights. The signal was given and everyone jumped clear . . . except one boy.

				I left college after that. I later married and have two children. The look on that boy’s face as I passed over him at a hundred miles an hour stayed in my mind. I became hopelessly inconsistent, moody, and finally became a problem drinker. My wife had to work to bring in the only income we had.

				I was drinking at home one morning when someone rang the doorbell. I opened the door to find myself facing a woman who seemed strangely familiar. She told me she was the mother of the boy I had killed years before. She said that she had hated me and spent agonizing nights rehearsing ways to get revenge. I then listened as she told me of the love and forgiveness that had come when she gave her heart to Christ.

				She said, “I have come to let you know that I forgive you and I want you to forgive me.” I looked deep into her eyes that morning, and there I saw the permission to be the kind of man I might have been had I never killed that boy. That forgiveness changed my whole life.

				

				Living with guilt is a torturous existence. 

				I’ve often wondered how the woman caught in the act of adultery felt as she was unceremoniously brought in front of Jesus Christ. The way He looked at her must have been the turning point in her life. 

				There is still forgiveness for whatever action has brought you guilt. This can be the turning point for you! Forgive yourself!

				

				Today’s Quote: A Christian is not perfect, he is just forgiven! — Unknown

				

				Today’s Verse: When Jesus had lifted up himself, and saw none but the woman, he said unto her, Woman, where are those thine accusers? hath no man condemned thee? She said, No man, Lord. And Jesus said unto her, Neither do I condemn thee: go, and sin no more (John 8:10–11;KJV).

				

				



			

	


Day 6

				Going Home

				

				An old Civil War veteran of the Confederate army told the following story of how he got home after the long, sad years of war. He and a group of other young soldiers from Mississippi struck out for home. They had no horses, almost no clothes, no shoes, and their feet were bleeding, frostbitten, and tied up with gunny sacks.

				Through a wretched Southland, they trudged their way. Finally, they were within a few miles of home, footsore, tired, and weary.

				The other gaunt soldiers wanted to lie down and sleep and go on the rest of the way in the morning, but Bill said, “I am on familiar ground; just a few more miles, and we will be home for breakfast.”

				The others said, “We are too tired; let’s sleep.”

				But Bill said, “No, I am going home — I’m going to eat breakfast at home in the morning!”

				He left the group, dragged on through the night, and when the first break of day came, he stood on the last hill from home! He saw the smoke from the chimney; his mother was getting breakfast.

				He forgot he was tired; forgot his bleeding feet. He quickened his pace and ran, coming to the foot of the hill and the lane leading up to the house. His younger brother Jim, sitting on the rail fence, happened to look his way and saw him. Jim shouted to those in the house, “Yonder comes Billy! Yonder comes Billy!”

				Out came dad and mom and all the family! The slaves and all came running — whites and blacks together struck out down the long lane. They grabbed the tattered soldier, hugged him, carried him up to the house, and took off his rags. They bathed him and gave him clean clothes, and all together shouted and laughed and praised God for Billy’s homecoming!

				Homecomings have a special place in the course of human events and human relationships. When you have been gone for a period of time, nothing compares with the emotions of going home. 

				Have you given any thought to the heavenly homecoming? One of these days there will be a great homecoming when all the saints of the ages will be gathered to a heavenly home. It’s promised to be an unexpected event so, in order to be a participant, each of us must always be prepared. It’s like a sudden knocking at the door — it can come at any time! Are you ready and watching?

				

				Today’s Quote: God may not give us an easy journey to the Promised Land, but He will give us a safe one! — Bonar

				

				Today’s Verse: Nothing impure will ever enter it, nor will anyone who does what is shameful or deceitful, but only those whose names are written in the Lamb’s book of life (Rev. 21:27).

				

				



			

	


Day 7

				A Happy Soul

				

				Born Frances Jane Crosby in 1820, this extraordinary woman was to become known as “Aunt Fanny,” the world’s greatest and most prolific hymn writer. If you were in church this past Sunday, you may well have sung one of her hymns.

				Brought up in an area that straddled the Connecticut-New York border, Fanny as an infant caught a slight cold that inflamed her eyes and eventually resulted in blindness. Because her mother insisted that Fanny be raised as a normal child, the girl could be found climbing trees and playing with the other children, despite the inherent dangers.

				Even in those early years Fanny wrote poetry and showed the greatness of her talent. Here’s a sample of one of her very first poems:

				

				Oh, what a happy soul I am, although I cannot see.

				I am resolved that in this world, contented I will be.

				How many blessings I enjoy that other people don’t.

				To weep and sigh because I’m blind, I cannot nor I won’t.

				

				What a beautiful outlook on life. 

				When in 1834 Fanny’s mother learned about the work being accomplished at the New York Institute for the Blind, she enrolled Fanny the next year — just a few weeks before the girl’s 15th birthday. Within five years, Fanny’s poems were appearing in the Saturday Evening Post. 

				In 1843 Fanny addressed a joint session of Congress when a group of students were invited to Washington, and in 1844 her first book, The Blind Girl and Other Poems, was published. 

				In 1851, a chance conversation started Fanny on the career she would pursue. George F. Roat, a music instructor at the Institute played an original composition, and Fanny asked him why he didn’t publish it. He explained that he had no words for it, so Fanny wrote “Fare Thee Well, Kitty Dear,” the first of more than 50 songs she would write with him.

				Fanny left the Institute in 1858 and married Alexander Van Alstyne who had also been a student there. He was an accomplished musician and composed the music to several of Fanny’s hymns during their more than 40 years of married life. Through the years, Fanny composed more than five thousand hymns. She died in 1915, but her name and accomplishments live on. Fanny never allowed her disability to dictate her life or to slow her contributions to others!

				

				Today’s Quote: To God be the glory great things He hath done, so loved He the world that He gave us His Son. — Fanny J. Crosby

				

				Today’s Verse: Sing joyfully to the Lord, you righteous; it is fitting for the upright to praise him (Ps. 33:1).

				

				



			

	


Day 8

				Painful Memories

				

				As an English medical doctor in Africa for 30 years, Helen Rosavere wondered about the problems facing the developing African nations all around her. Trouble began when insurgents from bordering countries started a rebel movement in Helen’s area. Some rebels, high on drugs, attacked the village where Dr. Rosavere was staying. They took over the hospital, seized Helen, and held her as a hostage.

				At the time, Helen was in her fifties and had never been married. She had given her life to the people of Africa. The rebels repeatedly raped Helen. In the midst of it all, at the blackest moment of the violent incident, Helen cried out, “Why, Lord? How can You let this happen?”

				But the answer came quickly, “Thank you, Helen, for giving Me your body years ago. You see, Helen, they aren’t raping you. They are raping ME!” At that moment she felt the peace of God, but she still had to deal with the awful memories.

