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Introduction: Are Miracles Possible?

At times we hear of astonishing things that ocaumpeople.
Sometimes such accounts almost strain credibiiywever, events
that we might call miracles are constantly occugrin

Whether one accepts them as such depends uponaitiride
concerning the existence of God. If one accepts rdadity of a
Superior One who created us and directs the umyd@rsnay make
sense.

What we might call "supernatural" could be perfecthtural to
a Supreme Being, quite natural to His power. If dieated laws of
nature, might He not override such laws? Using ewvetural
phenomena in a "supernatural” way?

Could | suggest that even when supernatural evénts
explanation in the framework of understood natpre#gnomena, does
that lessen the divine, miraculous wisdom behirmainh

May | also suggest that much that we attributenance is due
the all-wise and loving providence of our Creatamo works
circumstances together for the best good of thdse eommit their
lives to follow His ways and place their trust imt

My desire is that the following reports will inspjrencourage
and fill you with confidence in a heavenly Fathdronoves you very
much.



1 Last Food Gne

We grumble about the recession. It is true thahymare
suffering. There are some countries, however, &/hergovernment
relief is available.

A widow with several small children had nothindt leut bread.
And she served the last of it for dinner that nightwas a cold night,
snowing in fact. Her last cent was gone. Andwbadered what she
could give them to eat for breakfast.

Next morning she set the table as usual. She ealed the
children to the table. “Children,” she said, “weed bread. We must
ask the Lord to supply it.” And pray they did +af them.

Scarcely had they finished their earnest requéstn a loud rap
at the kitchen door sent the oldest boy racing sscibie room to
answer it.

“My truck’s stalled in a snowdrift around the cerii said the
man at the door. His arm was piled high with lsagébread. “Can’t
make any more deliveries today, and | can’t sedl binead tomorrow.
Ask your mother if she can make use of it, sonny.”



2 The Baby Sitter

Those who choose a relationship with Jesus hawen dieen
persecuted by others who do not understand. Titerdés inflicted
upon native Christians in Kenya during the dreadii¥au rebellion
were unsurpassed in cruelty and bestiality. Tleatgst atrocities of
the Mau-Mau were committed on their own people \Wwhd adopted
Christianity. Although they knew that torture aghelath might result,
many Christian people, young and old, in Kenya,jedethe Mau-
Mau.

One of these was a teen-aged girl named Gakui.erMthe
Mau-Mau leaders demanded that Gakui take their, @aith even her
parents pleaded with her to submit, the nativergimained adamant.
She had heard whispers of the obscene acts isitietee required to
perform, and she knew that the oath included tlenfge to worship
Jomo, the Mau-Mau leader, even over God and His $sus. And
Gakui could not possibly denounce her love for Sesor could she
disobey that commandment which says “You shallqmbther gods
before Me.”

Time and again Gakui slipped into the bushes amavhen the
Mau-Mau came by. One day, however, a neighbour amoocame by
Gakui's home and asked the girl to mind her chi#& evening came
on, and the mother still had not come to pick up llaby, Gakui
thought she had better return the child to its hoi8ke tied the baby
on her back, and set out through the jungle patldear the baby’s
home three men stepped out of the vines besidpdtieand seized
Gakui. It had been a trap, after all. The moth@peared and took
the baby, and the men led Gakui to the Mau-Maungengal hut.
They demanded that she take the oath. She refiskthey began to
slap her face.

“Do you want to die?” they asked.

“No, | don’t want to die,” Gakui cried, “but | wilhot die. Jesus
will rescue me. | know He Will.”

The men picked up clubs and beat her until she was
unconscious, beat her even while she was lyingetess on the floor.
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She was still lying there unconscious when othemimers of
the Mau-Mau brought in a group of young nativedake the oath.
They picked Gakui up and threw her limp body owiast the wall,
then proceeded with the ceremony. She regainescmmrsness, only
to lie helpless and watch her friends in the vilagoung people her
own age, perform the filthy acts and swear thaltkerioath the Mau-
Mau required.

One of the men saw that she was conscious, andethiner.
“So your Jesus is taking care of you, en?” he saikll we’ll see
about that. But don’t worry, we’re not going tdl kiou yet. There’s
no need to. There’s only one door and it's weklirgied. You can't
escape from us, Gakui.”

And he returned to the ceremony, as Gakui lay mdnpweak
and helpless from loss of blood. She could onypr

As she prayed, Gakui felt strong hands grip het.feShe felt
herself being pulled, slowly but steadily, throweghole in the wall of
the hut out into the freedom of the night. Finahe was completely
outside the hut, and rose unsteadily to her f&te looked around to
see whose strong hands had pulled her to freedamshe saw no
one. She managed to make her way to the home&bfiatian native
family, where her wounds were cleansed and shhitiden while she
recovered from her beating. Some months lateregouent officials
rounding up the Mau-Mau came to ask her to ideritédy tormentors.
Gakui refused. The men who had beaten her dideadise what they
were doing, she said. There was still hope fomthe

One of the government men asked her to tell abheutescape.
When she finished, they shook their heads increchyjo

“Gakui,” one of the officials said, “we have beenthat hut.
We have examined it minutely. There is no holany of the walls,
nor is there any sign whatever that there eversuah a hole. This is
the most mysterious thing | have ever heard of.”

But it was not mysterious to Gakui. She had knaNralong
that her God would not let her die.
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3 Change of dothes

“What a beautiful morning!”

Jose had leapt out of bed early. He had a longh@y to make.
He hitched his horse to the cart. His heart wagisg.

His friends at the local church had donated a mtesam to
equip and finish a hospital at Belem, in Brazibsd was the treasurer.
He had to take this money to the mission offic&kiBimetres away.

Jose had on his best clothes. He whistled hagslye rode
along.

As he was crossing a solitary place, he noticedesme on the
road. He thought maybe it was one of his frientd® wanted to go
to town with him, but as he came closer, it turnatito be a stranger.

Some Brazilian folk like to talk and tell you #fley know. The
stranger said, “Who are you?” And Jose replied.elWI'm the
treasurer of the village church, and I'm taking goiod big offering
in to the mission.”

“So how much is your offering?” asked the stranger.

“Oh, | have here in tithes and offerings about $2,60.”

The man proved to be a thief. He pulled out kiglver and
said, “I'll just save you the trip down to the cityust play that I'm
the mission treasurer.”

Jose was very sad. He pulled out the roll oSlalhd turned the
Lord’s money over to the thief.

Then the robber looked at him and commented, “d@iquite
well dressed. My clothes are old and shabby. Wikejust trade
clothes. Take off your coat, your trousers, youderwear.”

So there they traded clothes. The robber dressédte man’s
clothes — and took off down the road as fast asoléd go.

The treasurer was sad as he looked at those did dothes
saturated with tobacco, and then thought of higdlgdothes. Finally,
he had to dress in those clothes that the thiefdexhrded. Then he
didn’t know what to do. Should he go to town, @ack home? He
had no more money. He paused a moment to prayasked his
Lord what to do.
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When Jose stepped up into his cart he felt somgtm his
pocket. He reached his hand into the pocket, lagcktwas the roll of
bills. The robber had forgotten to take them otitien he felt in the
other pocket, and there was another roll of bdlmounting to about
$3,000 — which the robber had evidently stolen femmeone else.

He got going in the cart and went down the roathé&opposite
direction as fast as he could go. When he gobwnmt he went in a
roundabout way until he could get some new clothBEsen he made
his way to the mission office, turned the moneyromed asked the
mission treasurer what he should do with the redtemoney.

“At least you should return tithe on it and gie t_ord a liberal
offering,” was the reply.

Jose did this and gave $1,000 to the hospital.wkigt home a
different way with about $1,500 and a new suitlofles.

There’s a biblical promise for those who serve Gd@efore
they call, | will answer.’{1saiah 65:24) DO you notice howhat promise
was kept, on this occasion?
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4 Four Men on the Roof

When bandits took a North China city, hundreds @in€se
women and children fled to the mission compound dostection.
The lone missionary stationed there despairedteir safety, for it
seemed certain the compound would be attacked aftemdark. She
wondered what she would do when the shooting began.

In this troubled state of mind she prayed, “Oh Lorchave
borne witness to these people that You are abtkeliwer those who
trust in You. Please prove Yourself strong nowaoom behalf, for
Your own glory.”

All night long she moved among the refugees, eraging
faithful Christians among them who continued inyera

Horrible acts of violence were committed on allesidof the
compound, but none within the compound sufferednhar

Soon after the bandits had been routed by thdiamithe head
of a neighbouring family called on the missionary.

“Little Sister,” he said, after thanking her fdret protection the
compound had afforded the women and children, “Livdike to
know who the four men were who stood guard on yuwusetop all
night.” A second and a third man came later askimg same
guestion. Each vowed he had seen “the man.”

A promise in the Bible reveals that an angel ofdGuwotects
each person who reverences the Creator — bringeediice (Psa.34:7)
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5 No More Left

During April, 1939, a severe drought was devasgatkmgola,
in Africa. In one location, a mission outpost, dosupplies were
totally exhausted. Not even the locusts had come!

The director of the station was absent at the .tinkis wife
called the people on the station together for atimge “We have run
out of food,” she announced. “We should pray that will provide
for us our daily bread.” So in faith they earngstlade their request
for food.

After the prayer service, the director’s littlelgvent out of the
house, and in a short while she came back withhheds full of a
kind of white stuff, which she was eating.

“What are you eating?” asked her mother.

“I went out,” she answered, “and saw three peoate] they
said to me, ‘Little girl, God has answered youryagra He has sent
you food. Itis manna. Take it and eat it.” Tisatvhat | am eating.”

Then her mother and others went out, and theyoalhd the
same white stuff on the ground that the little didd in her hands.
Joyfully they gathered it, discovered it to be sinaehoney, and their
hunger was satisfied.

Greatly impressed with this miraculous food supigt had
come to them, the director's wife sent posthastehier husband,
bidding him:

“Hurry home. A miracle has happened.”

So he returned to the mission and saw the foddlted_ord had
sent. It fell for three days, and only on 40 acoéxleared land,
which was mission property. No one ever saw it ealawn, but in
the morning when the dew had been dried by the thane it was!
Unlike the manna in the Bible story, it did not 8@ the end of each
day, so pots and bowls were filled, and the misgiup had all they
needed to eat until the next harvest time.

The mission director, fearing that his colleagde®/n in South
Africa might question his story of this marvellodsliverance, sent a
bowl of the manna along with his report by way efification.
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Edward Cardy travelled from Africa to WashingtdhS.A., and
showed a little black box which held a sample & tfood from
heaven”. Many people examined it. It fitted thbl8 description of
manna in every detail.

(The book of Exodus records how, when the Hebrewse
hungry in the desert, the Lord rained down manmahHem. When
the dew evaporated, there lay on the surface ofldsert something
small and flaky, as fine as frost, on the grountiwas like coriander
seed, white; and the taste of it was like waferslenaith honey.”
Ex.16:14,3)
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6 Drifting at Sea

During World War I, the world was directed to theraculous
experience of Captain Eddie Rickenbacker, a fanamietor. Sitting
in the conference room of Secretary of War Stimsoofficers in
Washington, D.C. a few days after his return to theted States,
Captain Rickenbacker related the following experen

On the night of October 31, 1942, he with sevemypfficers
and enlisted men had boarded a Flying Fortresstakeh off on a
special mission to the South Pacific.

By the next morning their compass had gone avingir tradio
had ceased to function and they were completely |I8hen their
fuel was exhausted, they crashlanded in the oageanaged to save
three rubber life rafts, inflate them and climb alib

“The hours were interminable,” said the seriousethcaptain in
a voice pregnant with memories. “We organisedelitprayer
meetings in the evening and morning. One of the hed brought
along his Bible. We sustained ourselves by readjrfgr we had no
food — only four oranges, a little water and twshfng lines, but no
bait. On the eighth day, tormented by the pandsuofyer and thirst,
we prayed frankly and humbly for deliverance.

“If it wasn’t for the fact that | had seven witses, | wouldn’t
dare tell this story, because it seems so fanta&id within an hour
after that prayer meeting a seagull came in andeldron my head: It
was bait which enabled us to catch fish. Thesategaaw, and they
were our only food. One man died before help camteof the very
skies from which we had fallen 3 weeks and 3 dafsre.”

“We prayed frankly and humbly for deliverance.” ndh God
heard their cry and answered. Another concret@fptioat man’s
extremity is God’s opportunity — and that His eamalways listening
earthward.
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7/ “Stop! Let Me Drive”

We were travelling down a narrow country lane. tgnd was
driving at the time. It was her car.

| cannot explain why, but | felt an inner urge tovd. | cannot
say that it was a natural urge, but something metie me blurt out,
“STOP! Let me drive.”

Somewhat perplexed as to why, she obliged nonethetend |
took the wheel.

We had hardly travelled very far when suddenly elt f
compelled to stop.

“What on earth for?” asked my friend, even moreviloered.
“What are you stopping for?”

We were already late and the last thing we watdedb was to
waste more time!

But stop | did! No sooner had we pulled up thaother car
came careering towards us down the hill, and, amtfrof our very
eyes, went out of control and rolled upside down!

It pulled up literally half an inch from our frofumper.

If we hadn’t stopped at that precise moment we ldvdave
been caught up in a head-on collision in which walad both have

been seriously injured, if not killed!
Mrs Libby Rothwell, Wales
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8 The Minnesota Plague

In the summer of 1876, grasshoppers nearly destrthacrops
in Minnesota, USA.

So in the spring of 1877, farmers were worried. yThelieved
that the dreadful plague would once again visitnthand again
destroy the rich wheat crop, bringing ruin to thems of people.

The situation was so serious that Governor JohRili&sbury
proclaimed April 26 as a day of prayer and fastidg. urged every
man, woman and child to ask God to prevent thébterscourge. On
that April day, all schools, shops, stores andceffi were closed.
There was a reverent, quiet hush over all the .state

The next day dawned bright and clear. Temperatswased to
what they ordinarily were in midsummer, which wasywpeculiar for
April. Minnesotans were devastated as they dis@udiillions of
grasshopper larvae wiggling to life prematurelyr Baee days the
unusual heat persisted, and the larvae hatcheapdeared that it
wouldn’t be long before they started feeding anstraging the wheat
crop.

On the fourth day, however, the temperature sugdenl
plummeted. And that night frost covered the edttkilled every one
of those creeping, crawling pests as surely aign or fire had
been used.

Grateful farmers never forgot that day. It went dom the
history of Minnesota.
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9 Fed for 3 Days

During a time of persecution in France, Merlinaplain of
Admiral Coligny, was hunted, on account of histfaitness to Jesus
Christ. He escaped his pursuers by clambering twerroof of a
neighbouring house, but fell through an opening imtgarret full of
hay. Not daring to show himself, since he knew wbether he
would encounter friends or foes, he remained fodays in this
retreat, his sole food an egg which a hen laidydaithin his reach.

(This divine interposition seems almost as distascthat of the
biblical Elijah, who was fed by ravens.)



20

10 When the Wood Ran Out

In the heart of a severe northern winter, the wadout for a
widow with two children. She gathered them to thblé and they
prayed for help.

Soon after, there was a rap on the door. When pbaeal the
door, there stood a man with a pile of chopped wiadas arms. He
came in, dropped the wood on the floor, and proegdd load the
fireplace.

The woman and children just stared in astonishmmttdaring
to speak. Without a word, the stranger lit the,faeose, smiled and
walked out through the door.

The mother immediately rushed to the door. He hagished.
And left no footprints in the snow.

If we are to credit numerous reports by sane, resipte people,
such things are happening by the thousands inajostit any place
you like to name.
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11 Paralysed on the Spot

A Christian man in Canada relates this incident:

“Some time ago, on a stormy night, | was suddan|yressed to
go to a distant house of an aged couple, and tteeneray. So
Imperative was the call that | went out, drovehe spot, and pulled
up under the shed, entering the house unperceiyed, door which
had been left open. There, kneeling down, | pou@dmy petitions
to God in an audible voice, for divine protectioveothe occupants
of that house. After this, | departed and went om

“Months later, | was visiting one of the princippfisons in
Canada, and, moving among the prisoners, was a@&ccdst one of
them, who claimed to know me. | had no recollectd the convict,
and was fairly startled when the latter said: Y2 remember going
to such and such a house one night, and prayirigeirdark for its
occupants?’ | told him | did, and asked how he eam know
anything about it. He said: ‘I had gone to thatis®to steal a sum of
money known to be in the possession of the old m#hen you
drove into the yard, | thought you were he, anénded to kill you
while you were still outside. But | saw that yoene a stranger. |
followed you into the house, and heard your prayéou prayed God
to protect the old people from violence of any kiedpecially from
murder. And you prayed that if there was any hapidted to strike
them, that it might be paralysed.’

“Then the prisoner pointed to his right arm, whiaimg lifeless
by his side, saying, ‘Do you see that arm? It waslysed on the
spot, and | have never moved it since. | leftplece without doing
any harm, but am here now for other offences.’
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12 The Spider's Web

Henry Havers, of Catherine Hall, Cambridge, wasngei
pursued by enemies. He sought refuge in a maltdyamsl crept into
the kiln.

Immediately afterward, he noticed a spider fixihg first line
of a large and beautiful web across the narrowaect. The web
being placed directly between him and the light,was so much
struck with the skill of the insect weaver, that #owhile he forgot his
own imminent danger. But by the time the network kkeossed and
recrossed the mouth of the kiln in every directithg pursuers came
to search for him.

He listened as they approached, and distinctlylmend one of
them say: “It is of no use to look in there. Thd willain can never be
there. Look at that spider’'s web. He could neverehgot in there
without breaking it.”

This incident occurred in 1622. The experiencelmoat the
same as one recorded of a French Huguenot, indipe df the St.
Bartholomew Massacre.
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13 Guns to their Heads

During the communist regime in Bulgaria, two Chais men in
Varna, Dimiter M. Dimitrov and Alexander Marinovovked secretly
to translate and print as many Christian booksoasiple.

The work was slow and risky. Although they playedd
communist music to muffle the noise of their typieavs, the state
security soon discovered them. One day, two yaffigers broke in
on them during a typing session.

Holding 9mm guns to their heads, they screamdk prepared
to face the maximum penalties!”

Possession of a single religious book meant 3 ted&rs in
prison. Printing and distributing religious litemee earned a sentence
at a high-security prison camp or death.

Just then, a third man, wearing the uniform ofighranking
state security officer, entered. Dismissing theing officers, he
stated, “I'll handle the situation from here.”

Dimitrov will never forget what happened next.

“God bless you, and keep printing!” said the d@dfias he turned
to leave.

He was never seen again. In fact, Dimitrov digced that no
officer by that description had ever worked in \arn

“It could only have been an angel of God,” conelddimitrov,

“sent to protect the work of Christian publishimgBulgaria.
Excerpted froninside ReportSeptember 1992
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14 The Impossible Fire Survivor

Mrs Wentz was owner of a fine eating place, the&ME
Restaurant, in Grand Rapids, Ohio.

It happened on Christmas morning. She awoke énehrly
hours to find that the apartment building, whichused 8 families,
was on fire. The flames had got a good start,MrsdWentz realised
that if she were to save herself there was no tanese.

In a very short time she found herself outsidekhiéding, and
as she looked back, she knew she was fortunates toub of the
inferno that was but a short time ago her placesleép. Six fire
departments came to the rescue from the surrounahnwgs, but
despite the tonnes of water that were directed uperiire, the cruel,
unrelenting flames had taken their toll. The buiddwas a total loss,
and months later it would remain a black, forbiddsghell of a place,
entirely stripped of its contents.