				A few months after her release, Helen came to the United States to address some medical students at a university. When she was introduced, Helen walked up to the podium and noticed two girls sitting in the front row on the left side. Both were too young to be medical students. One of the girls stared intently at Helen, making her feel somewhat uncomfortable.

				As Helen began her speech, God impressed upon her to tell the audience what had happened to her in Africa. Helen resisted because it had nothing to do with her delivery, but again she was impressed to relate the story about when she was raped. She began to tell of the incident as if it was a part of her presentation. Then she went on to finish her address.

				When the lecture was over, Helen went to the back of the podium and noticed again the two girls on the left side. One approached Helen and said, “Doctor, I’m sorry to bother you, but my 15-year-old sister over there was raped five weeks ago and hasn’t said a word or made a sound since then. She has seen ministers and psychologists, and none have helped. Could you talk to her for a few minutes?”

				Helen looked up and walked toward the girl. When she was about halfway, the girl stood up and ran toward Helen. When they reached each other, they embraced so hard that they both crashed to the floor, crying.

				After an hour of crying, the girl talked non-stop for two hours. She had found someone who could identify with her hurt.

				

				Today’s Quote: Love is the doorway through which the human soul passes from selfishness to service, and from solitude to kinship with all mankind! — Anonymous

				

				Today’s Verse: Perfect love casteth out fear (1 John 4:18;KJV).

				

				



			

	


Day 9

				Only One Plan

				

				A legend recounts an incident that could have happened when Jesus Christ returned to heaven after His time on earth. Even in glory, He still carried the marks of His earthly journey with its cruel Cross and the shameful death He suffered. 

				The angel Gabriel approached Him and said, “Master, you must have suffered terribly for mankind down there.”

				Jesus replied that He had.

				Gabriel continued, “And do they know and appreciate all about how You loved them and what You did for them?”

				Jesus replied, “Oh, no! Not yet! Right now only a handful of people in Palestine know.”

				Gabriel was perplexed. He asked, “Then, what have You done to let everyone know about Your love for them?”

				Jesus said, “I’ve asked Peter, James, John, and the other disciples, and a few more of their friends to tell others about Me. Those who are told will tell others in turn, and My story will be spread to the farthest reaches of the globe. Ultimately, all of mankind will have heard about My life and what I have done for them.”

				Gabriel frowned and looked rather skeptical. He knew what poor stuff men were made of. He said, “Yes, but what if Peter, James, John, and the others grow weary and give up? What if the people who come after them forget? What if way down in the 20th century people just don’t tell others about You? What if the plan breaks down?”

				And Jesus answered, “I haven’t made any other plans. I’m counting on them and the others who will follow!”

				Twenty centuries have just about passed since this simple plan was set into motion. Jesus still has no alternative plan that any of us know about. It’s still the same. The gospel of Jesus Christ, which is also called the “Good News,” is still dependent upon telling others. 

				The first church and the early disciples simply adopted His priorities and devoted themselves to reaching their world with this message. In those days, they had no sophisticated communication systems. All they did was tell others about Jesus Christ. 

				Christ counted on them, and they delivered. Now, it’s our turn. Have we done as well? Can you be counted on?

				

				Today’s Quote: Never tell anyone it can’t be done . . . God may have been waiting for centuries for somebody ignorant enough of the impossible to do that very thing! — J.A. Holmes

				

				Today’s Verse: But you will receive power when the Holy Spirit comes on you; and you will be my witnesses in Jerusalem, and in all Judea and Samaria, and to the ends of the earth (Acts 1:8).

				

				



			

	


Day 10

				Grandmother and Granddaughter

				

				Grandmother and granddaughter, a precocious ten year old, were spending the evening together when the little girl suddenly looked up and asked, “How old are you, Grandma?”

				The grandmother was a bit startled, but knowing her granddaughter’s quick little mind, wasn’t shocked. “Well, honey, when you’re my age you don’t share your age with anybody.”

				“Aw, go ahead, Grandma . . . you can trust me!”

				“No dear, I never tell my age.”

				Grandma got very busy fixing supper and suddenly realized the little darling had been absent for about 20 minutes . . . much too long! She checked and found her upstairs in her bedroom. Granddaughter had dumped all the contents of her purse on the top of her bed and was sitting in the middle of the mess, holding her grandmother’s driver’s license.

				When their eyes met, the child announced, “Grandma, you’re 76!”

				“Why, yes, I am. How did you know that?”

				“I found the date of your birthday here on your driver’s license and subtracted that year from this year . . . so, you’re 76!”

				“That’s right, sweetheart. Your grandmother is 76.”

				The little girl continued staring at the driver’s license and added, “You also made an ‘F’ in sex, Grandma!”*

				Kids — aren’t they wonderful? Can you remember a time when your life was more joyful than now? Kids laugh an average of 150 times a day, adults about 10. What’s happened to us? Somewhere between childhood innocence and now, life has become too grim! And besides, who says that being a Christian means a long face? It’s time to laugh more!

				

				*James S. Huett, ed., Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton, IL: Tyndale House Publishers, 1988), p. 101.

				

				Today’s Quote: The writer Balzac called life, with all of its tragedies and twists, a human comedy. There is a lot in life that seems unfair, but seeing the absurdity, finding something to laugh at, makes it easier to endure and certainly a lot more fun. It also combats illness! — Dr. Bernie S. Siegel

				

				Today’s Verse: The One enthroned in heaven laughs (Ps. 2:4).

				

				
					Prayer is simple,

					as simple as a child

					making known its wants

					to its parents.

					Oswald Chambers (1874–1917)

				

				

				



			

	


Day 11

				Like Mother, Like Daughter

				

				“When are you coming?”

				“On Sunday. Why?”

				“Because I want to get some things, make the bed. . . .”

				“Oh, Mom,” she said.

				I felt an echo in me:

				I had made the beds just the week before

				on a visit to my mother’s,

				because of her back.

				Always before she had,

				but now I did, knowing where everything was:

				I had moved her there.

				   

				Looking for recipes of dishes my daughter likes,

				I found the ones for meals I had made my mother,

				in her new kitchen,

				and put them away

				like an echo in a drawer.

				Reviewing their ways, looking for similarities

				in their rhythms (there were none);

				I weighed them against my need to be alone.

				   

				I am related to neither now

				(their blue eyes are so dissimilar)

				and yet I am their link.

				There are echoes back and forth through me:

				I live alone, as do my mother and my daughter,

				none of us in the house

				where we were raised

				or spent our marriages.

				Each of us is careful of the others,

				unyielding in small significant ways.