Little did anyone realise that all the while thee fwas raging a
modern miracle was taking place right in the midufiét all! During
the great flurry of excitement, Mrs Wentz was rohking about her
Bible, which was lying on a table in the living-mop before the fire
started. But there it lay right in the open ak twhile the flames
licked high about it — so high, in fact, that THEFMULE FLOOR
FELL THROUGH TO THE EARTH BENEATH. Six fire
departments had AIMED THEIR HOSES into that tegibl
holocaust...

And yet, when it was all over, there amidst thébile, the
miracle shone forth. There was that Bible, lookasggood as when
she first obtained it 7 years earlier.

It was not an expensive Bible. It had neithetHern binding,
nor the usual India paper used in most Bibles.

And listen to this. Inside its pages was foundokh receipt
which was badly scorched — but not one of the pafhesved any
signs of scorch. More than that — ashes were fduwgtiveen the
pages, but the pages were untouched in any wayd, éa@spite the
fire hoses, the Bible was neither water-soakednratr
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Certainly a divine hand has preserved the Bibleugh the
millennia. It is an immortal Book. What happenedthe fire is
symbolic of God’s preserving power.
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15 Empty Gas Tank

| was a salesman, and that evening | had a 9.00. p.
appointment with a building contractor living onr@ral road about
four miles west of Castile, New York. Our home wasCurriers,
about seven miles north of Arcade. To avoid agdhbat would have
forced me to go east in a roundabout way, | hategahstructions to
go cross-country on some county roads that wouppasedly save
me a lot of travel time. Unfortunately, it didn’t.got lost three times
because of the constant crossroads, and | madegviwams. It meant
stopping and asking directions at farms, and kadialmost an hour
late.

On my way there | realized that my gas gauge hagmed
rather low, but reasoned that the best thing tovae to fill the tank in
Castile afterward. We got involved talking busmeand time flew
by. When | had finished writing up an order andsweady to leave,
my watch indicated almost midnight. By then theutpht of getting
gasoline had left me. The contractor, desiringdee me going into
Castile in order to take Route 39, a state roat wmauld carry me
west into Arcade and home, suggested that | dhveet miles west
from his residence, then take a left that would met directly onto
Route 39.

| was reluctant to go that way, but he said | daiil make a
wrong turn because of a huge landmark at thatsaettion. As |
stepped out on the porch, the cold chilled me imbta He looked at
his thermometer, which read five degrees below.zero

“l hope you have a good battery,” he said.

“Yes, sir. One of the best for winter driving.”"Waving
goodbye, | left. Because of the bitter cold, akdonger than usual to
get heat into the car, and it absorbed all my &ten | had travelled
about five miles when all of a sudden the engirgabeo lose power.
A glance at the gas gauge told me the tank wasyemidrror struck
my mind as | realized that the last farm | had pdssas more than a
mile away, and no more were in sight.
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Like a flash | saw myself in a hospital bed witly toes cut off.
You see, when | was 17 years of age, | froze alkoeg one morning
in northern Quebec when the temperature had gomen do 42
below. | spent five months in the hospital. Thesh turned black
and actually fell off my toes. Afterward | had amber of
operations, skin grafts, etc. And the day of ngcharge the surgeon
who had worked on my feet sat me down and statatdl tthould no
longer live in that part of the world. He believéndt my feet would
quickly freeze if exposed to the cold, and that tmdy thing that
could be done then would be to amputate.

Now in a burst of fear | cried out, “Dear Jesulgape help.”
Many times before when certain destruction staredinmthe face, |
had made that call for help, and Jesus had neviédfane.
Immediately a great calm came over me. But the weas still
slowing down.

“Forgive me for being so panicky, seeing that Y@mve never
failed me,” | thought. “O Lord, | know that the i8pof God that
transported Philip 20 miles so long ago can getant this car over
those hills into Curriers if He so chooses. Desmud, may the Spirit
of God that controls the atoms please fuel thisscait will take me
home without stopping. Thank You, Lord, for Youaifn"

It was almost as if something hit the back of nuyoanobile,
and it shot forward; then the motor started tcebmate and hummed
like never before. The speedometer climbed andwitheeached the
speed limit | had to release my foot from the pedal the vehicle
kept dashing ahead. Eagle Hill — which | had nehenbed without
the transmission shifting down — | now sped up ighhgear.
Jubilantly | praised the Lord for His miracle-warnkji power.

| began quoting verses of Scripture, such as P&alfml, 2 and
8. “O give thanks unto the Lord, for he is goodor his mercy
endureth for ever. Let the redeemed of the Loydssg whom he
hath redeemed from the hand of the enemy.” “Oh than would
praise the Lord for his goodness, and for his wond&orks to the
children of men.”

Praising the Lord with my whole heart and at thens time
crying for joy, | felt the words of Psalm 105:1-5AB NEVER
SOUNDED SO WONDERFUL. *“O GIVE THANKS UNTO THE
Lord; call upon his name: make known his deedsranthe people.
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Sing unto him, sing Psalms unto him: Talk ye dofreé wondrous
works. Glory ye in his holy name: let the hedrtleem rejoice that
seek the Lord. Seek the Lord and his strengthek das face
evermore. Remember his marvellous works that fle dane; his
wonders, and the judgments of his mouth.”

After | pulled into the driveway, up a small gradad past the
side entrance of our house, the car stopped. ditndi reach the
garage. Turning the ignition off, | ran into theuse, surprised to see
the lights on in the kitchen.

About 11.45 p.m. Hilda had awakened, and realitimag | was
not home yet, got on her knees and prayed for Gogliag care over
me. As | entered, she knew that something greditwaonderful had
happened. “You look excited. What's the good ri&ws

| recounted how the Spirit of God had brought noené 27
miles without any gas in the tank. We had a pramsssion to the
Lord that probably lasted an hour, then went to bat could not
sleep most of the night, as we kept talking aboperperience.

In the morning | tried to start the car, but itwe not. We had
to fetch gasoline from the neighbor’s farm to gefding.

Roger Morneau
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16 Floating Paper Money

The islands of Vanuatu sit in the vast Pacific &caear the
equator. Here Alec Thomson was caring for a mis&@tion in
Santo.

This event occurred around the end of 1961 orndudi962.
Pastor lati, the district director living on the aimsland of Mafia off
the east coast of Espiritu Santo, came in to ptdsisrreports. The
distance he had to paddle was more than a milgpeh @cean. He
pulled up his canoe onto the beach and walkede@aad, hoping for
a lift, or if necessary a taxi. That made him thofkmoney and his
wallet. He put his hand to his pocket. But thereswa wallet. He
went back to the canoe and searched the beacthdyatwas no sign
of it. So he walked to the mission office a fewemsiland put in his
reports. He told no one of his problem, hopinginal the wallet and
money when he got home. But there was no walletartehis family
searched the beach and the house. But still newall

That night, as usual, the family prayed togethat their special
request was, “Lord, please help us find the wall&il prayed, the
youngest repeating the words after Ruth, the mothidée next
morning they did the same. That wallet, contairigyfew notes and
some silver, was very important to the native maa lais family. A
month is a long time to live without cash — eventlrat remote
outpost of the world.

They searched the house again, then their gardennothe
bush. But nothing was found. That evening, theyeudatogether
again. And also the next morning. That was theltday.

Was it lost in the middle of the Pacific? Obvigudhe weight
of the silver coins would take the wallet to thetbm.

lati was working in the garden close by. Ruth wathe house
on the high ground overlooking the sea. The childwent to play on
the beach facing the Big Island (Espiritu Santa) #re sea.

And there was the wallet on the beach. They grhbbebut
there was nothing inside it.
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They stood there, disappointed. Suddenly, on taewhter of
the lagoon they saw some paper money floating twaem! Four
of the notes! They grabbed it and raced home. VWéRaitement!
They had no doubt the notes were from the lost gtlackhey were so
grateful for the answer to their prayers. But theyed that one note
and all the silver was missing.

The rest of the story is so fantastic it is difficto recount so as
to be credible! The plain facts are that the fgmilsmall in number,
poor in this world’s goods, but vitalized by a sigoand simple faith —
returned to the beach and saw floating toward tleerpiece of
driftwood. And on top of it was the missing notand on top of that
again, the silver coins! Not a cent was missing!

Can you imagine the joy as they found their voiared called
lati! What a wonderful prayer session they hadhairt house that
day!

Jesus says, “If you have faith as a grain of mmdsteed,
nothing is impossible.”

Postscript.Alec Thomson reports in a letter to me: “As memdd, |
found it difficult to believe this fantastic miracl| discussed it with
Pastor Maseng after | had heard it and he wentdfiavto find out
whether the story we had heard was true or not.\¥Meereturned, he
reported that it had happened just as we had hiéailthe empty
wallet and then the money separately after thrgs.dkesus said: And
‘What is impossible with men is possible with God.’
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17 26 Armed Guards

A missionary serving in Africa went back on furguto the
United States and gave a report in his home chuarbkichigan:

“While serving at a small field hospital in Africavery two
weeks | travelled by bicycle through the jungleatmearby city for
supplies. This was a journey of two days and megluicamping
overnight at the halfway point.

“On one of these journeys, | arrived in the citlyare | planned
to collect money from a bank, purchase medicine supplies, and
then begin my two-day journey back to the field gitzd. Upon
arrival in the city, | observed two men fightingpeo of whom had
been seriously injured. | treated him for his irgg and at the same
time witnessed to him of the Lord Jesus Christheln travelled two
days, camping overnight, and arrived home withoaident.

“Two weeks later | repeated my journey. Uponvamg in the
city, | was approached by the young man | had ¢ckatHe told me
that he had known | carried money and medicines.

“He said, ‘Some friends and | followed you intcetfungle,
knowing you would camp overnight. We planned tbyou and take
your money and drugs. But just as we were aboutidwee into your
camp, we saw that you were surrounded by 26 armanlg.’

“At this | laughed and said that | was certainlyadone out in
that jungle campsite.

“The young man pressed the point, however, ard] 840 Sir, |
was not the only person to see the guards. Myffiemds also saw
them, and we all counted them. It was becauséaxet guards that
we were afraid and left you alone.”

At this point in the sermon, one of the men in thagregation
jumped to his feet and interrupted the missionarg asked if he
could tell him the exact day that this happenetie missionary told
the congregation the date and the man who intexdufmild him this
story:

“On the night of your incident in Africa, it wasaming here
and | was preparing to go play golf. | was abaupuitt when | felt
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the urge to pray for you. In fact, the urgingloé LLord was so strong,
| called men in this church to meet with me herehi@ sanctuary to
pray for you. Would all of those men who met witle on that day
stand up?”

The men who had met together that day stood uphe T
missionary wasn’t concerned with who they were -was too busy
counting how many men he saw. There were 26.

This story is an incredible example of how therispf the Lord
moves in mysterious ways. If you ever hear sudduging, go along
with it. Nothing is ever hurt by prayer except tees of hell.
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18 Poison Drink

During persecutions of Christians in eastern Eerapnan had
been arrested and imprisoned.

One day he was taken from his cell and led intohgarrogation
room where a police officer and a doctor were rgittat a table.
Lying open on the table was a Bible, and the pesavas asked if he
believed that book to be the Word of God.

He answered that he did.

Then he was asked to read Mark 16:18. And he adauad,
“And if they drink any deadly thing, it shall notrhitnem.”

“Do you believe this part of the Bible too?” thdficer
demanded. And the Christian replied, “Yes.”

The officer then placed a filled glass on the ¢adohd said, “In
this glass there is a strong poison. If the baokue, as you insist, it
won’'t hurt you. But to show you we don’'t play witfou, watch
this!”

A large dog was brought in and given some of itpeid. In a
very few moments the dog was dead.

“Do you still claim that this book you call ‘God®/ord’ is
true?”

“Yes, itis God’s Word. lItis true.”

Then, with the doctor looking on, the officer stem) “Drink
the entire glass!”

The Christian asked permission to pray first. kKdelt down by
the table, took the glass in his hands, and prégetiis family that
their faith might not fail. Then he prayed for tb#ficer and the
doctor that they too might become followers of GtiriThen he said,
“Lord, You see how they have challenged You. |@ady to die.
But | believe Your Word that nothing will happen mee. Should
Your plan be different, | am ready to meet You. Mg is in Your
hands. May Your will be done.”

Then he lifted the glass and drank it down.
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The doctor and the officer were amazed and notttk |
surprised. They hadn’t expected this. They thoughwould break
first. Now they watched for him to collapse. Hdrtt.

There was complete silence. The minutes seerkedh@urs.

Finally the doctor made the first move. He fék fprisoner’s
pulse. It was normal. He continued his examimabat could find
no symptoms, no evidence of harm.

He couldn’t hide his astonishment. At last hargded into his
chair, paused a moment, then took his party can fiis pocket, tore
it in half, and threw it on the floor!

Then he reached out for the Bible, took it in idd, and held
it reverently. “From today,” he said with convanti, “I too will
believe this Book. It must be true. | too am reanl believe this
Christ who did this thing before my eyes!”
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19 Angel Co-Pilot

When Henry had offered to fly his friend David s small
Cessna 180 for some family business, David hadoosty accepted.
He had never flown in a small plane. But as th&eliaircraft lifted
gracefully into the early morning sun, his tenssased.

When the plane passed Greenville, South Caropatches of
fog began to obscure their sight. There was enoughbility for
Henry to clear the first mountain range, but ahwad a solid wall of
fog. Henry radioed Asheville Airport for instruatis and David’s
tension returned.

“Our field is closed because of fog,” the air-timfcontroller
responded, “and we have no capability for instrumkmding.
Return to Greenville.”

“But we don’t have enough fuel to fly back to Gmeile,”
Henry protested.

There was a silence. Then, “Okay,” the radio emsnapped.
“We'll get the ground crew ready. Come in on aneegency
landing.”

David gripped the sides of his seat. They seamée flying in
a dense gray blanket through which no control toewerd possibly
see them. How were they to land? Where was theay?

Suddenly a voice came over the radio: “Pull it ull it up!”

Henry immediately pulled up on the stick. Throumtsplit in
the fog, the men realized in fear that they hadatritanded on a busy
interstate highway!

“If you will listen to me,” the controller's compesd voice broke
into the tense silence in the cockpit, “I'll helpwyget down.”

“Go ahead,” Henry radioed back in relief.

“Come down just a little to the right. Down alktimore...”

David prayed intently. The fuel needle hoveredEobut the
voice went on with calm authority: “Not so fasEasy now.” Was
this nightmare flight ever going to end?



36

“Raise it up a little now. No, you're too far |gft The journey
seemed to be taking forever when suddenly the clbatrsaid,
“You're right over the end of the runaway. Sedatvn... now!”

Obediently, Henry dropped the plane through the towl the
two men recognized the beginning of a runway jbstaal, with lights
along both sides. It was the most welcome sigéy thad ever seen.
Within minutes, they had touched down and taxiea $top.

After a quick prayer of thanksgiving, they turnedthe radio to
thank the air-traffic controller for saving theivés.

“What are you talking about? We lost all radio t@mh with you
when we told you to return to Greenville. We wsteénned when we
saw you break through the clouds,” responded th&edulous

controller.
- Adapted fromWhere Angels Wallby Joan Webster Anderson.
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20 Food From the Sky

In the early days of mission work in China, theses an elderly
man named Li who accepted the Gospel. Having éshtine truth, he
immediately began to share his faith with others.

One day, soon after his conversion, he read “coseiess
which is idolatry” (Colossians 3:5). Determined not to fall into idolatry,
he gave away all of his property and lived day &y drom the
hospitality of the people whom he was trying topheith the Gospel
truth.

Not far from Li's home was a large temple in whived a
cousin who was a pagan priest. From time to tingeytoung priest
would visit his old relative, bringing him a smallesent of bread or
millet from his very adequate supply.

Each time the old man received the gift, he wosdg, “My
heavenly Father’s grace!”

After a while, this began to annoy the younger mate said,
“Where does your heavenly Father’'s grace come T2 millet is
mine. | bring it to you. And if | did not, you wéd very soon starve
for all that He would care. He has nothing to dthwt.”

“But,” replied the old man, “it is my heavenly Rat who puts
it into your heart to care for me.”

“Oh, that is very well!” interrupted the priestWE SHALL
SEE WHAT WILL HAPPEN IF | BRING THE MILLET NO
MORE.”

For a week or two he kept away, although his bet¢ure kept
prompting him to care for the old man...

In the passage of time, old Li’s food supply flgabn out. The
day came when he no longer had enough food fornome meal.
Kneeling alone in his room, he poured out his hiegptrayer to God.

He knew very well that his heavenly Father woudd, rcould
not, forget him. After pleading for a blessing lms work, and upon
the people all around him, he reminded the Lordvbét the priest
had said. Then he asked that, for the honour sfadin great name,
the Lord would send that very day his daily bread.
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Suddenly the answer came. While Li was still Kingein
prayer, he heard an unusual clamour and cawingflapging of
wings in the courtyard outside, and a noise a®ofething falling to
the ground. He rose up and went to the door toveeat was
happening.

A number of ravens, common in that part of Chimate flying
all about in great commotion above him.

As he looked up, a large piece of meat fell at fast.
Thankfully, the old man picked up the unexpectestifcsaying, “My
heavenly Father’s kindness.”

Then, glancing about him to see what had falldoreene came
out, he discovered a large piece of Indian meahdyreooked and
ready for eating. Another bird had dropped thabalThere was his
dinner, bountifully provided.

With a thankful heart that was overflowing withyjathe old
man started a fire to prepare the welcome meal.iledthe pot was
still boiling, the door opened. To his delight,avshould walk in, but
his cousin, the priest!

Looking into the pot, the priest cried, “Why, whezver did you
get this?”

“My heavenly Father sent it,” responded old Ladjy. “He put
it into your heart, you know, to bring me a littiallet from time to
time; but when you would no longer do so, it wagejeasy for Him
to find another messenger.”

And then Li told his cousin the whole story abthé coming of
the ravens.

The priest was very impressed by what he saw aaddh- and
it led him to eventually accept the Gospel of J&€3higst. He gave up
his comfortable living in the temple and became eacher of
righteousness.
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21 Why the Horse Baulked

Laurence Hastings of Boston was a man of faitigulealy
committing the lives of his family to God.

One day, in 1850, he started out for the mill acl®and, Rhode
Island, with a bag of rye to be ground into floar the family bread.

On the way the staid old family horse unaccountablulked on
a bridge over a stream, and began to turn and bpckThe horse
kept treading backwards until the rear wheels efwttagon tipped off
the side of the bridge.

Alarmed, the farmer jumped out.

The horse then stood still, holding the front whestill on the
bridge (so that the wagon did not crash over tlgekgdut letting the
back wheels dangle so that the contents were thioterthe water.

Neighbours came to help get the rear of the wdwpok up —
and the grist was fished out of the river.

Here was the mystery: the horse had shown notfrand had
never behaved this way before. Mr Hastings wast rpesplexed.
Only that morning he had prayed that the angehefltord would
encamp around his family that day — and here wasnaxplainable
accident.

His son recalls: “He returned home, and we wentdrk to dry
out our grain and prepare it for grinding. But whwee spread out the
rye upon a cloth in the sun to dry, we saw, soatt¢hrough it all,
fragments of a fine, glittering substance, whiclm, examination,
proved to be glass. Thousands upon thousandsyopiieces of glass
mixed in with those two bushels of rye — enougtkitbthe whole
family if the grain had been ground, baked andreéate

(An investigation was made. That rye had beern kapsome
time in a barrel that was open — and over it thekwmen had been
smoothing axe handles, using bits of glass to sceam polish the
wood. This had continually been falling into thye ~ but had been
unnoticed when the grain was placed in the sadietdaken to the
mill when bread was needed.)
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How gratefully they thanked God for speaking te thmorse,
telling it exactly what to do!



22 The Sliding Lorry

Esther, a white-haired widow, received a plea Help from
Jews in the neighbouring region of Nagorno-Karabhaktene of
fierce battles between Armenia and Azerbaijan. &me her friend
Vlasta set out in a private car to investigate.gf@g another friend,
was driving.

As they climbed the serpentine road into the maiast snow
began to fall, more heavily the higher they climbdtey neared the
peak and were stopped behind several lorries padkedhe steel
incline, unable to continue due to ice on the road.

Vlasta reports: “l was in the front seat withhermos in one
hand, a cup in the other, enjoying a hot drinkgkang and talking.
Suddenly | realised the lorry about 10 metres ontfrof us was
STARTING TO SLIDE BACK. | didn’t understand whataw
happening. Then | saw the driver and a passengap jout and |
realised the problem was serious. | didn't knowawko do. |
Dropped the cup and tried to open the door.

“It was my first time in the front and | couldnget the door
open. | realised it was too late.

“l closed my eyes and said, ‘Jesus — help?”

“When | opened my eyes | saw the lorry stoppeti gne metre
away from us. The lorry driver was shaking wheaytbrought him
back a half-hour later.

“l said goodbye to you and the lorry already,” h@d us,
‘because a situation like this always ends up @®at catastrophe.”

“We knew that God was with us and we should camtih
They went on to help two families escape that teag®n.
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23 The Angel Lawyer

During World War Il, the chief policeman of the iRanian city
where my grandfather pastured demanded paymenteép khe
church open. Naturally, my grandfather would nabd the man. In
revenge, the chief secretly sent a letter to thghdm authorities
describing my grandfather as an “army deserters aAesult, a few
weeks later he was taken to Bucharest, the capii@hg with other
deserters, to be tried and punished by the MaCiairt.

On the day of the trial, forty men awaited senitegpdn the
courtroom hall. Halfway through the day, the caedessed and my
grandfather learned that he would be the first @xemined after the
break. Imagine his anxiety as his thoughts wenka his wife and
three children!

During the break, a man he had never seen befteecd to
plead his case in court for 10 lei (Romanian cuy@n At first my
grandfather told the man to go on his way, butsinanger persisted,
so he finally agreed and gave him the money.

As the session started again, my grandfather éelatimat all the
cases before him had received the death sentamtégeafainted. The
next thing he knew was that somebody was wakingupm “You're
free to go. That man has defended your case dptival we had to
let you go.”

My grandfather searched in vain for the lawyet #rgued his
case so persuasively. No one knew of him or haw $#m since.
But the Bible promises that “He shall give his dsgeharge over

thee, to keep thee in all thy waygsaim 91:11).
- As told toAdriana Timseaby Antonella Assimiti.
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24 Contact Lens

Brenda was a young woman who was invited to gdk roc
climbing. Although she was scared to death, sha weh her group
to a tremendous granite cliff. In spite of herrfeshe put on the gearr,
took a hold on the rope, and started up the fa¢katfrock.

Well, she got to a ledge where she could takeeatber. As she
was hanging on there, the safety rope snappedsdaianda’s eye
and knocked out her contact lens. Here she wahenock ledge —
with hundreds of feet below her and hundreds dof &eve her. Of
course, she looked and looked and looked, hopirgdt landed on
the ledge... but it just wasn'’t there.

Here she was, far from home, her sight now blurBhe was
desperate and began to get upset. Then she payesl Lord to help
her to find it.

When she got to the top, a friend examined her ae her
clothing for the lens, but there was no contacs lenbe found. She
sat down, despondent, with the rest of the paraytimg for the others
to make it up the face of the cliff. She looked aaross range after
range of mountains; and she thought of that Bualesage that says,
“The eyes of the Lord run to and fro throughout Wieole earth.”
She thought, “Lord You can see all these mountaiYaau know
every stone and leaf. And You know exactly wheseaontact lens
Is. Please help me.”

Finally, they walked down the trail to the bottomAt the
bottom there was a new party of climbers just stgrtip the face of
the cliff. One of them shouted out, “Hey, you guysnybody lose a
contact lense?”

Well, that would be startling enough. But do ymow why the
climber saw it? An ant was moving slowly across face of the
rock... carrying it!

Brenda told me that her father is a cartoonisthewshe told
him the incredible story of the ant, the prayed #re contact lens, he
drew a picture of an ant lugging that contact lemsh the words,
“Lord, | don’'t know why You want me to carry thisihg. | can’t eat
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it, and it's awfully heavy. But if this is what Yjowant me to do, I'll
carry it for You.”

It would probably do some of us good to occasignady,
“God, | don’t know why You want me to carry thisalb. | can see no
good in it and it's awfully heavy. But, if You wame to carry it, |
will.”

God doesn't call the qualified; He qualifies tadled.

We should all be as obedient as the ant.

"Lord, I don't know
why You want me to
carry this thing. | can't
eat it, and it's awfully
heavy. But, if this is
what You want me to do,
I'll carry it for You."”

"I can do all things through Christ which strengthens me.® Phil. 4:13
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25 Does God Speak to Us?

At Bible study the pastor had shared about lisigno God and
obeying the Lord’s voice. The young man could®@iphbut wonder,
“Does God still speak to people?” After service vent out with
some friends for coffee. They talked about how Gad led them in
different ways.

It was about ten o’clock when the young man stiadaving
home. Sitting in his car, he just began to prdayod.. If you still
speak to people, speak to me. | will listen. Ilwib my best to
obey.”

As he drove down the main street, he had the gstrthought
— stop and buy a gallon of milk. He shook his haad said out loud,
“God is that you?” He started on toward home. RBgain, the
thought — buy a gallon of milk.

The young man thought about Samuel and how he’tdidn
recognise the voice of God. “Okay, God, in casd th you, | will
buy the milk.” It didn’t seem like too hard a textobedience. He
could always use the milk. He stopped and purchéise gallon of
milk and started off toward home. As he passece#vStreet, he
again felt the urge, “Turn down that street.” Thsatcrazy, he
thought, and drove on past the intersection. Aghaefelt that he
should turn down Seventh Street. At the next g#etion, he turned
back and headed down Seventh. Half jokingly, hd sat loud,
“Okay, God, | will”.

He drove several blocks, when suddenly, he fie#t he should
stop. He pulled over to the curb and sensed sbimg:t “Go and
give the milk to the people in the house acrosstireet.”

The young man looked at the house. It was dadkialooked
like the people were either gone or they were difeasleep. He
started to open the door and then sat back inghseat. “Lord, this
Is insane. Those people are asleep and if | wadmn tup, they are
going to be mad and | will look stupid.” Again, fedt like he should
go and give the milk.
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Finally, he opened the door, “Okay God, if thigai, | will go
to the door and | will give them the milk. If yavant me to look like
a crazy person, okay. | want to be obedient. dsguhat will count
for something, but if they don’t answer right awbgm out of here.”

He walked across the street and rang the bell. céigdd hear
some noise inside. A man’s voice yelled out, “W&at? What do
you want?” The door opened before the young maidoget away.
A man was standing there in his jeans and t-shie. looked like he
just got out of bed. He had a strange look onfdme and he didn’t
seem too happy to have some stranger standing ©rddorstep.
“What is it?”

The young man thrust out the gallon of milk, “Hekdrought
this to you.” The man took the milk and rushed doavhall way
speaking loudly in Spanish. Then from down thé tame a woman
carrying the milk toward the kitchen. The man viekowing her
holding a baby. The baby was crying. The manteads streaming
down his face. The man began speaking and halkgryWe were
just praying. We had some big bills this month avel ran out of
money. We didn’'t have any milk for our baby. |smast praying
and asking God to show me how to get some milk.”

His wife in the kitchen yelled out, “I asked Himo send an
angel with some.. Are you an angel?” The young meached into
his wallet and pulled out all the money he had iom &nd put it in the
man’s hand. He turned and walked back toward dnisand the tears
were streaming down his face. He knew that Golll atiswers
prayers!



47

26 Love’'s Miracle Power

Like any good mother, when Karen, of Morristowmiiessee,
found out that another baby was on the way, shemtiat she could
to help her 3-year-old son, Michael, prepare foea sibling. They
found out that the baby was going to be a qirl, dag after day,
night after night, Michael sang to his sister invtay’s tummy. He
was building a bond of love with his little sisteefore he even met
her.

The pregnancy progressed normally. However, 8srio
complications arose during delivery. Finally, afeéelong struggle,
Michael's little sister was born. But she was ierw serious
condition. She was rushed to St. Mary’'s Hospitahoxville,
Tennessee. The baby got worse. Karen and heahdstontacted
the local cemetery about a burial plot.

Michael, however, kept begging his parents tohiet see his
sister. But kids are never allowed in IntensiveeCaFinally Karen
decided to take Michael whether they liked it ot.ntf he didn’t see
his sister right then, he might never see her alive

But the head nurse spotted him and bellowed, tat kid out
of here now!”

Karen glared steel-eyed at the nurse. “He idewting until he
sings to his sister.”

The 3-year-old boy gazed at the dying infant. eAt moment,
he began to sing:“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine; You
make me happy when skies are grey.”

Instantly, the baby began to respond. The pudse began to
calm and become steady.

“You never know dear, how much | love you; Pledsr’'t take my
sunshine away.”

As Michael sang, the baby’s ragged, strained bnegtbecame
normal like the purr of a kitten. Tears now tre#flfrom the nurse’s
face.

The next day... the very next day... the little girasvwell
enough to go home.
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What miracles are wrought by LOVE!!
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27 The Flying Kitten

The following is a true story which occurred rettgn

A kitten climbed up a tree in a pastor's backyamnd then was
afraid to come down. The pastor coaxed, offerednwailk, etc., but
the kitty would not come down.

The tree was not sturdy enough to climb, so tlstgpadecided
that if he tied a rope to his car and drove awayhso the tree bent
down, he could then reach up and get the kittere dill all this,
checking his progress in the car frequently, thgaoréd if he went
just a little bit further, the tree would be benffgiently for him to
reach the kitten. But as he moved a little furttogward... the rope
broke. The tree went “boing!” and the kitten imgtga sailed through
the air out of sight. The pastor felt terrible.e Malked all over the
neighbourhood asking people if they had seen k& IKitten. No.
Nobody had seen a stray kitten. So he prayed,d;Lbjust commit
this little kitten to Your keeping,” and went abdus business.

A few days later he was at a grocery store, antdane of his
church members. He happened to look into her shgpgart and
was amazed to see cat food. Now this woman weast hater and
everyone knew it, so he asked her, “why are youirtlgugat food
when you hate cats so much?”

She replied, “You won't believe this...” and toldnihow her
little girl had been begging her for a cat, but kEbpt refusing. Then
a few days before, the child had begged againhsedvium finally
told her little girl, “Well, if God gives you a cdtll let you keep it.”

She told the pastor, “I watched my child go outha yard, get
on her knees, and ask God for a cat. And realgtd?, you won't
believe this, but | saw it with my own eyes. At suddenly came
flying out of the blue sky, with its paws spread,and landed right
in front of her.”
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28 When the Hot Water Bottle Burst

One night | had worked hard to help a mother enlébor ward,;
but in spite of all we could do she died leaving wigh a tiny
premature baby and a crying two-year-old daughWe would have
difficulty keeping the baby alive, as we had nouinator (we had no
electricity to run an incubator) and no specialdieg facilities.
Although we lived on the equator, nights were oftdnlly with
treacherous drafts. One student midwife wentlerlkiox we had for
such babies and the cotton wool the baby would bepped in.
Another went to stoke up the fire and fill a hotterabottle. She
came back shortly in distress to tell me that lim§ the bottle, it had
burst. Rubber perishes easily in tropical climates

“And it is our last hot water bottle!” she exclath

As in the West it is no good crying over spilledlknso in
Central Africa it might be considered no good cgyover burst water
bottles. They do not grow on trees, and therenardrugstores down
forest pathways.

“All right,” | said, “Put the baby as near thedias you safely
can; sleep between the baby and the door to kdegeifrom drafts.
Your job is to keep the baby warm.”

The following noon, as | did most days, | wenthieve prayers
with any of the orphanage children who chose thaatvith me. |
gave the youngsters various suggestions of thinggay about and
told them about the tiny baby. | explained ourgbeon about keeping
the baby warm enough, mentioning the hot waterdootihe baby
could so easily die if it got chills. | also tdidem of the two-year-old
sister, crying because her mother had died.

During the prayer time, one ten-year-old girl, IRytrayed with
the usual blunt conciseness of our African childréRlease, God,”
she prayed, “send us a water bottle. It'll be nodytomorrow, God,
as the baby’ll be dead, so please send it thisrafits.”

While | gasped inwardly at the audacity of theyerashe added
by way of corollary, “And while YOU Are about it, auld You
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please send a dolly for the little girl so sheiow You really love
her?”

As often with children’s prayers, | was put on gp®t. Could |
honestly say, “Amen”? | just did not believe titzdd could do this.
Oh, yes, | know that He can do everything. Theldgays so. But
there are limits, aren’t there? The only way Godld answer this
particular prayer would be by sending me a pargeinf the
homeland. | had been in Africa for almost fourngeat that time, and
| had never, ever received a parcel from home;wawgyif anyone did
send me a parcel, who would put in a hot waterddsdtt lived on the
equator!

Halfway through the afternoon, while | was teaghim the
nurses’ training school, a message was sent thed thas a car at my
front door. By the time | reached home, the cal §ane, but there,
on the verandah, was a large twenty-two pound parcéelt tears
pricking my eyes. | could not open the parcel aelso | sent for the
orphanage children. Together we pulled off thengtr carefully
undoing each knot. We folded the paper, taking caot to tear it
unduly.

Excitement was mounting. Some thirty or fortyrpanf eyes
were focused on the large cardboard box.

From the top, | lifted out brightly colored, kmtt jerseys. Eyes
sparkled as | gave them out. Then there werertiteell bandages for
the leprosy patients, and the children looked tke libored. Then
came a box of mixed raisins and sultanas — thatdvoiake a nice
batch of buns for the weekend. Then, as | put amdhn again, | felt
the... could it really be? | grasped it and pulledut — yes, a brand-
new, rubber hot water bottle! | cried. | had asked God to send it;
| Had not truly believed that He could.

Ruth was in the front row of the children. Shehed forward,
crying out, “If God has sent the bottle, He musténaent the dolly,
too!”

Rummaging down to the bottom of the box, she pudlat the
small, beautifully dressed dolly. Her eyes shonghe had never
doubted. Looking up at me, she asked: “Can | ger avith you,
Mummy, and give this dolly to that little girl, sshe’ll know that
Jesus really loves her?”
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That parcel had been on the way for five whole tinen Packed
up by my former Sunday school class, whose leaddrHeard and
obeyed God’'s prompting to send a hot water bo#tleen to the
equator. And one of the girls had put in a dotlydn African child —
five months before — in answer to the believingypreof a ten-year-
old to bring it “that afternoon.”

“Before they call, | will answer!"(1saiah 65:24)
- Sentiment for the saulanan Chandler
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29 Praying Away the Fog

The captain of a steamship on the Liverpool-Caradiun
related this story concerning one of his passengerthe voyage 5
weeks earlier:

“The last time | crossed here, five weeks ago, ointhe most
extraordinary things happened, and it has completlolutionised
the whole of my Christian life. Up to that timenmas one of your
ordinary Christians.

“We were stuck in a fog off the Banks of Newfousnatl. The
ship could only creep slowly through this fog.

“We had a man of God on board, George Muller, o§tBl. |
had been on that bridge for 22 hours, and neveitlef

“I was startled by someone tapping me on the sieoul It was
George Muller.

“Captain,’” he said, ‘| have come to tell you thanust be in
Quebec on Saturday afternoon.' This was Wednesday.

“It is impossible,’ | said.

“l have never broken an engagement for 47 ydaeséplied.

“l would willingly help you. How can I? | am l@ess.’

“Let’'s go down to the chartroom and pray, ' dddller.

| never heard of such a thing. 'Mr Muller, ' Icsado you know
how dense this fog is? '

“No, ' he replied, 'my eye is not on the densityhe fog, but on
the living God, who controls every circumstancenyf life. '

“He went down on his knees, and he prayed ondh@fmost
simple prayers. | muttered to myself: "That wosldt a children’s
class, where the children were not more than emghtine years of
age. '

“His prayer was something like this: 'O Lordjtifs consistent
with Thy will, please remove this fog in 5 minute¥.ou know the
engagement You made for me in Quebec for Saturdl@glieve it is
Your will.

“When he had finished, | was going to pray. Betput his
hand on my shoulder and told me not to pray. tFysu do not
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believe He will. And second, | believe He has. tBere is no need
whatever for you to pray about it. '

“I looked at him, and George Muller said this:afffain, | have
known my Lord for 57 years, and there has nevenlzesingle day
that | have failed to gain an audience with thegKirGet up, captain,
and open the door, and you will find the fog is gadn

“l got up, and the fog was gone!”

The lesson is lost if it suggests that Muller'gifaenabled him
to ask strange things and receive the answer. iHlenat make a
practice of praying concerning weather conditioii$is was the one
such occasion, doubtless, in his long life of faith

The lesson is that God does open the right wagrbefaith.
And He may, on occasions, make known to His childifeat it is
according to His will that a definite request bedmdor the removal
of barriers and the opening of ways where ordimagans fall short
and human resource fails.
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30 The Stranger Knew So Much!

Jimi had flown from Honiara in the Solomon Islanids the
south end of Guadacanal to participate in a chdechcation.

On the Wednesday night, the local pastor anddy sk the tiny
airport so that Jimi could return on the early niognflight. The
pastor left early to return to his distant village.

While Jimi and other passengers waited, a newsrregulvised
of an approaching cyclone. All the passengers Hadk to their
village but Jimi was left alone, as his village vias far away. So he
stayed in the small airport building and by middag fury of the
cyclone had struck.

By now he was hungry. As he reached into hisefiang bag,
he found a small piece of cooked taro. He ate dnadf saved the rest
for night time.

During the night, trees were uprooted and irom foom roofs.
But the little building held firm. By Friday afteoon, the wind and
rain had abated.

Jimi was all alone. For comfort, Jimi read passaffom his
Bible. He had no food and no way of getting out.

After reading Psalm 34:7 and Psalm 91, and edpetatthew
6, he prated a simple prayer.

“God, I'm hungry... 'm very hungry. I'm just tehlig you
about my needs. I'm totally in your hands.”

Jimi was about to lie down for sleep, when theas & knock on
the door. He hesitated to open it, because ths avatrange place.
Then came another knock. Before him stood ahalhdsome young
man dressed in island style, but all in white. ididn’t know what to
say, so he just smiled.

The visitor also smiled — and asked, “Are you hyfg

I've been here two days without food. | have justyed to God
about it,” said Jimi.

The visitor had nothing in his hands, but repliedlm here to
give you as much food as you need. Look down.”



56

There on the floor was a cooking pot and threeeswwetatoes
all peeled but not cooked. Jimi was given a plsp@on, a coconut, a
scraper, a knife and a small bundle of wood.