				   

				I now mother my mother

				when I can no longer mother my daughter,

				who is older than I have ever felt myself to be.

							(Susan S. Jacobson)

				

				Today’s Quote: A woman should always stand by a woman. — Euripides

				

				Today’s Verse: Do not say, “Why were the old days better than these?” For it is not wise to ask such questions (Eccles. 7:10).

				

				



			

	


Day 12

				Standing on the Promises

				

				In the earlier days of our country, a weary traveler came upon the banks of the Mississippi River near the Minnesota and Wisconsin border. It was early winter, and the surface of this mighty river was covered with ice. With no bridge in sight, the woman, who was a stranger to this part of the country, faced a dilemma. Would she dare make a crossing? What about the thickness of the ice? Would this ice hold her weight? She couldn’t turn back.

				Night was almost upon her, and it was important that she reach her destination on the other side of the river. She really didn’t know what to do. Finally, she convinced herself that there was a way she might be able to cross safely. If she got down on her hands and knees, she would distribute her weight over a larger surface. 

				With much fear and more hesitation, she began her long, cautious crawl across the broad Mississippi. All the while she was hoping and praying that she would make it to the other side without any kind of mishap.

				About halfway across, she heard the sound of loud singing and the thunder of a team of horses. Out of the dusk appeared a man with an eight-horse-hitch pulling a huge load of coal. When the wagoneer came to the edge of the river, he didn’t even slow down and drove his team right onto the ice and across, singing at the top of his lungs!

				Suddenly feeling foolish on her hands and knees, the woman stood to her feet and walked with no fear the rest of the way across the frozen river. As she listened, the driver and his horses disappeared into the distance! 

				Too many of us are creeping through life with extreme caution on the promises of God! We are afraid and fearful that what God has promised might not be sufficient for our need. We step out in faith, lightly. The promises of God are not fragile and about to cave in with you standing on top of them. 

				We are to stand on the promises, just like the songwriter has challenged us to do. We are to appropriate them, use them, and stand firmly on them! They are foundational! They will not break with your need. It’s God we’re dealing with, and God is God! Believe what the Word of God says! He has promised that you can be an overcomer!

				

				Today’s Quote: Anyone who doesn’t believe in miracles isn’t a realist! — David Ben Gurion

				

				Today’s Verse: And this is what he promised us . . . even eternal life (1 John 2:25;NIV).

				

				



			

	


Day 13

				Keeping Mom Running Smoothly

				

				What is needed to keep “moms” running smoothly? Just maybe . . . mothers should come with a maintenance agreement or service schedule much like a new car or washer or dryer. Think . . . this agreement could provide for a complete overhaul every five years, every three kids, or 100,000 miles, whichever comes first.

				Now, if such a manual existed, in my opinion, it should include these items:

				FUEL: While it seems that too many mothers will run indefinitely on hot coffee, pizza, hamburgers, and cold leftovers, think what an occasional gourmet meal for two in elegant surroundings would do to add increased efficiency!?!

				DRIVE TRAIN: A mother’s motor and drive train is probably one of the most dependable you can ever find. A mother can start quickly and reach top speed from a prone position in a single cry from a sleeping child. To keep that drive train working at peak efficiency, regular breaks are recommended. How about a leisurely bath and nap every 1,000 miles or so, a baby sitter every 5,000 miles, and a two-week live-in sitter every 50,000 to do wonders in lubricating the motor and drive train.

				BATTERY: Batteries need regular charging and re-charging for peak performance, especially if you need to have a start on cold mornings. Roses, candy, notes, cards, and thoughtful and unexpected gifts help here.

				CHASSIS: Mothers, like cars, operate best when the chassis is regularly greased and serviced. Her wardrobe needs changing every spring and fall. Regular exercise should be encouraged. The complete new hairdo and make-up should not be overlooked. When the chassis sags some possible remedies are Weight Watchers, jogging, aerobics, or health club membership.

				TUNE-UPS: These are needed regularly, and honest compliments are the cheapest and most appreciated.

				By following these simple and regular instructions . . . the average mother will last a lifetime to provide love and care for those who need her most!*

				

				*David Goerzen, The Pastor’s Story File, May 1993 (adapted).

				

				Today’s Quote: Our pies are like the ones your mother used to bake before she entered the work force. — An unknown restaurant

				

				Today’s Verse: Be strong and take heart, all you who hope in the Lord (Ps. 31:24).

					

				



			

	


Day 14

				Corrie’s Rendition

				

				My wife and I once had the happy privilege to travel to Milwaukee, Wisconsin, to hear Corrie Ten Boom speak in person. We were at that time pastoring at Evangel Temple in Madison. It was an early spring day, and when we arrived the parking lot was nearly full. We had to sit about two-thirds of the way back in the auditorium.

				We listened as she told her “flashlight” story and her famous story about being unable to forgive one of the guards in her prison camp. We had to strain to catch every word as she was very soft-spoken. She didn’t look out at her audience very often, either. Then we began to notice . . . as she was speaking, she was also working on a piece of embroidery. We were too far back to be able to really see what was actually happening on the stage.

				As she talked and worked her needle back and forth, she was describing the plan that God had for our lives. She talked about how her life had been lived in triumph and tragedy. She told about her prisoner-of-war camp experiences and the painful loss of her wonderful sister. It was touching and moving to watch and hear this lady who had been through so much. Her life was a challenge to all of us as we carefully listened so as to not miss one statement.

				Near the end of her talk, she held up the piece of cloth on which she was working to display the back side. It was nothing but a jumble of colored threads, but she said that to us life often appears in a jumble. We can’t seem to figure out what is happening or why God allows certain circumstances into our lives.

				Then she flipped the cloth over to show us a beautiful picture of a crown. This, Corrie said, is what God sees and what He is working to complete in our lives. Then she concluded with the rendition of this poem:

				

				My life is but a weaving, between God and me.

				I do not choose the colors, He worketh steadily.

				Oftimes He weaveth sorrow, and I in foolish pride,

				Forget He sees the upper, and I the underside.

				   

				Not till the loom is silent and the shuttles cease to fly

				Will God unroll the canvas and explain the reason why,

				The dark threads are as needful in the skillful Weaver’s hand,

				As the threads of gold and silver in the pattern He has planned.

				

				Today’s Quote: I believe the promises of God enough to venture an eternity on them! — G. Campbell Morgan

				

				Today’s Verse: And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose (Rom. 8:28).

				

				



			

	


Day 15

				The Unlocked Door

				

				In Glasgow, Scotland, a young lady, like a lot of teens today, got tired of home and the restraints of godly parents. The daughter rejected their Christian lifestyle and said, “I don’t want your God. I give up, I’m leaving!”