“Cook the food before anyone else comes,” he wigs t

In the simple little kitchen was a wood stove. dAmhile Jimi
worked, the visitor watched.

“What's the matter?” asked the visitor.

“I have no matches,” Jimi replied.

The stranger reached into the stove, heaped ughtreoal, and
soon smoke and fire appeared. Then the visitar hih to put the
wood and pot on the stove, because he was leaving.

Five minutes later, he was back with a reef fisbuda 50 cm (20
inches) long.

“My friend, where did you get this fish?” askedili

“You don’t need to know. Just cook it with potasd’

“Please tell me, what is your name?” Jimi askedlrag

“You don’t need to know,” responded the visitor.

“Where do you come from?”

The visitor replied, “I come from a beautiful ptawhere there
Is joy, food and happiness. Your place is not itkel know you; in
fact | have known you since you were born. Youmnaas Jimi and |
know your parents and where they live. | wantelbytou something.
There is no one to feed you. What you now havélask just three
meals till tomorrow midday. Remember what | saywnreat exactly
3 pm a plane will call to pick you up. Be ready.”

Jimi thanked the visitor. “But who told you abdbe plane?”
he asked.

“No-one told me,” said the visitor. “It is a mage from me to
you.”

“What shall | do with the knife, spoon and othleings when |
go?” asked Jimi.

“Do not worry,” said the stranger. “They are ontyaterial
things. Your life is more important and so donbrvy. The sun is
about to set and | am leaving and will not return.”

All along, Jimi thought the visitor was just a gofiend, but as
he was about to leave he put his hand on Jimi'sildleo and said,
“Son, have faith in God. Trust Him and He will degou home.”

Slowly he moved away, vanishing into the night.
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Jimi closed his eyes. But his mind was wide awalke.realised
he had seen an angel. He thanked and thanked Bedite well and
slept well.

The fire in the stove kept burning until his migdaeal.

He prepared for the plane’s arrival. Precisel\3 ggm a plane
landed and drew alongside the building. The engiopped.

Going to the plane, Jimi asked the pilot and aipilthey could
take him to Honiara. They said they could.

“Can you tell me your reason for landing here y&iaasked
Jimi.

“I don’t know why | came,” responded the pilot.THe only
assignment we had was from the rice company to raakervey —
and also to report on the cyclone damage. We thidee for no
reason — because the rice project is on the ottieos$ the island.”
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31 LATE... LATE... AND LATE!

What a night! Everybody was running late.

It was March 1, 1950, in Beatrice, Nebraska. Aichehearsal
scheduled that evening in the small village chwrels due to begin at
7.20 pm.

But somehow it didn’t work out that way. And by2%3 pm not
one of the fifteen choir members had yet turned up.

The pastor (who was also the choir director) wadmére...
because he was waiting for his wife to finish piegsheir elder
daughter’s dress. The girl, too, sang in the ch@&@o both of them
were late.

One woman was unable to start her car.

Another woman, quite independently, was unablstant HER
car either.

One girl hadn’t finished her homework.

Two others found a radio play so exciting theyhbfairgot the
time.

A mother in another house had to call her daughtere to
wake her.

In fact, there were very simple reasons why nobeldg went to
the church on time... but only that night!

But these simple reasons suddenly are made t@aappquite a
different light, for at 7.25 p.m., a gas explosldaw up the Beatrice
church and completely destroyed it.

Was the fact that all fifteen people were late doedivine
providence? Did they sense something? Or waeaillyr just an
accident that these people all remained alive?

Warren Weaver, who reported the event, calculdbhed the
odds against all ten reasons for being late commgt the same time
that night are a million to one.
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32 No Rain

“It is because of this foreign missionary and &isange God
that we get no rain.” Fu Gwei wiped his sweatingwand collapsed
in the shade of a scrawny tree.

“You're right,” answered Lao San as he flopped doveside
him, panting. “Before he came, we had pleatyrain in this valley.
Now the gods refuse to send any, though we prayaakdhem all the
time.”

“If we don’t get rain this week,” muttered Fu Gwglancing at
the clear sky, “we won't be able to plant our ribés year. Then
what will we eat?”

The two Chinese boys were interrupted by the sooh@n
approaching step. They leapt to their feet as Bk, lthe missionary,
greeted them.

“Good morning, boys? How are you today?”

Although the two returned polite greetings, thfsices were
dark with resentment at the sight of the troubld@nahey had just
been complaining about!

Suddenly Mr Lee drew two coins out of his pockawith a
twinkle in his eye, he showed them to the boyswifil give you these
if you can tell me how to know the difference betwehe counterfeit
money and genuine.”

The boys brightened. “You must examine it catgful
responded Fu Gwei.

“Or you can take it to the money exchangers, &eg will tell
you!” exclaimed Lao San.

“Good answers!” He plunked the coins into the $oy
outstretched hands. “Now, tell me, how can youadtue God from
a false one?”

The boys frowned. Was Mr Lee trying to trick tHenfFu Gwei
spoke up. “We cannot sgeur God, Mr Lee. How do you know He
Is good or bad? Have you seen Him?” He continagédumph: “At
least we can semur gods.”
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“Yes, you can,” Mr Lee agreed. “But they cannek syou.
Though | am sure you believe in things you haveenseen. Do you
believe your grandparents had grandparents?”

“Yes,” Lao San answered promptly. “Of course thesd
grandparents. So did everyone else in the villafjeat is the way it
always is. And our grandparents and parents hakk us many
stories about them.”

The boys’ interest was kindled. With a prayehis heart, Mr
Lee continued.

“I have never seen my God, but | don’'t have teeé His works
every day. | read stories written by those whoehagen Him. |
receive many answers to the prayers | pray to Hay.these things |
know He is real, and that He loves me and listermae.”

At this the boys grew very excited. “Does He Ise@kear you?
Does He really give you the things you ask for?heTmissionary
nodded. Abruptly the two turned their backs to ramd began to
whisper between themselves. Mr Lee waited, puzzled

Soon Lao San turned to the missionary. “Mr Lee, pvay to
our gods to send us rain, but they do not. If y8od really answers
prayers, ask Him tgend us rain!” If | refuse he thoughtthey will
not believe that God does answer prayers. Of @@sd is able to
send rain. He smiled at the boys waiting for his answer.

“All right, | will pray for rain. But you must keel with me as
we pray.” And there at the side of the dusty raad, two Chinese
boys listened in hopeful wonder to the simple pteaneeded rain.

That afternoon, clouds began to darken the sky.ewening, a
heavy fog had settled over the area. Soon raisdbggan to fall,
increasing fast to a downpour that roared. Alhhigng, all the next
day, and throughout the next night, the rain fetlaking the thirsty
land. The rice paddies filled with the needed watBlow the rice
would grow! The people would not starve!

One day soon after the rain had ceased, a knatle ca Mr
Lee’s door. Several tanned faces, led by two begmoung boys,
greeted him.

“Tell them, Mr Lee,” said Fu Gwei. “Tell them aloour
God!”
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33 Quick! Leave at Once!

Eugene Freeman worked for a Jewish firm in Marmhei
Germany. Hitler had just taken the reins of gowsnt — and he was
ordered to join the Nazi (National Socialist) Partigut he knew he
could not be a practising Christian and a Nazhatdame time.

He politely refused. He was then called beforteilunal and
threatened that he would be sent to a concentramp if he did not
comply.

This was no empty threat. So Eugene prayed adrnies
deliverance.

Shortly after this, he visited some relatives. iktended to stay
about a week. However, after just two days an coaatable feeling
came over Eugene that he should leave immediately.

His relatives could not understand his suddenehagtnd his
sister reluctantly took him to the railroad station

When she arrived home, she found — to her greatksh two
Gestapo agents who had just come to arrest hingertauhad left just
in time!

Eugene’s sister was not able to warn him of thegdg because
all letters were censored and phone calls were llggaat of the
guestion.

Knowing nothing of what had happened at his ssteome,
Eugene went on to visit his brother in Heilbrortie planned to stay
for several days.

But once again he experienced that strange, amifteling that
he must leave at once.

Much later he learned that scarcely had he e tihe Gestapo
arrived at his brother’s house to arrest him!

Meanwhile, Eugene was on his way to visit friemasLahr,
another town. He expected that they would be pkdas see him —
but instead they were horrified. They explaineat the Gestapo had
already been there to arrest him!



62

Eugene was stunned! Not only were the Gestapanjlg to
put their threat of concentration camp into immeglaction; but they
had intimate knowledge of his friends and relatives

He realised that there was only one option: escap
Switzerland.

How his wife and he made their escape is anotioey,Sut you
may be sure they were able to make their plans gatifidence and
courage. After all, their God had answered theayers and kept him
from the clutches of the Gestapo so far. They madioubt that He
would continue to be with them in the perilous tenadead.

They eventually found their way to England andtlsetin
Manchester.
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34 Tsunami Miracle, Sumatra

On the 28 of December 2004 the Christians in the town of
Meulaboh in Aceh wanted to worship Jesus Chrisainombined
service.

However, the Moslems in that town objected and tbem that
if they wanted to have this Christian meeting thewe to do it
outside the town area because it is a Moslem town.

The 400 Christians decided to comply with theiquest and
went to a hill outside the town perimeter to canup and held their
service there.

As we now know, the following morning there was an
earthquake. And the tsunami that followed desulaye whole town
of Meulaboh and almost everyone who was down there.

The whole population of Meulaboh was practicaliped out —
except the 400 or so Christians who were worshgp@diesus on the
hill outside the town.

The few survivors of Meulaboh remarked: “The CGafdthe
Christians has punished us. Some of them askedhy are there so
many of us who died in this disaster, and nonehef@hristians are
destroyed?”

If the 400 Christians insisted on worshipping Hmmatt town
according to their original plan, they would hawrighed too. They
are seeing that this is the direct interventiorGoid who saved His
children in Meulaboh.
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35 Another Tsunami Miracle

The story | am about to share with you occurresbali00 years
ago.

A missionary family landed from an inter-islan@iffht boat, on
Great Sangir Island, just south of the Philippimethe Pacific Ocean,
to teach the islanders truth, loyalty and faith.

At first the village people were suspicious of thewcomers.
But the chief's son, a young man named Satoo, tety@around the
missionary family and they became friends.

When the strangers asked for some land to bulduse, it was
refused them. So they built a house for themsatoes on the sand
of the beach.

But soon many grew to love and respect the Christamily
and began to visit them. Eventually, thirty peopient regularly to
learn truths from the missionary and enjoy the sdmg taught them
to sing. Among them was the chief’s son, Satoo.

However, the witch doctor, the chief and manyh& head men
resented them being there.

They decided to counteract the Christian influelmg@émporting
some Islamic leaders from an island nearby.

“The teachers of Islam will not spoil our custoinke said.
“They will not forbid our feasts and our dancingdaour spirit
worship.”

When three Islamic teachers arrived — two young i@ed an
older one, named Guru Mula — the chief commandedrilfage folk
to help build houses for them on the hill above tBhristian
missionary’s house.

Tama the witch doctor conjured up a powerful cusdring
harm to the Christian missionary family, but itléal to work.

However, the missionary’s little girl in her inrertce visited the
witch doctor to bring him a bunch of red flower$his touched the
heart of this sinister man.
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Guru Mula organised a plot to frighten the chiefsn into
leaving the Christian way and following Islam. $almost led to the
death of the young man.

All this time, rumblings and increased fire fronm asland
volcano two miles across the water, grew steaddyenominous.

The village people began packing up their cookpags and
rolling their mats. Then they were seen climbimgthie path to the
hills.

The chief ordered the Christian people to go daavithe big
teacher’'s house on the beach for protection, hakbethat the fire
spirits were about to destroy the house on the.saftey were not
permitted to go with the rest of the village ine thills.

All the Islamic teachers and Islam worshippers whad
gathered there stood among the fruit trees on ithantHront of their
buildings and looked at the mountain. With themswama the
witch doctor.

They looked with scorn on the little group of pray Christians
in the teacher’s garden.

“It is a good thing the chief left me here to dbat those
Christians don’t get away,” Guru Mula said. “If wesren’t out here
watching | should expect them to bolt for the hdtsy minute.”

The thunder under the ground rose in a tremendmars Every
face grew pale. Both mouths of the volcano spefodt a sickening
blast of fiery rock.

At the same instant, the solid earth of the maardprang apatrt.

Tama the witch doctor flashed down the hill. Hsad shouts
of the Islam people behind him as they urged higkbaut he only
ran faster.

Even as he ran, he saw the ocean sucked back talmdise
roots of the volcano. Then a mighty wall of wapded higher and
higher... and rolled towards the shore.

There was just one thought in Tama’s mind — teddarta, the
missionary’s little girl who had endeared herselhim.

He strained toward the beach like a maddened weeatHe
leapt the low rock wall that shut in the missiongayarden. He saw
Marta in the midst of the singing people, and toensl of their
powerful singing filled his ears:

A mighty mountain is our God,
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A wall that will not faltér.

“Run! Run!” he gasped out, as though with his |astath.
Couldn’t they hear? Couldn’t they understand? \@mt madness!

He grabbed Marta and clutched her to him. Heeddro the
low rock wall. Could he make it back up the hilldafety?

No, it was too late. The missionary teacher kideavy hand
on the witchman'’s shoulder and drew him into thedsnof the group
of singing people — just as the enormous wave bwike deafening
thunder on the beach in front of the little housdlte sand.

Tama shut his eyes and clutched the child in terfbhunder
crashed overhead. And then he looked.

Evan as the wave struck, the words of the song irahis ears.

“The wall!” he cried. “The wall that will not feadr!”

The mountainous wave had divided just below thie @& the
big teacher’s garden and passed by on both sidegleuhe low rock
fence. It stood up to heaven, surely the heighhde palm trees, a
green wall filled with fishing boats and huge dwdétod logs, strange
deep sea creatures, shells, and snarled tangsesawoked.

The wave united into one, just back of the tedshgarden, and
tama could see how far it washed up the hill. dnrestant it surged
back into the ocean. And when the following waaene it reached
only to the front gate of the garden.

Tama still held Marta in his arms, but weaknessroame him
now and he sank to the salt grass and closed ks eyhen Satoo,
the chief's son, bent over him.

“Ah, Tama, God has saved you.” The Boy’s voicekier with
gladness. “God lifted up His wall and saved us all

All around the big teacher’s garden the wreckafjéhe giant
tsunami wave was piled high, much higher than theewashed rock
wall. Driftwood, seaweed, Deep sea shells, andedmrgieces from
the slope of the hill mingled with sand, rocks, disaa animals, and
scraps of fishing boats.

When they went to look, there were no housesndtfie village,
but most of the coconut palms still stood.

Nothing remained of the Islam teachers’ houses gadien.
The Islam teachers had also been swept away.
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Only the people who had fled to the high hillstiie middle of
the island survived. Those and the little grou&bfistians who sang
and prayed inside the teacher’s low rock wall.

When the chief and his people returned, and the&fch
understood how the great wave had divided — and thestroyed
everything, even the Islam teachers’ houses orhitjeer slope, he
sat down on the beach for a day and a night anklesjpono one.

When he arose again, he called all the people hmained of
his village and all the people from other partshef island to see the
miracle that the God of heaven had done. He poitit¢he bare and
ruined slope where the Islam teachers’ fine newsbstnad stood.

“Listen to me,” he said. “This mountain and tkvave were
controlled by the God these people worship. Tharigeachers were
swept away and so was Gold (an influential villagdro had been
with them). Tama is here because he loved thetdzigher’s little
girl.”

“This is the true magic. In all the world theseno God like the
big teacher’s God, who is able to deliver him frdme anger of the
fire mountain and the great wave. So | make alanoation that
from this day we must follow and our children wWadllow after us. I,
chief Meradin, have spoken.”

No one was surprised when Tama became strong&ddithan
he had been for the old witchcratft.

When the chief suggested that the whole villagp blear away
the pile of drift the tsunami had deposited abbetteacher’s garden,
the teacher objected.

“No, | want this to stay just as it is,” he saidYou see how
huge and wide itis. Even if all of us worked gvday, it would take
many days to move it. Let it stand, so that eveeymay remember
what God has done.”

The chief talked of moving the village away frommetspot
where it formerly stood, but the big teacher advigeem to rebuild a
better village on the same spot.

Years later, when Satoo was chief and Tama an aggea
scientists came from Europe to see the spot winerdsunami had
divided. These men did not believe such a thirdyreally happened.
But when they saw the drift that remained, theyvkrtleat this story
was true.
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The God who divided the Red Sea is the same ykstetoday

and forever.
Norma YoungbertSinger on the Sand, 1998
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36 Two Miracles Interlocked

Helen Steinhauer and her parents were on a vdssel
Jamaica, bound for New Orleans, USA.

A storm arose and drove the ship far from its seur Then a
dead calm... and progress was impossible. It waserld" century,
the days of sailing ships. At that time there wienger ships sailing
in the Mexican Gulf than now.

The ship had provisions for only a few days. Sdiowas
necessary to ration the passengers and crew.

Miss Steinhauer continues the story:

“As the days lengthened into weeks, our sufferirgsre
extreme. | remember gnawing at a kid glove for twinariment it
might contain. We were put upon rations of hah# biscuit and
half a pint of water in the 24 hours — a very smfldwance of food,
and a still smaller one of drink beneath a senpita sun.

“Some gulped their portion of water as soon awas given
them; others hugged it to them with fierce eagesnas long as they
could, dreading lest a stronger hand might sndtelway. At length
our tongues became so swollen from protractedttthiest we could
scarcely close our mouths.

My mother found that dipping cloths into the seal dinding
them dripping wet about our throats, afforded sosieef; but oh,
how maddening it was to see water, water, everyayhgat not a drop
to drink! Our sufferings from hunger were extrernet the suffering
from thirst was great beyond expression!

“When 4 weeks had nearly dragged their slow leraitimg, it
was decided that to make our scant allowance lastday longer,
some of our number were to be thrown overboarde [6hwas to be
cast at night, but the result was not to be madevkitill just before
the food was given out, in the hope that deliveeanught come
before the measure was put into execution.

“My father and a Spanish gentleman slept on déck, my
mother and |, being the only females on board,dassthe captain’s
wife and three women in the hold, retired to outhein the cabin.
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“Of course many and importunate prayers had bdemnea all
along, but my mother determined to spend the entght in prayer,
which she did.

“At early daybreak, she sank into the sleep ofagsion, from
which she was awakened by my father’s voice, saying

“‘My dear, we think that we see a salil.’

“'Oh, exclaimed my mother, wearily, ‘it will pasus by, like
all the rest!” We had been constantly tantalisgdhie sight of vessels
passing like dim specks on the western horizon sbuiar away that
we could not hail them, nor could they see our aigrof distress.
Then, recollecting her night's occupation, she negetly added:
‘No, God forgive me! It is an answer to my prayet;will come to
our relief.’

“‘Don’t be too sure, wife,’ said my father gentlyl would not
have you disappointed. If it be God’s will for utswill come to our
relief.’

“‘It is His will,” replied my mother, confidently ‘I am sure that
help is at hand.’

“As quickly as possible we dressed and t@dwip the narrow
hatchway. | shall never forget the sight that enésd itself as we got
on deck. There, on the side of the vessel nednesbbject from
which the hoped-for relief was to come, were gatieour entire
ship’s company. Not a word was spoken, but aséked eye could
not yet discern anything, in breathless silencesthip’s spyglass was
passed from one to the other, that each might see.

“It certainly seemed as if it were a vess¥kes; now we were
quite sure of the fact. But would it come this Wa&)r must we again
see it vanish out of sight, like the ship of a dn@a

“No; it came nearer and nearer, and nearer skiion we could
see it with the naked eye. Signals we could NOKenave were far
too weak and helpless. But it came on, neverteetgsight and true,
directly bearing down upon us. By and by theydulls:

“‘Ship ahoy!

“But not a man aboard had strength of voice sigifitto make
reply.

“Still they came on nearer, nor did they stop within easy
distance of our luckless vessel, when a boat wadolen, into which
stepped four men, one evidently the captain. Siipreme tension of
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that moment is indelibly impressed upon my mindldctinough | was
at the time.

“He was the first to board us, and as he setdoabur deck and
saw our wretched plight, he lifted his hat and saadlemnly:

“‘Now | believe that there is a God in heaven!”

And this brings us to a second story.

This rescue vessel happened to be a tug boatdh lsoat that
towed sailing vessels over the bar into the hanbour

Tug boats were not allowed to go beyond a certhstance
from port (even to look for vessels needing help).

But now comes the tug boat captain’s strange story.

After he received a strong impression to go ouffdfidimit, the
captain felt unaccountably impelled to go stillthar — even though
there was no vessel in sight.

His mate argued with him. “Remember the fine yoe l@able
for if you go on further.”

“l can’t help it! I've gotto go on!” the captain replied.

Soon he became desperately seasick, somethindpadatever
happened to him in 20 years. He had to go dowmdderth ‘like a
land-lubber’. However, he refused to turn backleoing his crew to
push still further out to sea.

Then his crew mutinied, for they were growing shoit
provisions. They thought the captain must hasHsssenses.

At this, the captain became greatly distressed. irki@dored
them to go on, promising them that if they saw mgho justify his
action by sunrise the next morning... then he wouve gp and turn
back.

Reluctantly, the men consented.

Morning dawned. Suddenly the man at the masthejaolted a
black, motionless object far out to sea.

“Make for it!” exclaimed the captain. He was emijta
“That’'s what we've come after.”

Instantly his seasickness left him — and he toak dbmmand
post.

On reaching Helen Steinhauer's boat, and seeingr the
emaciated forms and general wretchedness — althoaidpad been an
infidel for many years — he knew there was a Gotheaven. The
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conviction forced itself upon him with overwhelmimpgwer that he
had been supernaturally guided.

And later, as he learned how Helen’s feeble mottaet spent
the night, he broadened his view to include the faat God hears
and answers prayer.

It was exactly 4 weeks from the day the distredsedt left
Kingston, Jamaica, until the party arrived at Nexe@ns.
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37 Sleepless Night

The Count didn’t like his king, Frederick Williat of Prussia.
In fact he loathed him, despised him, and wished/&® dead.

His feelings of hatred grew, until finally the Gdunade a plan
to do away with King Frederick. His plot was a vde one.
Nonetheless, it was discovered. To his chagrie, @ount found
himself cast, for life, into prison at the fortredsGlatz.

The fortress was strong and secure, and the Gachnho hope
of escape. To make matters worse, this godlegteinias placed in
solitary confinement and given nothing to read huBible. The
Count was not interested in such a Book.

For long months the man sat miserably in his egfipring the
treasure within his grasp.

Finally one day, in utter boredom, he picked ue Book and
began to read. He only did so, of course, to pals the long, bitter
hours of confinement. The Count neither wanted e¥qected the
Book to make a difference in his life. And, indegdeemed that he
experienced no change.

One rough, stormy November night, mountain galewléd
around the fortress and rain fell in torrents. Twunt lay sleepless
on his cot, a tempest raging within his heart. Wi®le life seemed
to rise up before him, and he saw himself as abterrhopeless
sinner.

“l have tried to live without God, and what habiought me?”
he cried. “Nothing but despair and misery.”

Tears of futility wet his cheeks. How could Goeeeforgive
such a sinner?

Desperate, he reached for the Bible. Openirngsteyes fell on
Psalm 5:15 — “Call upon Me in the day of troublewill deliver thee,
and thou shalt glorify Me.”

Surely it was a message straight from God!!!!

The Count fell on his knees for the first timecg&nhe was a
child.

“God, be merciful to me, a sinner!” he cried.
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Suddenly his physical imprisonment no longer sekne
matter, for he had found rest for his soul.

That same night, in his castle in Berlin, King deack William
lll lay sleepless in bed. He was tormented witpanful illness.
That night, the pain was unusually severe.

In total exhaustion, the king begged God to gtamt a single
hour of refreshing sleep.

Almost immediately, he fell into a deep, satistysleep. When
he awoke, he felt almost like a new man.

“God has looked upon me very graciously!” he exetd to his
wife. “l want to show my thanks to Him. Who in rkiingdom has
wronged me the most? | will forgive him.”

The gqueen thought a moment. “It would have taHseCount
who is imprisoned in Glatz.”

“He’s the one!” agreed the king. “I will pardomntoday!”

Before dawn a messenger was on his way to Gld&.bore a
message of pardon and release to a man who haadwalfeund
freedom in the Word of God.
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38 A Strong Wall

Ingrid Thorvaldsen cracked open the heavy shuttrtspeered
out into a gray winter afternoon. In spite of tiéserable weather,
the road in front of the house was full of peoptdd men with small
bundles on their backs; young mothers tuggingcteht children;
farmers driving a few skinny cows; young boys gmis burdened
with pots and pans and loaves of bread. Faces grareas young
and old streamed down the road toward the south.

The thoughts of the young woman standing at thelewnwere
bitter and gloomy. They’'d hardly been married arye she and Arne
— and now this! Should she and Arne and Motherrddidsen join
the throng of frightened people? In so doing thveyld surely freeze
to death! But if they stayed... Ingrid shuddered atammed the
shutters closed.

Arne looked up from his stool beside the fireplac8Ne're
staying, Ingrid,” he announced. “You and Motherwdbnever be
able to stand the cold. At any rate, we might al e killed by a
soldier’'s gun as to freeze to death out there."neAstood. “We’'ll
make things as secure as possible. Here — helgragethe dresser
over in front of the door. We’'ll barricade it asdb we can.”

Ingrid tugged hopelessly at the heavy dresser. kBaes as well
as Arne that if the Russian soldiers could not lbrdawn the door
they would simply set the house on fire.

The doors barricaded and the shutters tightly dobggrid fell
sobbing to the floor. Why had Denmark become involved with
Napoleon in this horrible war? Why did the Russamy choose
this route on their way to battle Napoleon? Andywdid their home
have to be so close to the road®ne knelt beside his young wife,
clumsily stroking her hair as tears coursed dovsmoln face.

Mother Thorvaldsen watched her son and daught&wnin
silence. Then she reached for her Bible. For sbme she read to
herself, fortifying her mind with God’s beautifulrgmises of
protection. At last she spoke, raising her void®ve Ingrid’s
muffled sobs.
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“Round us a wall our God shall rear, And our profaks shall
quail with fear.”

Arne looked up, disgusted. “Surely, Mother, youn'tddelieve
that foolishness. As if God would build a wall anadl this little
cottage — a wall strong enough and high enoughetpkout the
Russian army!:

Mother Thorvaldsen only smiled. “Doesn’t the Bilday that
‘God is our refuge and strength, a very preser metrouble’?”

Neither Arne nor Ingrid replied. But the looks treir faces
showed they did not share the older woman’s trusheir heavenly
Father.

Time dragged on. Outside, a loose roof tile flappe the wind
increased. Around midnight, the winds died adjtéind they could
hear a distant clock strike twelve times.

A little later, another sound reached their eatise blast of a
trumpet and therunch, crunch, crunclof heavy boots marching on
snow. They had come!The three huddled in a circle as the sounds
grew even louder.

“Round us a wall our God shall rear,” Frau Thorgaid
repeated, squeezing Ingrid’s clammy hand. The gowoman
looked at her husband, and he shook his hdadt words of a foolish
old lady. Nothing could save them nowlhe two young people
stared ahead, glassy eyed, while the older womaayegr for
protection.

Soon shouts of soldiers were mingled with screafm@adims
and the crackling of flames on thatched roofgly time now. Their
turn would surely be sooringrid closed her eyes and waited.

The night wore on. Was it her imagination — at the soldiers
sound a little farther away? For the first timgrid felt a glimmer of
hope in her heart. Perhaps — could it be?

Each moment was an eternity. But the time camenvthe last
footsteps faded away, leaving a long, cold silence.

Arne stood up, dazed. “Let’s not look just yet.He still
whispered. “We’ll wait until morning.

When the thin rays of light peeked through the t&nst Mother
Thorvaldsen walked to a side window and crackedhtbpen. Then
she fell to her knees once more.
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“O Lord,” she cried, “thank You for Your wonderfpfotection.
Surely You have built a wall around us!”

The young couple rushed to the window. All theyldosee
was glittering white snow. As they opened shuétker shutter the
view remained the same.

With a trembling urgency, Arne forced open the baidor.
“Quick, look!” he shouted.

During the night, the wind had piled up snow highki®an the
house, concealing it in a huge white drift.

God'’s wall of snow had hidden them from the enemy!
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39 The Sword Snapped in Two

During the late struggle of the Greeks to gainirthe
independence, a body of Turks were, in 1824, enedmp a part of
Greece, and committed every kind of atrocity agdines inhabitants.
One of the barbarians, an officer, had pursued ungdGreek girl,
who took refuge in the house of a widow. The widoet him at the
door, and mildly attempted to dissuade him fronciog his way to
seize the girl. Enraged, he drew his sabre; hanmn the act of
attempting to cut down the widow, it snapped in pweces before it
reached the victim.  The wretch paused ; but deewistol to
accomplish his purpose in that manner; but it eddsre. And when
in the act of drawing a second, he was forciblygdead away by one
of his companions, who exclaimed, “Let her alori@b you not see
that her time is not yet come?” Resolved, howet@rnake some
revenge, he carried off her infant child to the panBut as though
Providence designed to accomplish its work on titisasion, while
the officer was asleep the child was carried badké widow by one
of his own men.
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40 When Invisible Became Visible

The following story of deliverance is preservedha records of
missionary pioneering in the Dutch East Indies, plogulous islands
which give Holland a dominion in the Orient. Timeident occurred
in the life of Von Asselt, a Rhenish missionar§umatra from 1856-
1876, and was related by him when on a visit toelckb

When | first was sent to Sumatra, in the year 1858as the
first European missionary to go among the wild &egt although
twenty years prior, two American missionaries hasne to them
with the gospel; but they had been killed and reat8ince then no
effort had been made to bring the gospel to theseple, and
naturally they had remained the same cruel savages.

What it means for one to stand alone among a sapagple,
unable to make himself understood, not understgnaisingle sound
of their language, but whose suspicious, hostigk¢oand gestures
speak only a too-well-understood language — yas,htird for one to
realise that. The first two years which | spenbagithe Battaks, at
first all alone and afterward with my wife, were Isard that it makes
me shudder even now when | think of them. Ofteseégmed as if we
were not only encompassed by hostile men, but hlsdhostile
powers of darkness; for often an inexplicable,tterable fear would
come over us, so that we had to get up at niglat,ganon our knees
to pray or read the Word of God, in order to fietiaf.

After we had lived in this place for two years, meved several
hours’ journey inland, among a tribe somewhat isgd, who
received us more kindly. There we built a smalud® with three
rooms — a living-room, a bedroom and a small recepbbom — and
life for us became a little more easy and cheerful.

When | had been in this new place for some mordhman
came to me from the district where we had been,vandm | had
known there. | was sitting on the bench in frohbor house, and he
sat down beside me, and for a while talked of thiat, and the other.
Finally he began: “Nowtuan[teacher], | have yet one request.”
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“And what is that?”

“l would like to have a look at your watchmen aagt hand.”

“What watchmen do you mean? | do not have any.”

“I mean the watchmen whom you station around youse at
night to protect you.”

“But | have no watchmen,’ | said again; ‘I havelya little
herdboy and a little cook, and they would make poatchmen.”

Then the man looked at me incredulously, as ifwnghed to
say: “Oh, do not try to make me believe otherwise, | know
better.”

“Yes, certainly,” | said, laughing; “look through you will
not find anybody.” So he went in and searchedvergcorner, even
through the beds, but came to me very much disapgxbi

Then | began a little probing myself, and reque:stan to tell
me the circumstances about those watchmen of wrespbke, and
this is what he related to me:

“When you first came to usuan we were very angry at you.
We did not want you to live among us; we did nafstryou, and
believed you had some design against us. Theref@ecame
together, and resolved to kill you and your wife.

“Accordingly, we went to your house night aftegini; but
when we came near, there stood always, close arthendhouse, a
double row of watchmen with glittering weapons, ame did not
venture to attack them to get into your house.

“But we were not willing to abandon our plan, so went to a
professional assassin [there still was among thegeaBattaks at that
time a special guild of assassins, who killed fioe lany one whom it
was desired to get out of the way], and asked Hirhei would
undertake to kill you and your wife. He laughediatbecause of our
cowardice, and said, ‘| fear no God and no deViwill get through
those watchmen easily.’

“So we came all together in the evening, and theasssn,
swinging his weapon about his head, went couradgousbefore us.
As we neared your house, we remained behind antidetgo on
alone.

“But in a short time he came running back hastgd said,
‘No, | dare not risk it to go through alone; twows of big, strong
men stand there, very close together, shouldehdalder, and their
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weapons shine like fire.” Then we gave it up tib you. But, now,
tell me,tuan, who are those watchmen? Have you never seerthem

“No, | have never seen them.”

“And your wife did not see them?’

“No, my wife did not see them.”

“But yet we have all seen them; how is that?”

Then | went in and brought a Bible from our hows®&] holding
it open before him, said:

“See here; this book is the Word of our great Goadvhich He
promises to guard and defend us, and we firmlyelelithat Word;
therefore we need not to see the watchmen; butdgonot believe,
therefore the great God has to show you the watohmeorder that
you may learn to believe.”

May none of us lose the blessedness and the cowfatte
knowledge of the ministry of angels in this unbaing age.
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41 Undercover Journey

The Vaudois of the Piedmont valleys had been alt b
exterminated. While the Reformation was spreadmgNorthern
Europe, the papal forces visited the Vaudois vdkgvith fire and
sword. The remnant, driven out, had found refug8witzerland and
southern Germany. After several years of exileeythwere
endeavouring to return to their homes. Spiesis¢mthe valleys had
reported the fields untilled and the villages deskr and now a
pioneer band of eight hundred men was making “tlogiaus re-
entry,” as it was ever afterward called.

Against the assaults of their enemies, they hadspieon from
Lake Geneva, through Savoy, near to their own egunBut on the
slopes of a mountain called the Balsiglia, theyensrrrounded by the
French and Piedmont troops sent to make an enakeai.t Their last
stand apparently had been made, and now the endthyartillery in
position, rested as evening drew on, confident tiatnext morning
would deliver the little band to the slaughter. [\&\says:

“Never before had destruction appeared to impendeatably
over the Vaudois. To remain where they were wataicedeath, yet
whither could they flee? Behind them rose the alesble precipices
of the Col du Pis, and beneath them lay the vatdegrming with
foes. If they should wait till the morning broké&, would be
Impossible to pass the enemy without being seemd even now,
although it was night, the numerous camp fires tiared beneath
them made it almost as bright as day.

“But the hour of their extremity was the time ofod3s
opportunity. Often before it had been seen to kebsit perhaps
never so strikingly as now. While they looked thisy and that way,
but could discover no escape from the net thatosed them, the
mist began to gather on the summits of the mousitamound them.
They knew the old mantle that was wont to be casurad their
fathers in the hour of peril. It crept lower anet Yower on the great
mountains. Now it touched the supreme peak oBtlisiglia.



83

“Will it mock their hopes? Will it only touch, buot cover,
their mountain camp? Again it is in motion; dovard roll its white,
fleecy billows, and now it hangs in sheltering ®laround the war-
battered fortress and its handful of heroic defend&hey dared not
as yet attempt escape, for still the watch-firembed brightly in the
valley. But it was only for a few minutes longefhe mist kept its
downward course, and now all was dark. A Tartargiaom filled
the gorge of San Martino.

“At this moment, as the garrison stood mute, ponde
whereunto these things would grow, Captain Poalaiative of these
parts, broke silence. He bade them be of goodageyrfor he knew
the paths, and would conduct them past the FrendhP&edmontese
lines, by a track known only to himself. Crawliag their hands and
knees, and passing close to the French sentinetshigden from
them by the mist, they descended frightful pre@pjcand made their
escape. ‘He who has not seen such paths,” sayaudrin his
‘Rentree Glorieuse,tannot conceive the danger of them, and will be
inclined to consider my account of the march a nfiet®n. Butitis
strictly true; and | must add, the place is sghftiul that even some
of the Vaudois themselves were terror-struck whieey tsaw by
daylight the nature of the spot they had passéddmark.’

“When the day broke, every eye in the plain belgas turned
to the Balsiglia. That day the four hundred ropdassch Catinat had
brought with him were to be put in requisition, ahdfeux-de-joieso
long prepared were to be lighted at Pinerolo. WWiais their
amazement to find the Balsiglia abandoned! The ddau has
escaped and were gone, and might be seen upon istentd
mountains, climbing the snows, far out of the reattheir would-be
captors. Well might they sing -

“Our soul is escaped as a bird out of the snarth@ffowlers.
The snare is broken, and we are escaped.”

- (Wylie, History of Protestantispbook 16, chap.15)
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42 Beneficial bombs

First:

During the Crimean War, a bombshell fired from the
fortifications of Sebastopol hit the side of thdl inhere the British
troops were encamped. It buried itself in the eariti exploded.

Immediately, from the ragged hole which it mad¢hie ground
gushed a copious stream of clear, cold water.

Thus, in a most extraordinary way, the British seisl who had
great difficulty in obtaining water, had their nsesipplied.

So the Creator often turns what is meant for oumhato good.

Second:

A farmer in Sussex, England, while sending a donato a
mission project, mentioned that his harvest waapgisinting, owing
to the lack of water on the farm. He requestedréugpients to pray
that no German bombs would drop on his place.

Ashley Baker answered on behalf of the recipighes Scripture
Gift Mission, that instead of asking God that nanbs be dropped,
they would pray that God’s will in the matter bendo

Shortly after the farmer received this reply, a Gigrman bomb
crashed down on his place.

Breaking all the windows in his house, yet hurtirggther man
nor beast, it went so deeply into the ground thdiberated a new
spring of water, which yielded so much of the aydiguid that the
farmer not only had sufficient for his farm but wasle to solve the
irrigation problem of his neighbours.

The next harvest was so bounteous that the farrasralile to
send a large thank offering to the mission.
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43 Marooned in the desert

“Oh...no!” moaned Brett.

We sat there dumb... all of us. The motor had died.

Here were six adventurers in one of the deadlexgbns on the
planet — Israel's Dead Sea Valley. You just doritttBere in the
desert and wait... if you want to stay alive.

Yet, no matter how many attempts we made to getfour
wheel drive vehicle to splutter into life againsitibbornly refused.

This has to be the eeriest region on earth... an byatay, and
at night just stark, empty silence.

This area reeks of some ancient curse. The despeston
earth, it dips down between lIsrael and Jordan, 1860 below sea
level, to what is known as the Dead Sea. Virtualbthing grows
here. The shore is utterly desolate and in sumimieakes like an
oven.

Around parts of the shoreline there poke up themptu of
ancient trees, encrusted in salt. There is a pdwmre. It haunts you.
It is bizarre.