				She left home, deciding to become a woman of the world. Before long, however, she became dejected with being unable to find a job so took to the streets to sell her body as a prostitute. The years passed by, her father died, her mother grew older, and the daughter became more and more entrenched in her wretched manner of living.

				No contact was made between mother and daughter in the intervening years. The mother, having heard of her daughter’s whereabouts, made her way to the skid row section of the city in search of her daughter. She began by stopping at each of the rescue missions with a simple request, “Would you allow me to put up this picture?” It was a picture of the smiling, gray-haired mother with a hand-written message at the bottom: “I love you still . . . come home!”

				Some more months went by, and nothing happened. Then one day that wayward girl wandered into a rescue mission for a needed meal. She sat absentmindedly listening to the service, all the while letting her eyes wander over to the bulletin board. There she saw the picture and thought, Could that be my mother?

				She couldn’t wait until the service was over and went to look. It was her mother, and there were those words, “I love you still . . . come home!” As she stood in front of the picture, she began to weep. It was too good to be true.

				By this time, it was night, but she was so touched by the message that she started walking for home. By the time she arrived, it was early in the morning. The wayward daughter was afraid and made her way timidly, not really knowing what to do. As she began to knock, the door flew open on its own. She thought someone must have broken into the house. Concerned for her mother’s safety, the young woman ran to the bedroom and found her still sleeping. She shook her mother awake and said, “It’s me! It’s me! I’m home!”

				The mother couldn’t believe her eyes. She wiped her tears and they fell into each other’s arms. The daughter said, “I thought someone had broken open the door.”

				The mother replied gently, “From the day you left, that door has not been locked.”

				

				Today’s Quote: Love will find a way! — English proverb

				

				Today’s Verse: This is love: not that we loved God, but that he loved us and sent his Son as an atoning sacrifice for our sins (1 John 4:10).

				

				



			

	


Day 16

				Light for Another

				

				Some years ago Alexander Woolcott described a scene in a New York City hospital where a grief-stricken mother was sitting in the hospital lounge in stunned silence, tears streaming down her cheeks. She had just lost her only child to disease and was gazing blindly into the future while the head nurse talked to her. It is the duty of the head nurse to try to bring comfort in such circumstances.

				“Mrs. Norris, did you notice the poorly dressed little boy waiting around in the hall just next to your daughter’s room?” the nurse asked.

				“No,” Mrs. Norris had not noticed him.

				“There,” continued the head nurse, “there is a case. That little boy’s mother is a young French woman who was brought in a week ago by ambulance from her shabby, one-room apartment. She and her son came alone to this country scarcely three months ago. They lost all their people in the old country, and they know nobody here. The two only had each other. Every day that lad has come and sat there from sunup to sundown in the vain hope that his mother would awaken and speak to him. Now he has no home at all!”

				Mrs. Norris was listening now. So the nurse went on, “Fifteen minutes ago that little mother died, dropped off like a pebble in the boundless ocean. Now it is my duty to go out and tell that little fellow that, at the age of seven, he is all alone in the world.”

				The head nurse paused, then turned plaintively to Mrs. Norris. “I don’t suppose,” she said hesitantly, “I don’t suppose that you would go out and tell him for me?”

				What happened in the next few moments is something that the nurse would remember forever. Mrs. Norris stood up, dried her tears, went out, and put her arms around that lad. She led the homeless youngster off to her childless home, and in the darkness they both knew, they became a light to each other! 

				Dark days and much tragedy have encompassed this world, and the future may become darker before the dawning. The Bible strongly urges that all of us who have the light are to “shine forth as a light in the world, holding forth the word of life.” You can be the light for someone who walks in the darkness.

				

				Today’s Quote: Jesus didn’t say, “Let your light so twinkle” . . . but let it shine!

				

				Today’s Verse: In the same way, let your light shine before men, that they may see your good deeds and praise your Father in heaven (Matt. 5:16).

				

				



			

	


Day 17

				All I Had to Give

				

				Many years ago, in Cornwall, New York, a new teacher came to the country school to teach the eighth grade. Miss Frances Irene Hungerford was a tiny mite of a woman but a warm and wonderful lady. This small community soon learned that she was a dedicated teacher and she also faithfully attended church.

				On her first day of class Miss Hungerford wrote this sentence on the blackboard: “Seest thou the man who is diligent in his business? he shall stand before kings” (Prov. 22:29). The pupils were all giggles as they read what she was writing. Who would ever stand before kings?

				Steven Pigott, a tall, lanky student, was one who read the verse but didn’t laugh at the suggestion. He was good at his studies. His father Pat, an Irish immigrant who could neither read nor write, couldn’t understand why Steven was so interested in books.

				Miss Hungerford asked him what he wanted to be, and Steven replied without a moment’s hesitation, “A marine engineer!” She assured him that he could do just that and encouraged him to go on to college.

				Entering Columbia University, he worked his way through and graduated in 1903 with honors. His former teacher sent him a telegram that simply said, “I told you so!”

				Five years later he went to Scotland and was persuaded to remain. During the years ahead, he played a big part in building such ships as the Mauretania and the Lusitania. Later, he designed the machinery for British battleships, cruisers, and submarines. Because of his ability, he was knighted by the British government. “Sir Steven Pigott” became known the world over as a brilliant marine engineer. He was the father of Mrs. Estes Kefauver, wife of the former senator from Tennessee.

				With all his honors, he never forgot the humble, little teacher who, when interviewed on her 85th birthday, was asked the secret in guiding boys and girls. She replied, “You see, all I had to give was love!” 

				Maybe it’s time to take inventory again. What do you have to give to another person? Here is a gift we can all give: LOVE! And let that humble school teacher challenge you by her example.

				

				Today’s Quote: You see, all I had to give was love! — Miss Frances Irene Hungerford

				

				Today’s Verse: Then Peter said, “Silver or gold I do not have, but what I have I give you” (Acts 3:6).

				

				
					Let every Christian father and mother understand, when their child is three years old, that they have done more than half of all they will ever do for his character.

					Spanish proverb

				

				



			

	


Day 18

				Nouns and Adverbs

				

				Several years ago a public school teacher was hired and assigned to visit children who were patients in a large city hospital. Her job was to tutor them with their school work so they wouldn’t be too far behind when well enough to return to school. 

				One day this teacher received a routine call requesting that she visit a particular child. She took the boy’s name, hospital, and room number and was told by the teacher on the other end of the line, “We’re studying nouns and adverbs in class now. I’d be grateful if you could help him with his homework so he doesn’t fall behind the others.”

				It wasn’t until the visiting teacher was outside the boy’s room that she realized it was located in the hospital’s burn unit. No one had prepared her to find what she was about to discover on the other side of the door. Before she was allowed to enter, she had to put on a sterile hospital gown and cap because of the possibility of infection. She was told not to touch the boy or his bed. She could stand near but must speak through the mask she had to wear.