One is hard pressed to believe that this whole wesaonce like
a beautiful garden... exceptionally fertile.

The sun was blazing hot. The plain was a furnacéhe
temperature was 49 degrees Celsius (120 Fahremhefig shade...
if you can ever find shade. In summer, one coujulage no longer
than about 30 minutes at a time. The dehydratias vapid and
fierce. We felt it. We were drying out.

My mind drifted back to a previous visit, when affigst half an
hour | had found myself several times searchingafaare spot of
shade - to sit down and drink... drink... drink. Anad ome of those
breaks it had taken me an hour before | felt readgrave the heat
again. Heat reflected up from the ashes of sonweat great fire.

Now here we were again — Dane Griffin and David Wagof
the USA, Peter Mutton and Brett Murray from Austalmy wife
Josephine and myself.
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We lifted the trunk. We fiddled. We tried to stdane motor
again. We kept fiddling... turning the ignition keywiping away the
sweat... letting the motor cool...

Cool? It remained blistering hot.

Brett tried... Dane... David... Peter... | did my bit...

Nothing worked...

Thirty minutes later, we were still stumped. Thiasat. We had
tried everything we knew. Nothing worked. The mot@s dead.

We scanned the horizon. In this vast emptinestiaas not
another human in sight.

Yes, it was true... | knew that people in this vessert had
died of thirst in mere hours. A comforting thought!

We looked at each other. Well...?

Was this archaeological expedition to become ost?laThe
prospect was grim.

Then a voice broke the silence. “Let’s pray.”

It was Brett who suggested we ask the Creatortemvane. And
| do recall that the prayer was intense, direct lamef.

As soon as it was done, Brett got behind the whaedl- for the
umpteenth time — his heart beating wildly... turnieel key.

“Brrrrrrr...RRRRR!” No wait. The motor leapt into &f
sounding so normal, one would never believe whathad just
endured.

“Why didn’t we ask Him first?” Josephine chirped.ujwe
could have saved ourselves all that trouble.”
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44 Two locust plagues

In South America, a plague of locusts was sweethirmugh the
country, destroying absolutely everything greereyf spared nothing.

A faithful Christian man who had a large farm septhis plea
to the Creator for protection of his property.

As the locusts reached the borders of his land; &e around
it, consuming everything in their path. When thex lswept on, the
man’s farm remained an oasis surrounded on eveeylsi a desert of
destruction.

The man’s property attracted the attention of manAgople
drove long distances to see this amazing phenomenon

When asked to explain how his farm had been sp#nednan
opened his Bible and read to visitors the promes®imded in the Old
Testament book of Malachi:

“Bring ye all the tithes [one-tenth] into the stboeise, that there
may be meat in mine house, and prove me now hdregatth the
Lord of hosts, if | will not open you the windows leeaven, and pour
you out a blessing, that there shall not be rooough to receive it.
And | will rebuke the devourer for your sakes, amel shall not
destroy the fruits of your ground; neither shally@ine cast her fruit
before the time in the field, saith the Lord of tso@alachi 3:9,10)

He explained that God asked his people to dedmagetenth of
their nett income to His work and see if God woulat in return
protect all they possessed.

During a visit to the tiny community of Mumblepeggest of
Dubbo in New South Wales, Australia, | met a makledalLockie
Roberts, who had experienced a precisely idengigaérience.

As a plague of locusts approached his wheat fagmard his
family dropped to their knees and prayed, citing ame promise
found in Malachi.

The locusts ate everything on ground and treehf tig to his
boundary fence on every side, but stopped sharttafding onto his
farmland.
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The local newspaper, | understand, published aialagew of
this property untouched by the plague, with the ewv&kpanse of
devastated countryside surrounding it.
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45 The lava flow

An elderly Javanese woman lived on Mount Klute aval
Every year she walked down the mountain with hear’getithe in a
bag, which she left at a mission station.

One morning as she arose, her place began to siakatly.
She heard an ominous roaring.

She looked out through the window just as the téphe
volcano was blown off.

Bubbling hot lava was soon rolling down the moumdéaie,
destroying everything in its path.

This trusting woman quickly dropped to her kneed prayed
for protection.

That hot river of lava rolled down toward the haugken, as it
came close, it parted into two streams around hetem, continuing
down both sides of her place and roaring on dowmitbuntainside.

Her home was spared like an island in the midsteofible
destruction — a testimony that God watches overhidiable children
who live faithful to Him.
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46 “There is fire in the grass!”

F. B. Armitage, an Adventist missionary, tells tleisperience
that occurred in Southern Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe):

“l had occasion to make a journey from the new Suurtaa
[Lower Gwelo] station which would require severalyd’ absence.
My wife was alone at the station, with only theivatorphan children
who had accompanied us from the older Solusi Missio

“| started from the station early in the morningoward
evening, a little boy came running into the tentevehMrs Armitage
was working, crying, ‘There is fire in the grasdi€re is fire in the
grass!’

“Our mission was in a valley, and down the valleynewhere a
fire had been started and was sweeping towarddtiers. The season
had been dry, and the grass was like tinder, stgndiplaces as high
as a man’s head. One can imagine how that fire dvtndk to the
mission family, with only the orphan children andsVArmitage and
her own little one on the premises. We had beey ardhort time at
this place, and had not had time to make fire guarmdprovide any
precautions. The situation was indeed desperate.

“For a few startled moments Mrs Armitage watchea th
oncoming flames, and then to herself she said, f@avenly Father
has never failed us yet, and | believe He will lealve us now.’

“There might have been a chance for flight, butréheas the
mission station, with all that it represented afiggle and toil and
future fruitfulness in the saving of souls.

“She turned to the text that had been the decidiagd in our
entering Africa, and our stay and support in matyiag experience.
Again she read the promise, ‘Fear thou not; fanlvaith thee: be not
dismayed; for | am thy God: | will strengthen thgea, | will help

thee; yea, | will uphold thee with the right harfdwy righteousness.’
(Isaiah 41:10)

“The assurance came to her heart that she wasefiodlbne,
and she said, “Our Father will take care of us anoee, | am sure.”
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“Still the fire came leaping on. It was of no use think of
trying to fight it, with only the little orphan diiren to help. It came
to within seventy yards of the station, and théneant out in front,
the flames dividing and passing by on each sidgneffarm, joining
farther up the valley, and sweeping on beyond. hsesion was
saved.”

- W.A. Spicer, The Hand That Interverngsl187
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47 Two men In the barn

The pre-Christmas snow storm had blanketed a wadehpof
rural eastern Pennsylvania, and Chris Clark Davidgoobably
should have waited until the roads were plowed teefehe, her
mother and her two small sons attempted a drivet @Glris’s
grandmother lived alone over a hundred miles awag, couldn’t get
out to buy groceries.

“We’'ll be fine,” Chris reassured her mother. “Wetlke that
short cut we use all summer.”

They found the short cut, and turned onto it. Chad forgotten
how narrow the road was, especially with driftegdihigh, and wind
blowing snow across the fields. Usually chattingpwavious drives,
neither woman had noticed how deserted the area was

When another vehicle roared around a curve, Chrisneed,
and skidded into a snow bank. The other car kejpiggo

The wheels spun uselessly as she tried to pulMdmmy, are
we stuck?” toddler Phillip asked, from under hiaridet in the back
seat.

“Looks that way, honey,” Chris admitted.

They had only seen that one car since they'd tuo@d the
short cut. How long would it be before someone cahoag? How
long before the freezing temperature invaded this gaterior? And
why, oh why, had she worn SANDALS and pantyhoseesxs of
warm boots?

Chris got out, her feet plunging into a high dréind looked
around. “Lord, please send us some help,” she draye

Then she saw it — a silo and barn roof peekingrom fthe hills,
about a quarter-mile away.

“Mom,” Chris leaned in the car, “I'll walk down tthat barn
and see if anyone’s there. Keep the kids warm.”

The journey was incredibly cold, and by the timei€lpushed
open the barn door, her feet were icy.



93

A welcome blast of heat greeted her, along withrtfeming of
heifers in their stalls. It was a working dairy,eah and well
organized, with a shiny window fan circulating thie. Even better,
Chris heard young male voices behind a stall.

Maneuvering around fresh manure, she followed thad and
came upon two farmhands in overalls and flannetshkidding and
teasing each other. They stopped and smiled whengaw her, and
quickly she explained the situation.

“Stay here!” one said, tramping past the cows audtive door.
A few moments later, Chris heard a horn honkinfyont of the barn.
There he was, driving a blue pickup truck. “Get im® shouted.

Chris hesitated. She didn’'t know these men. Andtlyete was
something so merry about them that she couldnitdfaid. She and
the other farmhand scrambled into the pickup, amehbed down the
road.

There was the car, her toddlers bundled up and Maing.
The driver roared across the field, spun in a widee and screeched
Into position in front of it. “Way to go!” his buly yelled.

Chris gripped the seat. “Do you always drive likes?” she
asked, only half joking.

The driver shrugged. “Well, it ain’t our truck.”

Within minutes, the men had freed Chris’ car, ahd spened
her purse to reward them. But both backed away.wdis our
pleasure, Ma’am. Just drive safely.”

Not like you, Chris grinned as she pulled away. Bigy had
been wonderful guys.

Chris didn’t realize just how wonderful, until tweeeks later
when she and her mother decided to make a retwih ta her
grandmother.

Since the snow was almost melted now, the shonvastsafer.

Soon the silo and barn roof came into view. “Lettgp and let
the guys know we made it to Grandma’s that dayfi<éuggested.

But when they pulled up in front, where Chris héichbed into
the blue truck, she could hardly believe her eyes.

For the barn was vacant, shabby, with paint peedind door
hinges hanging loose.
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Bewildered, Chris wiped away a heavy film of dindacobwebs
on the milk house window and peered inside. Whereewvhe heifers,
the floors littered with fresh manure? Even thevas rusty.

“You couldn’t have seen any farmhands or cattledliethe
woman at the next house told Chris. “No one’s wdrkeat property
for years.”

Chris got into the car. “Am | crazy, Mom?” she agke

“No.” Her mother was firm. “This is definitely th@ace.”

Then how? Suddenly Chris understood, and she Wed With
awe. Her angels had worn blue jeans instead ofewbltes. But they
had delivered the same timeless message, to héo amyone willing
to listen. Fear not. The Saviour is here, and Hesabout you.

Alleluia!
- Joan Webster Anderson, www.joanwanderson.com
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48 Trapped on an island!

When a ship was wrecked, the sole survivor happémdie a
Christian.

Making it to shore, he found that he was on amdlday by
day he retrieved articles from the wreck. Thenpmfreome wood on
the island, he finally erected a small dwelling.

It was just a small island, with very little resoes.
Consequently, he had a rather difficult time tryitogfind food to
keep himself alive.

Walking away to another part of the island in skaf
something to eat, he chanced to turn his head.

To his dismay, he saw smoke rising from the locaind the
dwelling.

He rushed back, only to find that all he had sadhbjad gone
up in smoke. Even his food supply was gone.

In his despair, he wondered, what option was theteto wait
to die? As he sat there downcast, he gazed owan.sand his heart
skipped.

Was that a ship on the horizon? With keennessydiehed the
distant object as it approached. His eyes remdired on it, eagerly,
earnestly, longingly.

The vessel heaved to. As the castaway stood there i
amazement, a smaller craft left it, and made oshtwre.

A man in the boat was shouting. The castaway ramdoward
him.

The voice from the boat cried out, “We saw your kensignal.”

“All things work together for good to them that ®vGod.”
(Romans 8:28)
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49 Who was in the potato patch?

“...and may Your angels watch over us today whersweiare.
We ask this in Jesus’ name. Amen”

As prayer ended, every member of the Gonzalez yamgven
little Jose — said “Amen.”

For just a moment more they all knelt quietly. Thegetting up,
they placed their Bibles next to the little oil lpmon the high shelf.
Jose and his little sister Maria passed their Bihl@ to their big
sister, who put them next to hers and big brothansl big-big
brother's and big-big brother's wife’s and mothednd father's —
eight Bibles all in a row, one for each memberhaf family.

“Today,” announced Father Gonzalez, “we’re going the
mountain to work in the potato patch.” He took biack felt hat off
the peg and began putting on his heavy woollen Ipoigcoat).

“But Father!” protested big sister as she lookédhian in
surprise. “Are you going up there today? Didn’'t oighbour, Don
Francisco, say that those men from the village wéganing to come
and hurt you and maybe even...”

“Daughter, we have just asked God to send His argelvatch
over us today. He protected us the day before rgstefrom those
same men. They never even got near us! They stigteathg among
themselves and went home. God will protect us talsg! Is that not
sufficient?”

Then turning to his sons, Father Gonzalez saidni€olet’s
go.” Then, picking up his heavy hoe, he steppedobtite house into
the cold Andes wind.

Indian file, big brother, big-big brother, andl&ttJose followed
up the steep path. Each wore a black felt hat gudigay down over
his ears, and a heavy poncho. And each carrie@d ahdis shoulder.
Little Maria, big sister, big-big brother’'s wifend mother stayed at
home.

All that cold, windy day Father Gonzalez and higdworked
In the potato patch. About ten o’clock Maria and bister came up
with some hot “caldo” and “arepas” (stew and comeall). Not
another soul came up the path.
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By late afternoon the family was together agairthair little
home. And again each Bible was taken down fronstiedf. Together
they bowed to thank the Creator for His blessinmgs @rotection.

The following Monday, Father Gonzalez and big-bigtber
went down early to the village market. They soldithpotatoes and
then bought dried corn for the “arepas” and sorh&othe lamp.

All morning they noticed that the people in the kedrwere
looking at them and whispering to each other. Batly, that was not
so strange. People had whispered like about thensence they had
become Bible followers.

Before starting home they went by the post offiieen just as
they were leaving, a young man with a big machetehis side
walked up.

“You certainly thought you were well cared for lagtek, didn’t
you?” he asked almost curiously.

Another older man stepped up beside Gonzalez. ‘Bhgre do
you keep all those extra men that work for you?”

“l-I-l don’t have any extra men — just myself andy rthree
sons.”

“Don’t try to tell us that, Senor Gonzalez. Tenusfwent up the
mountain the other day to get rid of you and yaligron. But there
were twice as many men with you as with us. So amecback down
again.”

For a moment Gonzalez looked puzzled. Then slowgmde
spread over his face and tears came to his eyd® a=id, “Yes,
amigos, that’s rightThose were my angels!”

That evening, the little oil lamp shone from thghhshelf as the
Gonzalez family met for evening worship. After tBile was read,
they bowed together as Father Gonzalez prayed, fid.vee thank
You, father, for sending Your angels...” As he fireshpraying,

every member of the family said “Amen!”
- David Mitchell, Faith in Action
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50 The Volcanic Sulphur Panic

On the coastal vessélortal, beating its way along the Duke
Coast of Vella Lavella into a stiff nor'wester, twoen, one of them
the veteran missionary Reuben Hare, sat on théh htdtking over
events that had occurred along this very same .coast

“Hey,” said one to the other, “there’s a boy on tooavho
considers that the Bible story of Peter’'s releasenfprison is a very
small story indeed.”

“Why does he say that?” asked Reuben.

“Because,” replied the first man, “he has had greeence that
outrivaled Peter’s experience in both intensity effdctiveness.”

“l must meet this person,” said Reuben. He begarhtint. And
finding the boy, Elakae, by name, he tried to dfemn him the story
of his experience.

It was difficult. Elakae was shy. But he gave a phajittle
chuckle when he said, in pidgin English:

“Eau, marsta, ‘im ‘e story belong Peter ‘im ‘e otly lik story.
Story belong me ‘im ‘e big fella story ‘im ‘e noig@non.”

Reuben asked him why his was a bigger story thainahPeter.

He just smiled and said:

“Eau, marsta, Peter ‘e only got a few soldiers Wwdtm, me
five hundred or a thousand plenty.”

After much persuasion, the story elicited from Blakvas this:

It was during World War Il in the Pacific.

Elakae and another boy, both about seventeen gpéaige, had
been taken captive by the Japanese. They weredftwcact as guides
to the Japanese army, which was sending regimehntsoldiers
through the difficult mountain areas of the Dukeastoof Vella
Lavella.

The Japanese were afraid of this territory, sirere were a
number of volcanic sulphur pots and other thingsytlished to
avoid.

All day the going had been hard, particularly asrirty the
previous night, Elakae’s companion had managedakenhis escape,
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which left Elakae alone. The sulphur fumes from Weécanic blow
holes were more pungent than usual. The Japangseer slowly
picked their way along the narrow trail, which vedgen not visible to
any eyes other than those of a native.

At times the trail seemed to be utterly swallowead hy the
steamy jungle. Time and again, Elakae, guidingdblemn, would
receive an encouraging prod from a bayonet, torrdrhim that he
was in enemy hands and had better do his job rgntss this
hazardous mountain trail.

Each day of the journey was a repetition. And ghtjiwhen the
column halted, some food would be thrown to thisveaboy, before
they once again bound him hand and foot for thétnitp sleep as
best he could, surrounded by soldiers.

Soon the ordeal was taking its toll. Elakae washeeay the
point of physical and mental exhaustion.

And at last, one night, after they had bound himsasl, he felt
he could stand the torture no longer. It was theat there flashed
through his mind a promise from the biblical bodkRsalms: “He
shall call upon me, and | will answer him: | wilebwith him in
trouble; | will deliver him.”(Psalm 91:15)

Elakae immediately wondered whether God really rméaat
text for a black boy like him. He lifted his he&ot God in a simple
prayer in which he reminded his heavenly Father tih@ugh he was
just a black boy yet he was a Christian, and adegrdo God’s
promise he asked Him to deliver him.

No sooner had Elakae finished his simple plea thanfell
asleep.

How long he slept, he did not know. But the nextdhhe knew,
it seemed as if the end of the world had come. @burashed and
roared, lightning flashed and crackled, and the fall in sheets. The
sky literally poured forth a flood. The air smellsd strongly of
sulphur that it seemed as though the lid of thlaerategions had been
lifted a little.

In a few moments the entire Japanese column wasd&vith
panic. Here was an enemy they could not see, arte tivas
something so overwhelmingly fearful about it tHa® tmen screamed
and fought with one another. Bayonets were fixed #me rifles
flashed while madness ran riot among them.
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In the midst of this, the prisoner was forgottemdded, he was
in danger of being trampled to death by the denmmedlsoldiers.

Lying there and wondering what was going to hapjdakae
suddenly realised that his wrists were no longemblo Then, looking
down at his feet, he saw that the bonds that had thesre were gone.

Positive that God had answered his specific praiakae
crawled on hands and knees right through thosengillstruggling
soldiers until he gained the shelter of the frigndhgle.

Then, like a shadow of the night, he made his wagr dhe
mountain trails until he reached the cave to winishown people had
fled in their endeavor to escape from the invaders.

It was long after midnight when he reached thaingdlace.
But were his kinsfolk sleeping? No, they were eaerthat moment
praying to God for their boy.

You can imagine how they felt when Elakae steppméd their
midst and said simply:

“Itis all right. Here | am.”
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51 When the Clock Struck 13

Some years ago, two men stood one night at theofabe large
clock in the city of Plymouth, England. At midnighioth of them
observed that the clock had struck thirteen times.