				When she had finally completed all the preliminary washings and was dressed in the prescribed coverings, she took a deep breath and walked into the room. The young boy, horribly burned, was obviously in great pain. The teacher felt awkward and didn’t know what to say, but she had gone too far to turn around and walk out. Finally she was able to stammer out, “I’m the special visiting hospital teacher, and your teacher sent me to help you with your nouns and adverbs.” Afterward, she thought it was not one of her more successful tutoring sessions.

				The next morning as she returned, one of the nurses on the burn unit asked her, “What did you do to that boy?”

				Before she could finish a profusion of apologies, the nurse interrupted her by saying, “You don’t understand. We’ve been worried about him, but ever since you were here yesterday his whole attitude has changed. He’s fighting back, responding to treatment . . . it’s as though he’s decided to live.”

				The boy himself later explained that he had completely given up hope and felt he was going to die, until he saw that special teacher. Everything had changed with an insight gained by a simple realization. With happy tears in his eyes, the little boy who had been burned so badly that he had given up hope, expressed it like this: “They wouldn’t send a special teacher to work on nouns and adverbs with a dying boy, now, would they?”

				

				Today’s Quote: Hope is the parent of faith! — Cyrus Augustus Bartol

				

				Today’s Verse: Lay hold upon the hope set before us: Which hope we have as an anchor of the soul, both sure and stedfast (Heb. 6:18–19;KJV).

				

				



			

	


Day 19

				A Simple Principle

				

				It was a one-room schoolhouse in the mountains where severe discipline was applied to keep the rowdy, uninterested pupils in check. In fact, physical punishment could be used for just about any transgression.

				On this particular day the school recess had been marred by the disappearance of yet another student’s lunch. Periodically, it seems, one lunch would come up missing. It got to be a serious matter. Who was responsible for the theft? It had gone on too long — something drastic must be done.

				The noon recess was ended, and the teacher was interrogating the class with regard to the disappearance of Sally Jane’s lunch. After a few minutes of drastic, verbal threats and demands, a sob was heard. It came from little Billy, a thin, undernourished, neglected little boy. His family was the poorest of all those in that part of the mountain.

				“Did you take Sally Jane’s lunch?” demanded the teacher.

				“Yes, sir,” mumbled Billy through his tears. “I was hungry.”

				“Nevertheless, you did wrong to steal, and you know the punishment for stealing. You must be punished,” declared the teacher.

				As the teacher removed the leather strap from its place on the wall, little Billy was ordered to the front of the room and told to remove his shirt. As he slowly unpinned the pins where buttons should have been, the students all noticed how skinny Billy was. Every rib on his back could be counted. The arm of the teacher was now raised over the bent and trembling form of the small boy.

				“Hold it, Teacher!” shouted a husky voice from the rear of the room. It was Big Jim. He was the biggest and toughest of all the kids in the school. As he made his way down the aisle, he was removing his shirt as he came. When he got to the front, he looked the teacher in the eye and said, “Let me take his whoopin’.”

				The teacher was taken back, but knowing that justice must be demonstrated, he consented and laid the belt to the back of Big Jim with such force that even the stronger, larger boy winced and his eyes watered as he took the whipping. It was quite a scene. But little Billy never forgot the day that Big Jim took his place.

				The principle is simple. Jesus Christ stepped forward in time and took our place. He died for our sins! He was perfect, yet He took the punishment that should have been ours.

				

				Today’s Quote: The Cross is God’s plus sign to a needy world! — Unknown

				

				Today’s Verse: When they came to the place called the Skull, there they crucified him, along with the criminals — one on his right, the other on his left (Luke 23:33).

				

				



			

	


Day 20

				I’m Here!

				

				The Rogers are devout Christians who have built a strong family. The father has a special interest in the spiritual condition of each of his children and often would quiz them in order to know if they were sure of their salvation. Occasionally he would ask them to share in their own words about their relationship with Jesus Christ.

				One day it was seven-year-old Jimmy’s turn to express how he knew he had eternal life.

				Jimmy told his version: “I think it will be something like this in heaven. One day when we all get to go to heaven, it will be time for the big angel to read from the big book the names of all the people who will be there. He will come to the Rogers family and say ‘Daddy Rogers?’ and Daddy will say, ‘Here!’ The angel will call out ‘Mommy Rogers?’ and Mommy will say ‘Here!’ Then the angel will come down to call out ‘Susie Rogers?’ and ‘Mavis Rogers?’ and they will both say ‘Here!’ ”

				He paused a bit in his telling of this account. He took a big deep breath and continued, “And finally that big angel will read my name, ‘Jimmy Rogers?’ and because I’m little and maybe he’ll miss me, I’ll jump and shout real loud, ‘HERE!’ to made sure he knows I’m there.”

				Just a few days later there was a tragic accident. A car struck down little Jimmy Rogers as he made his way to catch the school bus. He was rushed by ambulance to the hospital, and all the family was summoned. He was in critical condition.

				The little family group gathered around the bed in which little Jimmy now lay with no movement, no consciousness, and no hope for recovery. The doctors had done all that was in their power. Jimmy would probably be gone by morning.

				The family prayed and waited. Late in the night the little boy seemed to be stirring a bit. They all moved closer. They saw his lips move; just one word was all he uttered before he passed from this life. But what a word of comfort and hope for a grieving family he was to leave behind. In a clear voice of a little boy, loud and clear enough so all could hear and understand, little Jimmy Rogers said the one word: “HERE!” And then he was gone to another life beyond this world where a big angel was reading the names of all those written there. 

				Say, my friend, is your name written there, too?

				

				Today’s Quote: Heaven is a prepared place for a prepared people, and they that enter shall find that they are neither unknown nor unexpected! — Bishop Ryal

				

				Today’s Verse: He who overcomes will, like them, be dressed in white. I will never blot out his name from the book of life, but will acknowledge his name before my Father and his angels (Rev. 3:5).

				

				



			

	


Day 21

				What Is a Mother Worth?

				

				Sylvia Porter, a noted financial analyst, states that 25 million full-time homemakers contribute BILLIONS to the economy every year, although their labor is not counted in the gross national product.

				Porter says only the wealthiest families could afford to pay for the services a mother provides for love. She calculated how much the mother-at-home added to her family’s economic well-being by assigning an hourly fee for nursemaid, housekeeper, cook, dishwasher, laundress, food buyer, chauffeur, gardener, maintenance person, seamstress, dietician, and practical nurse. She found that the labor performed by a mother at home would cost a family $23,580 in Greensboro, South Carolina, $26,962 in Los Angeles, and $28,735 in Chicago!