Not long after this incident, one of the two memp&in Jarvis,
arose early one morning, dressed himself, and ddsdethe stairs to
the door leading to the street. Upon opening itwas surprised to
find his servant waiting for him with a saddled $mr

"l felt an impression that you needed your horse, $aid, "and
| could not go back to sleep. So | came and sadtled

The captain was astonished, but said nothing. Hented his
horse and gave it free rein. The horse carriedtbirthe edge of the
river and stopped near the place where the fertylwoald dock to
pick up passengers who wanted to reach the othoe. dHis
amazement grew when he saw the ferryman on theviai#ihg for
passengers. It was still very early in the morning.

"Why are you here so early today?" asked the captai

"Sir, | could not sleep. | had a feeling that sonemeeded to
cross the river.

The captain got aboard the ferry with his horse @&y soon
reached the other side. He again loosened the esidsthe horse
followed its nose. After a good ride, they arrivada town. The
captain inquired of a passer-by if anything of et was happening
there.

"Nothing sir, except the trial of a man indicted fourder."

The captain went to the courthouse, dismounted eateted the
courtroom just as the judge was asking the acciisexdhad anything
to say in his own behalf.

"l have nothing to say, Your Honour, except thatr innocent,
and that there is only one man in the world who testify to my
innocence, but | do not know his name or where ibesl Some
weeks ago, that man and | were together in thedfitilymouth at
midnight and both of us heard the clock striketé@n times rather
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than twelve, after which we commented on the intidd he were
here, he would confirm what | have just said. Bdolnot nurture the
slightest hope because | do not know where he is."

"I am here! | am here," shouted the captain. "lIthkenman who
was in Plymouth that hour and heard the clock sttikrteen times
rather than twelve. The prisoner is speaking ta#trOn the night of
the murder, on the exact moment it happened, hewitlis me in
Plymouth and we remarked to each other the fadtthi®aclock had
struck thirteen times at midnight."

Thus the man’s innocence was proven, and he wastgoh of
the charge.

May | ask, who was it that arranged those eventsuich a
manner that the two men should meet exactly at toatr? Who
awakened the captain so early in the morning? Wihesead the
servant and constrained him to saddle his masterise? Who
guided the horse to the ferry? Who awakened thentma and
compelled him to go down to the river? And, who tled horse to the
town in which the innocent man was going to be esered for
murder? Finally, who influenced the captain to etite courtroom at
the right time? Who imparted these "impressions"?
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52 Unseen Companion

Harald Hokland, a seller of Bibles in Norway, haddescend a
very dangerous mountain trail to reach familieshia valley. At one
steep, dangerous place he stopped to pray thatgat would go with
him. He safely reached the valley.

At the first cottage he met a man and his wife, wheseems,
had been watching him as he came over the mountain.

“Where is your friend?” they asked.

“What friend?” he replied.

“The man who was with you.”

“But there was no one with me. | was alone.”

“Is that possible?' they exclaimed in surprise. “Were
watching you as you came down the track and ifyreslemed to us
that there were two men crossing the mountain heget
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53 Surrounded By Soldiers

“Quick, inside! The mob is coming!”

High in the Andes mountains of Peru, a missioni@tatvas
under attack. The fury of the mob was such thatas certain they
would demolish the buildings and kill their inhatnts.

The whole besieged group, using its only weapoaltkaogether
on the dirt floors of the huts and prayed.

Suddenly, without warning, the mob scattered aed.fl

The next day one of the missionaries asked a lobglthey had
disappeared.

“Why,” came the answer, “when we saw all those ispddabout
the compound, we just ran. You would have beeresicino!”

In my files are numerous recorded incidents of tlagire, from
all over the world.
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54 The Tablecloth

The brand new pastor and his wife, newly assigoetidir first
ministry, to reopen a church in Brooklyn, USA, aed in early
October, excited about their opportunities.

When they saw their church, it was very run dowd aeeded
much work. They set a goal to have everything dan@éne to have
their first service on the evening of December 24.

They worked hard, repairing pews, plastering wabliainting,
etc., and on December 18 were ahead of schedulguahdabout
finished.

On December 19 a terrible tempest - a driving tams - hit
the area and lasted for two days.

On the 21st, the pastor went over to the church.hgart sank
when he saw that the roof had leaked, causingge larea of plaster
about 20 feet by 8 feet to fall off the front wafl the sanctuary just
behind the pulpit, beginning about head high.

The pastor cleaned up the mess on the floor, ahdnmawing
what else to do but postpone the December 24 setveaded home.

On the way he noticed that a local business wambaw flea
market type sale for charity, so he stopped in.

One of the items was a beautiful, handmade, ivaipred,
crocheted tablecloth with exquisite work, fine aslaand a cross
embroidered right in the centre.

It was just the right size to cover up the holg¢ha front wall.
He bought it and headed back to the church.

By this time it had started to snow. An older wonranning
from the opposite direction was trying to catch blis. She missed it.
The pastor invited her to wait in the warm churahthe next bus 45
minutes later.

She sat in a pew and paid no attention to the pastide he got
a ladder, hangers, etc., to put up the tableclsta wall tapestry. The
pastor could hardly believe how beautiful it lookatd it covered up
the entire problem area.

Then he noticed the woman walking down the censie.aHer
face was like a sheet.
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"Pastor,"” she asked, "where did you get that tédiie?"

The pastor explained.

The woman asked him to check the lower right cotoesee if
the initials, EBG were crocheted into it there.

They were. These were the initials of the womar, sime had
made this tablecloth 35 years before, in Austria.

The woman could hardly believe it as the pastod twdw he
had just gotten the tablecloth.

The woman explained that before the war she andhh&band
were well-to-do people in Austria.

When the Nazis came, she was forced to leave. Hsband
was going to follow her the next week. He was caguiu sent to
prison and never saw her husband or her home again.

The pastor wanted to give her the tablecloth; Inet made the
pastor keep it for the church.

The pastor insisted on driving her home, that wasléast he
could do.

She lived on the other side of Staten Island aad anly in
Brooklyn for the day for a housecleaning job.

What a wonderful service they had on December 2dé T
church was almost full. The music and the spiritergreat.

At the end of the service, the pastor and his vgfeeted
everyone at the door and many said that they watidan.

One older man, whom the pastor recognized from the
neighborhood, continued to sit in one of the pend stare, and the
pastor wondered why he wasn't leaving.

The man asked him where he got the tablecloth edirtmt wall
- because it was identical to one that his wife hate years ago
when they lived in Austria before the war - andvhoould there be
two tablecloths so much alike?

He told the pastor how the Nazis came, how he tblos wife
to flee for her safety and he was supposed tovioher, but he was
arrested and put in a prison.. He never saw his withis home again
all the 35 years in between.

The pastor asked him if he would allow him to tdhe for a
little ride. They drove to Staten Island and to s#agne house where
the pastor had taken the woman three days earlier.
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He helped the man climb the three flights of stdosthe
woman's apartment, knocked on the door and he Bawgteatest
reunion he could ever imagine.
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55 When the Old Ford Stopped

Here is an amazing story that came to me recerdl\story so
remarkable that I'm sure you will think | have matieip. But |
haven't. It truly happened to a minister friendnohe, and he has
assured me that there's no doubt about it at all.

Some years ago this Mr. Brown - we'll call him tiat now -
was very hard up. He had no money in his pocketrantk in the
bank, and no friends to give him any.

Bills were piling up all around him, and he didkrtow what to
do.

His chief worry was the doctor's bill. You see, MBsown had
been ill a long time, and the baby, too; and thetalts bill had just
got higher and higher, till it seemed as thoughvbald never be able
to pay it.

Now they needed to go to the doctor again - but bowd they
when they hadn't paid the last bill? All togethieings looked pretty
black.

So they told Jesus about it, and asked Him in seaeto keep
His promise and supply all their need.

Then Mrs. Brown's health grew worse, and they detithat
money or no money, they would have to see the da@stgway; but
how they did wish that, somehow or other, they daudy that bill
they owed him first!

One afternoon they set out for town. Now their was so old,
and it rattled and shook so much as it went aldhgt they often
wondered whether it would fall to pieces some day drop them all
out on the roadway.

They had proceeded a few miles along the bumpytcpuoad
that led to town, when suddenly the car stopped, lEe some
obstinate mule, refused to go any farther.

Mr. Brown looked at the petrol, the oil, and evaigt else he
could think of, but all in vain. Then he remembetbd old saying
that if a Ford stops, you should get out and lookarneath to see
what has dropped out by the way.
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He looked, and his gaze lit upon something rigltanneath the
engine that almost made his eyes start out of daslhit wasn't a part
of the car by any means, but a curious, dirty eblpbaper that looked
for all the world like paper money.

Surely it couldn't be!

Forgetting everything else in his excitement, hawbed
underneath the car, and picked up the mysteriortepa

Yes, it was money, real money! And the outside sietere so
dirty and worn that the package must have beem lttiere covered
with the dust for a long, long time, so that the&ras no hope of
finding the owner.

"Look!" he cried, almost too happy to speak. "Godsh
answered our prayer. He has sent the money we aiesmlenuch.
Now we can pay the doctor today!”

And then another remarkable thing happened. Withmuthing
the engine, Mr. Brown got back into the car anddronce more to
start up in the usual way. Without a murmur thestast forward as if
nothing had ever been the matter with it.

"You know," he said to me, “I shall always beliettaat the
angels knew that money was there and stopped th@b&aover it."

What wonderful ways God does have of answering His
children's prayers!
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56 Night Escape

Kata Ragoso’s father was a high chief in the Marbagoon
around new Georgia, in the Solomon Islands - andaanibal
headhunter - until he learned about the Creatdas pf rescue. And
he accepted it.

After World War 1l broke out in the Pacific, as Bsh settlers
withdrew, Kata Ragoso (pronounced Rangoso) wasireftharge.
The war brought its trail of death and desolatiBot Kata Ragoso
called to his council of leading workers and togettiney worked out
details.

First-aid parties were selected and trained. Sppfiarties were
appointed and given their posts, from which thodsanf the keenest
eyes in the world scanned the skies in search ypfuaiucky aviator
who might be shot down. Rescue squads were readyas reports
were passed in by drum, messenger, or the deviailsoas known
only to natives, they went out at the double byoeaar afoot, and in
numerous instances the rescue squads were on the Ioefore the
unfortunate aviator had finished his fall.

So well organized was this service that officiataels reveal
the fact that more than 200 allied servicemen'sdiwere saved.

They worked faithfully, and did every sort of seeithat was
asked of them. But one thing they refused to daeeyTWwould not
work on the biblical holy day, the Sabbath, exdesave lives.

The Japanese were on the move south and nothingedee be
able to stop them.

In order to prosecute the war to his utmost abildgp allied
captain on one occasion asked Kata Ragoso to daircéinings that
his conscience would not allow. The tall, darkzyshaired man said,
“Sir, | cannot do that.”

That answer by a simple Solomon Islander made tuejittery
captain so angry that he knocked Kata Ragoso unmarss When he
revived and got up, the captain demanded, “Nowdditald you.”

Kata Ragoso was firm. “Sir, | am sorry, but | candisobey my
Lord.”
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The captain ordered him whipped. A 40-gallon gasoliirum
was used as the whipping post, with the victim la@ioss it. The
instrument used was a supple cane.

With his back bleeding, Kata Ragoso was made tadstefore
the captain again.

“Will you do as | told you?”

Drawing himself up to his full height and lookinget officer in
the face, Kata Ragoso replied, “No, sir. | am sdoryt | cannot.”

Rage got the better of reason, and the officeh wisnarl, drew
his revolver and, using it as a club, struck Kaagéso full in the
face, smashing his nose. Then he beat him againagaoh on the
temple and about the head, until he fell to thaigdounconscious.

Only the intervention of a young girl, who pled tthiae native’s
life be spared, prevented the officer’s attackiregdRagoso as he lay
on the ground.

When Kata Ragoso regained his senses, he was oooe m
commanded to carry out the orders given him.

When the answer was again an emphatic “no”, théceoff
blazing with rage, yelled, “Then you shall be shot.

The captain stood Kata Ragoso before the firingadqtil will
count to three,” he instructed the soldiers. “Wheay, ‘Three’ fire!”

The soldiers got ready. In a dramatic silence,dfiptain began
to count. “One! Two! .....” Somehow the word woulot come. He
could not say, “Three!”

He started again: “One! Two! ..... " Still his tonguefused to
pronounce the fatal word.

Almost crazed, he tried again. “One! Two!” For tinierd time
speech failed. In fact, the officer could not spaalall, nor could he
for a day and a half afterward.

Kata Ragoso was thrown into the stockade, andihefte with
Ludi (pronounced Lundi), one of his faithful asarsls — perhaps to
die. The officer did not want to see him again. phieon compound
was secured with a padlock, and the key was kethieimffice.

The Christian natives in the Morovo were becomingrned
over the situation. These men were the sons anddgoas of the
most intrepid and fierce headhunters in the whbkh® South Pacific
Ocean. They could, at any time they wished, haveope&d down on
the post and rescued their leader.
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But this thought was furthest from their minds. Yiveere not
heathen fighters any longer, but Christians — sbr63od. Therefore it
was to God they looked.

Council was called, and it was decided that onreaenight as
the moon came over the mountain they would all gyath prayer to
God for help.

The drums beat out the message, and over theahitigshrough
the valleys the appointment was made for prayer.

The night for the prayer meeting came, and in géaand odd
places on the trail the people gathered in litleugs to plead with
God for the life of Kata Ragoso. But God had alyelaeard them.

Life in the army camp went on as usual. Guards vpased.
The officer wrote a report that he hoped he wouidable to get
through to headquarters. The moon rose a littlereeen that night.

Just as the first peep of the moon came over thentams, a
tall man entered the stockade with a bunch of kelgsput a key in
the padlock, turned it, and opened the gate.

Standing there in the light of the moon, he calileda loud
voice, “Kata Ragoso!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Come here!” Kata Ragoso came.

Again the man called: “Ludi, come here!”

When Ludi joined Kata Ragoso at the gate, the neached in,
took each by an arm, and drew them outside. Theshhe the gate
and locked it.

“Follow me,” he said.

He led them down the path toward the beach. As tlaye
within sight of the water, the tall man stopped aadl, “Go down to
the beach. There you will find a canoe. Take it gadhome.”

They walked on a few paces. And there in plain tsigly a
canoe complete with paddles for the two men. Theged to thank
the man who had taken him out of prison. The padls empty. No
man was there — though in the moonlight they caeklthe path quite
distinctly for more than a hundred yards.

They never again saw that man, nor the keys he. Usexreal
keys had been on their peg with the officer alhhig

Evidently, angels still open prison doors, justtiasy did for
Peter, as recorded in the biblical book of Acts.
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Kata Ragoso went back to his work and kept righttée was
there when the Allies swept the invaders back.

“Later,” reports Reuben Hare, “I asked him whattheught as
he stood before that firing squad. His reply wasyas not worried
about myself, but | did wonder if there was sonmmeghli should have
done that would have made the work go better.’

“What a spirit! What men! What faith!”

The officer who was responsible for the floggingl @ssaulting
of Kata Ragoso was later “boarded and dismissedisgrace from

His Majesty’s service.”
- Reuben E. Hardreview and Heraldl950
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57 Down a Well

Chen Yurong tells the true story about her yourngether, a
Communist party member who persecuted her fierdely her
Christian faith.

Her brother had two sons, ages nine and five. @ayeas his
sons were playing near the village water well skarti the older
brother crying out in terror that his 5-year olater had fallen into
the well.

The boy had not yet surfaced when Chen Yurong edrat the
well. Chen cried out to God, "Lord, save this bdydt me die
instead."

Suddenly, as the villagers were gathering arourdwll, the
young boy came to the surface of the water.

The villagers lowered ropes, and the boy was pubkgidof the
well.

"Did you swallow a lot of water?" one of the villxg asked the
boy.

"No," said the 5-year old boy. "There was a manwinite
holding me up."

After this Chen's brother stopped persecuting isisfor her
belief in Jesus.



115

58 A Covering Protection

At the time of the Japanese invasion of China endhrly 1940s,
a school for refugee children was being operatedha Chinese
interior.

During an air raid, a unit of the compound was ctrby a
falling bomb. It was discovered that three littiloan lads had been
buried beneath a mass of bricks and mortar. Thkersipassed on. As
soon as help could be obtained, the workmen anslionigries rushed
to the spot where the boys had been buried.

They worked desperately to remove the debris, lippmainst
an apparently vain hope that they could reach thidren while they
still lived.

Finally they reached the boys, and carefully anddéely
extricated them. The boys were carried to the mms$iospital for a
thorough examination.

The examiners were amazed. Not only were the dmnldr
uninjured, but they were also unscratched!

Each was questioned separately regarding the experihe had
just gone through. Their stories agreed to the Isstadetail.

They had heard the bursting of bombs all arounanthand
were naturally terrified. However, during their shetay at the
mission compound, they had learned to believe enShpreme One
who hears and still answers prayers. So they kiwelin together, and
in their simple, childish way asked Him to takeecaf them.

Upon looking up, they saw a Being in white, whaodsia them,
“Lie down quickly on your faces, and | will coveoy.”

They did as instructed. And a promise in the Biblas
confirmed to them: “He shall cover thee with hiatfeers, and under
his wings shalt thou trustsaim 91:4)

The news of this event was broadcast over the tadsmanghai.
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59 Gsoline Wouldn’t Burn

Did you ever hear of gasoline that would not burn?

You have heard of Elijah’s experience with wateatthurned,
but here is an equally interesting experience af’&power.

When the Japanese armies came to Nanking, dureagvéin in
China, they plundered shops and homes, and buhose for which
they had no use.

In their path was the residence of an old Chingses@an. Mr
Chen had been conducting Christian meetings ihdrse.

Mr Chen felt he was too old to try and escape. Basides, he
had nowhere to go. So he dropped to his knees skedaGod to
protect him and allow him to continue with his wddt others right
there.

When the band of soldiers arrived, they banged isndbor,
demanding admittance. With a prayer in his hearipkited them in.

“What kind of work do you do?” they asked.

“I am working for the Lord God, Creator of all’eheplied.

“Oh,” said one of the band, “he is just a ChristiaAnd they
ordered him out.

But Mr Chen refused to go.

Seeing that the man would not leave, the leadethefband
ordered some of his men to pour gasoline on thiglibgi and set fire
to it.

Realizing what they were about to do, the old mamtwnto an
inner room and knelt before the Lord. He pled faotection, wisdom
and guidance in this time of danger.

He was in there 15 or 20 minutes.

During the whole time he could hear the soldiermmimg about
and their officer giving loud commands. He couldoalhear the
gasoline being poured over the building.

Finally, he heard swearing. And a few minutes |atdr was
quiet.

He went out. The smell of gasoline was everywhidesnoticed
that there were burnt matches strewn around the, yart there had
been no blaze. The gasoline just would not burn!
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Later on, another attempt was made to burn hiséhand chapel...
but with no success.
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60 The Naked Runner

The following two incidents are so amazing that, finst
thought, one might be tempted to dismiss them, viten®t for the
fact that they are testified by living withessesirdegrity and sound
mind.

The first report reached my desk late in 2002 fieastor Paul
Ciniraj, of Kerala, India.

Hawa Ahmed was a Muslim student. One day, she eead
Christian paper in her dormitory, and decided tibowo the way of
Jesus. Her father was an Islamic ruler, so sheat&gd to lose her
inheritance because of her conversion.

Hawa was completely unprepared for what reallppleaed.
When she told her family that she had become as@mi and
changed her name to Faith, her father explodedrage. He and her
brothers stripped her naked and bound her to a Gkad to a metal
plate with which they wanted to electrocute her.