				In a sense, even this analysis is demeaning to the mother at home because Porter only looked at the relatively menial duties. She did not consider the higher status jobs EVERY mother at home performs: coach, teacher, interior decorator, religious education instructor, and child psychologist, to name a few which come to mind. “Your government should give you a medal for productivity,” says Porter to the at-home mother. “Your family should appreciate and cherish you.”*

				Yes, indeed! The mother who stays at home is really one of the unsung heroines of today! Not only is she providing pricey, irreplaceable services for her family while she nurtures her children, but SHE is important to society at large! Think of the BILLIONS of dollars which are part of our economy because the stay-at-home mother did her job well! Solid, stable homes produce solid, stable, productive citizens who make a difference in this world!

				Mother, you have permission to salute yourself if no one else does it for you! YOU are valuable! YOU are providing services far beyond the call of duty! YOU are needed! YOU are important! Thank you!

				

				

				*Sylvia Porter, Focus on the Family, January 1992, p. 7.

				

				Today’s Quote: Every time I need a friend, my mom is always there! — Unknown

				

				Today’s Verse: She said to her husband, “I know that this man who often comes our way is a holy man of God. Let’s make a small room on the roof. . . . Then he can stay there whenever he comes to us” (2 Kings 4:9–10).

				
					Motherhood is full of frustrations and challenges . . . but eventually, they move out.

				

				



			

	


Day 22

				Was Everybody Rescued?

				

				On the New England coastline a number of years ago, a ship was wrecked in one of the many storms that lash that area. A large crowd gathered on shore to help with the rescue. Lifeboats were launched into the raging surf, and soon they began coming back to shore with survivors.

				One of the rescuers shouted over the noise of the storm to the captain of the wrecked vessel, “Was everybody rescued?”

				The captain replied, “Everybody but one! There was one man out there that we just couldn’t wait for. He had fallen off the ship, and it was ready to go down. The last time we saw him he was holding on to some of the wreckage.”

				John Holden said to the captain, “Let’s go back and find him!”

				But standing next to John Holden was his mother, and she said, “John, have you forgotten that your father went down four years ago and was drowned? And that your brother Will went out to sea months ago, and we haven’t seen him since? John, you are all that I have left. I beg of you not to go out there to look for that other man!”

				John replied, “Mother, I must. There is a man out there who needs saving!”

				He and the captain got into the flimsy rowboat. It didn’t look good; the storm was still raging. As the mother watched her son John and the captain make their way out into the ocean, she turned aside to weep with a broken heart, convinced that her last loved one would also be lost.

				Several hours passed with the anxious crowd still assembled in the rain and wind. They huddled together in quietness, knowing the gravity of the moment. The mother still wept, and others attempted to comfort her. Some stood as curiosity seekers. Finally someone spotted that little lifeboat making its way back to shore, “Did you find the man?”

				John Holden stood up and shouted back from the little boat bobbing on the waves, “Yes, we found the man — tell my mother the man is Will!”

				Her other son was found on the sea that day, and what a reunion was had by all. What if John had not gone back for the lost man? 

				Aren’t you glad that, like John Holden, Jesus Christ is still seeking after the lost! And aren’t you glad that, like John’s mother, His Father let Him come to rescue the perishing?

				

				Today’s Quote: Souls are not saved in bundles! — Ralph Waldo Emerson

				

				Today’s Verse: “I am the gate; whoever enters through me will be saved. He will come in and go out, and find pasture (John 10:9).

				

				



			

	


Day 23

				Remember the Duck?

				

				While a little boy was visiting with his grandparents, his grandfather helped him make his first slingshot. It was a beautiful weapon, and he had great fun playing with it in the woods. He would take aim and let the stone fly, but he never hit a thing. 

				Then, on his way home for lunch, the little boy cut through the backyard and saw one of Grandmother’s pet ducks. He took aim at the moving target and let the stone fly. Lo and behold, it went straight to the mark and hit the duck in the head, instantly killing it! Talk about a lucky shot, a one in a million! 

				The boy panicked. In frightened desperation he picked up the dead duck and hid it in the nearby woodpile. At that instant, he saw his sister Sally standing over by the corner of the house. She had seen the whole thing. They went in to eat, but Sally said nothing.

				After lunch was over, Grandmother said, “Okay, Sally, let’s clear the table and wash the dishes.”

				Sally said, “Oh, Grandmother, Johnny said he wanted to help you in the kitchen today. Didn’t you, Johnny?” And then she whispered to him, “Remember the duck!”

				So Johnny helped with the dishes. Later, Grandfather called the children to go fishing. Grandmother said, “I’m sorry, but Sally can’t go. She has to stay and help me clean the house and get supper.”

				Sally smiled and said, “That’s all been taken care of. Johnny said he wanted to help today, didn’t you, Johnny?” And then she whispered, “Remember the duck!”

				Now this went on for several days. Johnny did all the chores — his and those assigned to Sally. Finally, he could stand it no longer, so he went to his grandmother and confessed it all. 

				His grandmother took him in her arms and said, “I know, Johnny. I was standing at the kitchen window, and I saw the whole thing. And because I love you, I forgave you. I wondered just how long you would let Sally make a slave of you by using your guilt against you. Didn’t you know that I love you and would always forgive you?”

				That night Sally again tried her tactic. She volunteered Johnny with her whispered threat, “Remember the duck!”

				This time Johnny almost shouted it out loud, “That won’t work on me anymore. Grandma knows all about it, and I’m free!”

				Jesus Christ came to set us free from our guilt and shame. With one simple confession of our sin, we can receive God’s forgiveness.

				

				Today’s Quote: Guilt always makes for cowards! — Unknown

				

				Today’s Verse: But if we walk in the light, as he is in the light, we have fellowship with one another, and the blood of Jesus, his Son, purifies us from all sin (1 John 1:7).

				

				



			

	


Day 24

				Irreverent Manipulation

				

				Little Benjamin sat down at the desk to write a letter to God asking for a little baby sister. He started the letter like this:

				Dear God, I’ve been a very good boy. . . .

				He stopped, thinking, No, God won’t believe that. He wadded up the piece of paper, threw it away, and started again:

				Dear God, most of the time I’ve been a good boy. . . .

				He stopped in the middle of the line, again thinking, God won’t be moved by this. So he wadded up the letter and into the trash can it went.

				Benjamin then went into the bathroom and grabbed a big terry cloth towel off the towel rack. He carried it into the living room and carefully laid it out on the couch. He smoothed out all the wrinkles. Then he went over to the fireplace mantle, reached up, and very carefully lifted down a statue of the Madonna. He had often seen his mother carefully dust the statue, and he had eyed it many times. On several occasions, his parents had told him that he could look but was not to touch the statue. Now, with all the care he could muster he had it in his possession.

				Benjamin gently placed the statue in the middle of the towel, carefully folding over the edges. He then placed a rubber band around the whole thing. He brought it to the desk, took out another piece of paper, and began to write his third letter to God. It went like this:

				Dear God, If You ever want to see Your mother again. . . .

				What a story — this illustrates the way we attempt to manipulate God. We try to move God to intervene on our behalf by fleshly motives. If that doesn’t get an answer, we go a step further and resort to begging, crying, and even move on to anger. When those tactics don’t work either, we then resort to bargaining.

				God does not want us to approach Him with manipulation, nor is it required to get His attention. Our loving Heavenly Father stands ready to respond and is available to each of us on the basis of an honest, trusting relationship with Him. God is as near as our heart. The Bible tells us that He knows what we need even before we ask.

				

				Today’s Quote: Though everyone has an equal right to speak, not all have earned an equal right to be taken seriously! — Hubert Humphrey

				

				Today’s Verse: “Call to me and I will answer you and tell you great and unsearchable things you do not know” (Jer. 33:3).

				

				
					An ounce of mother is worth a pound of clergy.

					Spanish proverb

				

				

				



			

	


Day 25

				Two Perspectives

				

				Jane Smith went to church on a particular Sunday morning. She heard the organist miss a note during the prelude, and she winced. When everybody was supposed to be bowed in silent prayer, she heard the teenager in the pew behind her talking. As the offering plate was passed, Jane felt the usher was watching to see how much she put in, and it made her boil! During the sermon, she caught the preacher making a slip of the tongue seven times by actual count. The choir hit an off-key, and she noted that. As she slipped out through the side door during the closing hymn, she muttered to herself, “Never again. What a bunch of clods and hypocrites!”

				Linda Jones went to the same church that Sunday morning. She heard the organist play an arrangement of “A Mighty Fortress” and was thrilled by the majesty of it. During the service she was moved by a young girl’s simple testimony of the difference her faith had made in her life. When the offering was taken, she was glad to learn that this church was giving a special donation to the starving in Central Africa. Linda especially appreciated the sermon that Sunday. It had answered a question that had bothered her for a long time. She thought as she walked out the doors of the church, How can a person come here and not feel the presence of God?

				Perception is an individual and tricky thing to deal with. Correct perception is vitally important to the way you live your life.

				Sweeping across Germany at the end of World War II, Allied forces searched farms and houses looking for the enemy. At one abandoned house, almost a heap of rubble, searchers with flashlights found their way to the basement. There on the crumbling wall a victim of the holocaust had scratched a Star of David. Beneath it in rough lettering was this message:

				

				I believe in the sun . . . even when it does not shine;

				I believe in love . . . even when it is not shown;

				I believe in God . . . even when He does not speak!

				

				Your individual perspective on life can make or break you! As you look at a glass with water to the halfway mark, is it half-empty or half-full? It’s all in how you perceive it. How about your life — half-full or half-empty? It depends on you!

				

				Today’s Quote: What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny matters compared to what lies within us! — Ralph Waldo Emerson

				

				Today’s Verse: I tell you the truth, if anyone says to this mountain, “Go throw yourself into the sea,” and does not doubt in his heart but believes that what he says will happen, it will be done for him (Mark 11:23).

				

				



			

	


Day 26

				Old Guidelines for Today’s Living

				

				More than a century ago there was a man named Robert Louis Stevenson, whom we know and remember as a famous author (Treasure Island and other memorable books). Among his writings were found these rules to help people so they could live happier, more productive lives. These may be more than one hundred years old, but take another look. In fact, they make excellent guidelines for today’s mothers. Well, these not only fit mothers, they are excellent principles to teach to children. Here they are:

				

				1. Make up your mind to be happy . . . learn to find pleasure in simple things.

				2. Make the best of circumstances. No one has everything, and everyone has something of sorrow.

				3. Don’t take yourself too seriously.

				4. Don’t let criticism worry you . . . you can’t please everybody.

				5. Don’t let your neighbors set your standards . . . be yourself.

				6. Do things you enjoy doing . . . but stay out of debt.

				7. Don’t borrow trouble. Imaginary things are harder to bear than actual ones.

				8. Since hate poisons the soul, do not cherish enmities and grudges.

				9. Have many interests . . . if you can’t travel, read about places.

				10. Don’t hold post-mortems or spend time brooding over sorrows and mistakes.

				11. Don’t be the one who never gets over things.

				12. Keep busy at something . . . a very busy person never has time to be unhappy.

				

				So comes some wisdom out of our past — one hundred years or more. Practical, down-to-earth, nitty-gritty, where-the-rubber-hits-the-road kind of advice. Now the problem is not so much knowing, it’s putting it into practice in living.

				

				Today’s Quote: In erotic love, two people who were separate become one. In motherly love, two people who were one become separate. The mother must not only tolerate, she must wish and support the child’s separation. — Erich Fromm

				

				Today’s Verse: These commandments that I give you today are to be upon your hearts. Impress them on your children (Deut. 6:6–7).

			

			
				



		

	


Day 27

				Changing Tags

				

				When war is in progress, there is a medical practice and policy by which assistance to the wounded is given. Known as “triage,” this practice involves “sorting” the wounded into categories. It is up to the judgment of the doctors or medical people on duty to “color-tag” the wounded according to their condition. 

				One color of tag means the case is hopeless; there is nothing medically that can be done to save the soldier’s life. Another color means that this person will recover with or without medical help. The third color indicates a doubtful prognosis — these might have a chance only if medical assistance is given. When medical supplies and personnel are in short supply, assistance is to be given only to this third category — people who might make it if given medical help. Nothing is done for the other two categories.

				Lou, who served with the U.S. armed forces in Korea, was hit by a grenade. His body was blown apart, and one leg was severely damaged. The first doctor who examined him made the decision that Lou was a hopeless case and beyond medical assistance and tagged him as such. In this act, the doctor in actuality left Lou to die.

				One of the nurses noticed Lou was conscious and began talking with him. In the course of conversation, they discovered they were both from the same state back home, Ohio. Since getting to know Lou in this short period of time as a person and not just another soldier, his nurse felt she couldn’t just let him die. So she disobeyed orders and broke all the rules. She changed his color tag to the category that indicated he might make it if given medical help and assistance.

				Lou was placed in an ambulance that took two days to transport him to the nearest field hospital where he spent months in recovery. 

				Lou made it! He recovered. While in the hospital, he met a nurse who later became his wife. Even without one leg, which was amputated, Lou has led a full and happy life. All this was possible because a field nurse broke all the rules of triage and changed a tag! Just maybe, the job of the Church is to go around and change tags! That’s what Jesus did when He touched the lepers. Nobody is hopeless.

				

				Today’s Quote: Cautious, careful people, always casting about to preserve their reputation and social standing, never can bring about reform. Those who are really in earnest must be willing to be anything or nothing in the world’s estimation! — Susan B. Anthony

				

				Today’s Verse: A man with leprosy came to him and begged on his knees, “If you are willing, you can make me clean.” Filled with compassion, Jesus reached out his hand and touched the man. “I am willing,” he said. “Be clean!” (Mark 1:40–41).

				

				



		

	


Day 28

				The Child on the Freeway

				

				It was a couple of weeks before Christmas in southern California a number of years back. A friend of mine, then assistant pastor in a local church, shared with me this true story that happened in his own family. His wife and her sister had been Christmas shopping and were speeding along the freeway on their way home, busily chatting in the front seat. My friend’s three-year-old daughter was in the back seat by herself.

				Suddenly the two adults were aware of a strange, unnatural, and horrifying set of sounds as they heard the back door open, the whistle of wind, and a sickening muffled sound. Quickly they turned and saw the child had fallen out of the car and was tumbling along the freeway!

				Panic! The mother slammed on the brakes and pulled the car to a wrenching stop, jumped out, and ran back toward the child. When they arrived at her motionless body they noticed something strange. All of the traffic was stopped, lined up like a parking lot just behind her body. The child had not been hit by a car. Wonder number one!

				A truck driver jumped down from his cab and was bending over the girl as they arrived at the scene. He said, “She’s still alive. Let’s get her to a hospital quickly. There’s one nearby.” He picked up the child and they all got into his large truck and sped off to a nearby hospital. The child was unconscious, but still breathing. Wonder number two!

				When they arrived at the hospital they rushed into the emergency room and the doctors immediately began to check her over. Finally the doctor spoke, “Well, other than the fact that she is unconscious and scraped she appears to be in good shape. I don’t see any broken bones. Her blood pressure is good. Her heart is fine. So far, so good.” No apparent gross damage. She was only bruised and skinned from her vicious tumble down the freeway. Wonder number three!

				The mother bent over the child. Her eyes were full of tears and her heart was filled with gratitude for such a miracle. Suddenly, without warning, the child’s eyes opened, she looked up at her mother, and said, “Mommy, you know, I wasn’t afraid. While I was lying on the road waiting for you to get back to me, I wasn’t afraid, because I looked up and right there I saw Jesus holding back the cars with His arms stretched out.” Wonder number four!*

				

				

				*James S. Huett, ed., Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton, IL: Tyndale House Publishers, 1988), p. 249–250.

				

				Today’s Quote: We are always punched in on God’s timecard. — Richard Rus

				

				Today’s Verse: “He will command his angels concerning you to guard you carefully; they will lift you up in their hands, so that you will not strike your foot against a stone” (Luke 4:10–11).

				

				



		

	


Day 29

				The Power of a Wasted Day

				

				None of us will ever know, this side of eternity, what kind of influence we have on others. For all of you who have been discouraged because the day seemed so wasted, take heart as you read the following:

				

				During World War II a woman received a letter from a soldier she didn’t know. His name was Murray and he wrote from the battlefield.

				Murray wrote that he had once been in her Sunday school class and she had spoken about Jesus Christ as a hero for boys. He mentioned the date when this woman’s words had altered his whole perspective on life.

				This lady had kept a diary all of her life, so she quickly turned to the date that Murray had mentioned. She learned that she had come home from that Sunday school session very discouraged and even thought about giving up teaching.

				The entry for that day read “Had an awful time. The boys were so restless. I am not cut out for this kind of thing. I had to take two classes together. No one listened, except at the end, a boy from the other class called Murray, seemed to be taking it in. He grew very quiet and subdued, but I expect he was just tired of playing.”*

				Just as the shadow of that nameless woman had fallen across that boy’s life to make a lasting impression, none of us will ever know how our lives and faith and talk will influence others around us.

				Mother, you have no idea how those seeds of love and caring will impact a young life! The Bible reminds us that we should not grow weary in our well-doing, because sometime down the road, “in due season,” we will be reaping a harvest! No day is wasted when it is spent with your children! Don’t give up! Don’t be discouraged — today may impact a life forever!

				

				*Rev. Billy D. Strayhorn, The Pastor’s Study File, July 1993.

				

				Today’s Quote: Where courage is not, no other virtue can survive except by accident. — C.S. Lewis

				

				Today’s Verse: And how good is a timely word! (Prov. 15:23).

				
					Before we can feel the deepest tenderness for others, we must feel the deepest tenderness for God.

					Emily Morgan

				

				



		

	


Day 30

				Revealed by Death

				

				A pastor received a call from a new father, which was not unusual. The father, however, went on to explain that he wanted the pastor to be present when the mother came out from under the anesthetic and would be told she had given birth to a beautiful baby boy — healthy in every way — but the newborn had no ears.

				When the pastor arrived, the nervous father and the doctor went into the room where the mother lay on her bed, now recovered after a hard birth. The doctor explained that the baby had auditory openings and all the inner ear parts necessary to receive sounds but no fleshy part outside that we commonly call the ear. The doctor assured the parents that the problem would be corrected when the child’s growth was completed and a matching donor was found.

				School was a tough experience for this little guy. Many times he would come home crying, “I’m a freak! I’m nothing but a freak!” He was too well-aware of the stares, whispers, taunts, and nicknames given to him by the other kids. Junior High was the worst of his growing up experiences, but the young man began to adapt and learned to live with his disfigurement. He became an excellent student and entered college on a scholarship with plans to study geology.

				One spring day, when he was a sophomore in college, his father phoned him and said, “Well, Son, we’ve finally found an ear donor for you. Plan to come home, because the operation will take place this summer.”

				The day of the operation came and went as a rousing success. This young man was so happy as he returned to college in the fall. His new ears were beautiful, and life took on new meaning for him.

				He graduated with honors, and his parents were so proud of him as he left to take a job in the Midwest. Life was great. Then a call came from his father who said, “Son, your mother has had a heart attack. Please come right home.”

				The young man arrived on the next flight, only to learn his mother had died before his arrival. The next day at the funeral home, his father walked with him to the casket where she lay and pushed back his mother’s hair to show the son . . . his mother didn’t have any ears!

				She gave a part of herself to meet her son’s need. 

				The love of God is greater even than this mother’s love. God gave us more than ears . . . He gave His Son!

				

				Today’s Quote: Love never asks how much must I do, but how much can I do! — Frederick A. Agar

				

				Today’s Verse: For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life (John 3:16).
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