Faith asked them to at least lay a Bible in her lder father
responded, “If you want to die together with yoalsé religion, so be
it.” One of her brothers added, “That will show ttyaur religion is
powerless.”

Although they had bound her, she was able to t@ucbrner of
the Bible. She felt a strange peace, as though @oeneere standing
beside her.

Her father and brothers pushed the plug into thekedo- and
nothing happened. They tried four times with vasicables, but it
was as though the electricity refused to flow.

Finally, her father, angry and frustrated, struckr hand
screamed, “You are no longer my daughter.” Therhinew her out
into the street, naked.

The girl ran through the streets, humiliated angham. People
looked at her, curious rather than shocked. Sha&imdytearful, she
reached the house of a friend. Her friend let heclothed her and
gave her shelter.

The next day, her friend asked neighbors what tiag/thought
when they had seen Faith running naked throughktteets.
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“What are you talking about?” they asked. “Thel dnad a
wonderful white dress on. We asked ourselves whyesme so
beautifully clothed had to run through the stréets.

Had the Mighty One intervened — to hide her naksdrfeom
their eyes, clothing her in that beautiful whitess? In gratitude and
love, Faith has now become a full-time missionary.
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61 Buried Alive

On the evening of May 20, 2004, Victor and Debdfalil of
Poway, California, were in shock. They had jusereed a message
that sounded so incredible, at first. But, talkibgver, they knew
there was one thing they had to do: they must cofaaily members
in Egypt to confirm the details that had been githeare on the news.

“Did it really happen?” they asked.

“Truly... every detail of it,” was the response.

A Muslim man had killed his wife and buried her hvitheir
infant baby and eight-year-old daughter. The gudse buried alive!
He reported to the police that an uncle killedKiuks.

Fifteen days later, another family member died. Wihey went
to bury him, they found the two girls under thedaralive.

The girl was asked how she had survived.

“A man wearing shiny white clothewjith bleeding wounds in
his hands came every day to feed us,” said the girl. “He&kevap my
mom so she could nurse my sister.”

The girl was interviewed on Egyptian national TV, @ veiled
Muslim woman news anchor.

The anchor woman said on public TV, “This was notieer but
Jesus, because nobody else does things like this!”

Of course, Muslims believe that Isa (Jesus) wouwldhds. But
to these witnesses in Cairo the wounds meant Hiy sgas crucified,
and it also became clear to them that He was alive!

Muslim leaders have been teaching that Jesus didie@n the cross
and rise from the dead, but that some other pevsas crucified
instead of him, and that Jesus escaped alive.

According to news reports, the country was outrageer the
incident, and the man would be executed.

However, two facts were clear:

1. The child could not make up a story like this, and

2. There was no way these children could have surwwidtbut a
true miracle.
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With Egypt as a media and education center of titdM East,
you could be sure the account of this incident wadread.
Who was that individual, who came to be with tholsiédren?



122

62 Who Bore Him Up?

This happened in Brazil.

Sonny was five years of age. One of the things st hoved to
do was to swing in a big hammock that hung betwaekamnge tree and
a post in his back yard. Monkeys chattered and @dripom tree to
tree just over the back wall and great, heavy jagk could be seen
in the branches.

Sonny’s friends often came to play with him, ande atay a
large boy, much bigger than Sonny, was pushindnéimemock far out
and almost over just to see how high he could mbakge with the
little boy in it.

The little fellow cried out to slow down, but to mawail. And as
he swung too high his small hands loosened, and Beowas flying
high up and through the air.

The other children came running into the housengrytSonny
fell out of the big swing to the ground. And we shim and thought
he would be killed, but he didn’'t get hurt at aNle watched him
come down. He floated like a leaf or a feather lamdled right on his
stomach. And he didn’t even cry.”
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63 Raised From the Dead

In August, 2006, Israeli forces bombed suspectedbbl&ah
positions in Chbaniy, Lebanon.

Several hundred of the poorest Christian belietiaddled on a
small piece of land in an old barn as a home. Tdveyed nothing but
possessed everything by their faith as the bonibs fe

Amid the fire, death and destruction, a Christianister, Pastor
Hamdan, was critically injured, with severe burdmlysis and in a
coma.

Finally, he was pronounced dead and placed in tbegue
refrigerator.

It was there in the morgue on Saturday, Augusttiz, Pastor
Hamdan heard Jesus calling him, "Wake up my sokew@ my son.
You still have much to teach and help Pastor Viatbr

As often occurs in resurrections, life returns frihra inside out.
He could not move, but was aware when the hosgatale and threw
his body outside on a pile of bodies to be buried.

It was shortly after this that he became consctouhis world
and was able to move and get up - shocked thahthedw life.

He walked many miles to the bombed out church mgld
where the congregation was in the process of mogrinis death.

You can imagine their shock and as he describesoine
fainted. Some could not speak. Others began toeshsaying, “Jesus
send you back.”

The young man who had emailed Hamdan’s colleagstoPa
Victoria of Hamdan's fatal injuries and who hadetakim to hospital
fainted several times and even asked Pastor Harf\dmg are you?”

Hamdan reports that prior to the injury and histddae had
much pain in his body, stomach, teeth, and so buat now says he
feels no pain, no scars, no weakness and full efggnof the Holy
Spirit. What a God we serve!
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This has caused ripples in Lebanon, as those whe imethe
hospital and saw his body go to the morgue (and beegets up and
walks away) have been shocked.

Says Pastor Victoria: This "miracle" of bringingp@or, humble
butcher from death to NEW LIFE complete with hegérof burns,
kidney failure and wounds all in the twinkling of &ye is beyond
words! It proves that even in our darkest momentaybe even a
morgue (And nobody was there to lay hands on hirgsighlly),
JESUS is there with you!

If you could speak with Hamdan today he would yelll not to
ask the 'why's' rather to concentrate on the 'ehathat is Jesus
going to do to bring GLORY to Father's name outofir seeming
difficult situation?

Jesus is still walking His beloved 'promise larahd Jesus was
walking in the morgue of a little hospital in Lelmanjust yesterday
afternoon.

What was Jesus saying yesterday? | can perceiweert
something like this: 'Father I'm going to do sonmaiito glorify Your
Name and bring my beloved servant Hamdan to likerdd-or he has
been willing to pay the ultimate price for the ni#ite sacrifice.’

and an encumbered body of believers. Yesterdayslsvare still
ringing......... can you hear them?.... ....... COMPRTH! Your
Servant, Pastor Victoria. August 13, 2006

What follows is Pastor Hamdan’s unedited testimohyeing
raised from the dead yesterday in a morgue in pitadsn Lebanon.
Every effort has been made to relay the facts ag ttcurred. His
testimony was received 8/12/06 4:37pm CST A previemail dated
8/8/06 had been received from a member stating ldameddire
situation and coma with need for blood and kidmeypdplant from

burns and wounds received.
- Pastor Victoria aseer2spirit@yahoo.com

Hamdan’s personal testimony (spelling as received):

praise jesus and praise lord king our matar ourefafHe is
saying Martyr] dear prophet he give me new lifeiaga was in
hospital in coma and they sent me to morge andkiewg and walk
away i say jesus i am alive and have new life. hapy and tel people



125

around me and say is miracale. thank you thanksgoonuch for your
payar

| go to see membar al cry for me dead and se nteahdrburn
and samir tel me they say in hosipital i must beaspte in musht
have kindney and they did not do it becouse i hawvemoneie and
they send me to morge after they aonnince i am ametinow praise
jesusfor new life .

thank you sister i love you.. jesus bles you andelyou
much.and thank you for your reqwest for jesus tagome alive he
tel me so. yours servante hamdan
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64 Perfect Timing

When Catherine Scott was a little girl, money wasywtight,
especially right after her father was ordained asraster.

She recalls: “My mother often reached the end afdrecery
money long before the end of the month. She usednid me into my
father's closet to go through the pockets of higgpand coats. Since
he was very absent-minded, | often found money ndurinese
treasure hunts.” Somehow, it was always enough.

There was one place, however, where neither Cather her
mother would search - father's bottom dresser dravidat was
where he put the contents of the church's “poor,”bmoney that
parishioners gave to aid the neediest among th€atherine knew
she and her mother were never to take anything frahbox, even
though they also were sometimes poor.

One day when she was about five, Catherine heardnb#er
crying. “Mama, what's wrong?” she called.

Catherine found her mother sitting on her bed rstpat the
bottom dresser drawer. “Nothing, sweetheart.” h€ahe's mother
hastily wiped her cheeks. But despite her young, dgatherine
understood. There was money in the drawer, andonbt enough to
feed them. But Mama couldn't use it. That monelpmged to the
church.

“l can go through Papa's pockets again,” Cathesumggested.
Her mother smiled wanly, and Catherine startedaacke But today
there was nothing to find, even though Catherirukéal carefully in
every one of her father's garments.

“l could sense my mother's desperation,” Cathesies, “but |
wasn't afraid. Perhaps | was too young to know s@nious the
situation was. But | did remind her that we dtild some Cheerios
left, and my brother and | could eat that if notheise turned up.”

Catherine's mother did not seem especially cheéredhis
revelation. But within minutes, the back doorbalg.

Catherine was usually not permitted to answer almbalone.
But right now her father was working, her brothesehool, and her
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mother trying to repair her tear-streaked facethsolittle girl was
alone when she opened the door.

A man in badly worn jeans was standing there.

“Is your daddy home?” he asked Catherine.

She shook her head.

The man squatted down in front of her and handed ahe
battered envelope. “Your daddy gave me a schogk deveral years
ago,” he explained. “There's money inside hereatp for the desk.”
Catherine noticed his warm smile. And his eyesmnsgeto twinkle
too. “Hurry up and take this to your Mama,” hedi@atherine. She
closed the door, and did what he had told her.

Her mother opened the envelope. There was a fillardoill
inside.

“In those days, five dollars was more than enouglyédt us to
the end of the month,” Catherine recalls, “so mythmo was
extremely grateful. She did not remember the desihe incident,
but felt certain that my father would.”

But later, Catherine's father was sure that Catbeniad gotten
the details mixed up, and he questioned her ovdrcuer again.
Who was this stranger? The father had no idea.

“He actually had given an old school desk to a pfzonily
many years ago, but that had happened in New Jeaseywe now
lived in lllinois,” explains Catherine. “Why, aftéifteen years, would
a man travel 1,000 miles to return money he ha@&mbgen asked to
repay?”

Catherine's family never discovered who the matiyreeas.
But his timing was perfect.

Promises of such intervention are made in the Bildled
evidently there is Someone out there, who honoosahwritten
promises.
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65 Journey Into Danger

“Sheer madness,” screamed the police officer. “ideds are
closed. The blizzard’s getting worse.

“But | have to go!” Ron exclaimed.

“Unless it's a life or death situation, stay ofethoads,” warned
the officer.

Ron knew that he had to go. He didn’t know whyfasrwhom.
He went.

In the early hours of that bleak December mornagywas his
custom, Ron Wyatt had asked his Lord to lead hirmaxmeone who
was in real need.

Immediately came the strong impression that he rduse to
Columbia, Kentucky. That was a good two and a halfrs from his
Nashville home. In good weather, that is.

The roads were deserted... and slippery. His 199@gP Maxi
Van had chronic fan belt problems. It was seveoalgl hours of
miserable driving. He began to resent the wholegthi

Then his conscience began to trouble him. He bemamy that
God would forgive him for his rebellious feelingdanot let someone
go without needed help just because Ron was, pstig “a jerk”.

Suddenly, from the median of the toll road, stagdea dark
form, falling and struggling to get to the side Wya®&as travelling on.
Slowing down to see if it was a hurt animal, helisea it was a
person! With a feeble wave, the man signalled Raostdp.

He was badly frozen.

Ron helped him into the van. “What are you doing there
without a car?”

The man’s speech slurred; the cold had thickengtbingue. He
slowly raised his arm and pointed to the medianHA® a car was
what he was trying to say.

Jumping out of the van, Ron crossed the road. $oough,
buried deep in the snow, sat a red compact car.

“There’s no way we can get it out of there,” Rormdsa
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“Would you please just try,” the man pleaded.

Clearing the snow from the top and sides, Ron foarghain.
He secured it around the back axle and stretchetFather,” he
prayed, “if You want this car out of the snow, Yare going to have
to do it. | sure can't.”

At that exact moment, down the east lane of thd,rahich had
been entirely free of traffic all those hours, aguee the headlights of
two cars. They slowed to a stop.

“Can we help you?” asked one of them. And out powerght
young men. Nobody else in these cars - just eigbhg, young men.
Within seconds, the car was up on the road.

“A piece of cake,” someone said. Then they pildd their cars
and drove off.

Puzzled at having missed their approach, Ron nowched
them leave. In a dip in the highway, they disappédrom sight.
However, they never arose from that dip! There wasexit for at
least two miles, and they hadn’t turned aroundy thad simply
vanished into thin air!

The man’s car engine started easily. “Do you beligv God,
mister?” he asked, with almost pleading eyes.

Over an hour later, still sitting in the van, them with tears
rolling down his face, had at last found the anstodris questions.

“How can | explain all of this to my wife and chih?” he
asked. And Ron handed him a copy of his favouritekbThe Story
of Redemption.

Suddenly, Ron realised what this trip had beealzdiut.

Ron confessed he was an addict. If he did not expez such a
“divine encounter” for his Lord every week, he wabgjo into a state
of depression. Then he knew he had to ask Goddw $tim what
was hindering him from being useful. Once he hadigittened out
that problem in his relationship with God, he whkdo bear witness
again.
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66 Desperate Phone Call

“l don’t know what to do!” exclaimed Ken. “Perhapsieed a
change.”

For quite a while now, Ken Gaub’s time had beemspe/ing a
boost to others... helping those who were hurting.yingr to
influence their lives in a positive way.

With this in mind, he and his family had travelldmhth across
the United States and overseas.. He had also isb&dbla counselling
service on radio and television.

But that day in the 1970s as Ken, his wife Barbamd their
children drove their two buses down 1-75 just saftbayton, Ohio,
Ken was feeling drained and discouraged.

“Oh,” he cried, “Am | doing any good, travellingaamd like
this? God, is this what you want me to do?”

His thoughts were suddenly interrupted. “Hey, Ded's get
some pizza!”

Ken turned off at Route 741. There was sign aftgr, offering
fast food.

“A sign,” mused Ken. “That’s what | need... a sign.”

As Ken'’s family poured out, and across to the ppador, Ken
announced, “I'm not really hungry. I'll just stréteny legs.”

He grabbed himself a soft drink and ambled backhto bus.
Was it burnout? He was just plain exhausted.

A persistent ringing broke into Ken’s concentratiéfe looked
across at the outside phone booth. The attersgd&med oblivious to
the sound.

Ken grew impatient. “Why doesn’t someone answet he
wondered. “What if it's an emergency?”

Nine rings. Ten...Fifteen...

His curiosity perked up. He shuffled over to theotho and
picked up the receiver. “Hello?”

The operator’s voice came through. “Long distaredéfor Ken
Gaub.”
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Ken was dazed. “No,” he heard himself saying. “Yare
crazy!” And then, realising how rude that must haminded, he
apologised and tried to explain. “lI was just watkidown the road
here. And the phone was ringing...”

The operator simply asked again, “Is Ken Gaub thérdeave a
long distance call for Ken Gaub.”

Oh, this must b€andid Camerahe thought, instinctively. Ken
ran his hands through his hair. But no camera eagpeared.

He looked toward the pizza house. The family wakisside.
They were at this restaurant only on a whim. It wasdomly
selected. And no one knew they were here. No one.

“I have a long distance call for Ken Gaub, sir.”eTbperator
sounded quite insistent now. “Is Mr Gaub theresaitihe?”

“Operator, I'm Ken Gaub.” Ken could make no sen$dhis
whole thing.

“Are you sure?” asked the operator. Then sudddmyet was
another woman’s voice on the phone.

“Yes, that's him, Operator!” she exclaimed. “Mr Gaul’'m
Millie from Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. You don’t kmame. But I'm
desperate. Please help me.”

“How can | help you?” And Ken heard the operatandp up.

The woman at the other end was weeping now. Kéieniby
waited. Finally, she gained control. “I'm at thedeof my rope. | was
about to kill myself. | started to write a suicidete. Then | began to
tell God | really didn’'t want to do this.”

In her despair, Millie recalled that she had seeen Kon
television. Oh, if she could only talk to that kjndnderstanding
person....

But that was impossible. There was no place shevktwereach
him. Millie spoke a little more calmly now. “So efgan to finish the
note. And then some numbers came into my mind,l amate them
down.” Millie was weeping again.

Silently Ken prayed. “Show me how to help this wonia

Through her tears, Millie went on. “l looked at sieonumbers.
And the thought came... wouldn't it be wonderful ib&has given
me Ken Gaub’s phone number? Oh, Mr Gaub, | just tetieve I'm
actually talking to you. Are you in your office @alifornia?”
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“No,” responded Ken, “I do not have an office inli@ania. It's
in Yakima, Washington.”

“Then where are you?” called the woman, bewildered.

Even more puzzled was Ken. “Millie, it was youavmade the
call. Don’t you know?”

“No, | have no idea what area this is,” said Milfiejust dialled
the long-distance operator. | gave the numbersetp dnd made it a
person-to-person call.”

Daub advised Millie what to do. And it was to tdker into a
successful new life.

Still stunned, Ken hung up.

“Barb,” enthused Ken as his family climbed bacloitite bus,
“you won't believe this! God knows where | am!”

This incident was reported by Nancy Leahy to Joaest\éf
Anderson and appeared in theMdw York TimebestsellingChicken
Soup for the Sopby Jack Canfield and Mark Victor Hansen.

May | ask, who was it that arranged those eventsuich a
manner that Ken and Millie should meet on the phexectly at that
hour? Who prompted Ken’s son to ask for pizza dxaaben he did?
Who led Ken to pull into that precise restaurant?odersuaded Ken
to stay outdoors near the payphone booth? Who lgldlie the exact
sequence of numbers that would ring that precispltene beside the
road? Who imparted these “impressions”?

Who answered both their prayers with one “miracle”
connection?To each separately it was an electrifying response
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67 Two Tall Men

Now across to Central America... Guatemala, to beipee

Feliciano Barrientos was eating supper in his hotelman
walked up to the table and asked him if he wasitiherant book
seller who was visiting the area.

“Yes,” he replied.

“How much are your books worth?”

“[so many] quetzals,” was his answer.

“How many have you delivered today?”

“Fourteen,” was Feliciano’s response.

The stranger next queried Feliciano as to whenlaengd to
leave, what town he would visit next and what rbadvould take.

In his friendly manner, Feliciano told the man what wanted
to know, and then added that although he travellede, heavenly
angels were his protection. And even though thgiore might be a
bit wild, he felt that he was always safe, sincaMas working for his
Maker.

When the visitor had departed, a hotel employee athately
approached Feliciano with the news that that mas avavell-known
thief and murderer.

“l suspect he asked you all those questions,” gadattendant,
“because he intends to do you harm on your jourtMyy not have a
good night’s sleep then go to a different town frtbra one you told
him?”

Feliciano thought deeply about the matter. Thercdmmitted
the situation to his God and claimed the biblicadmpises of a safe
escort. He would make the journey as planned.

After an early breakfast the next morning, Felioiaaturned to
his room, again spent some time praying about tlatem then
started out.

About a mile and a half on his way, he saw aheadimftwo
men sitting by the roadside. Both were armed wattyé machetes,
apparently ready to attack him.



134

Coming closer to them, he sent up another prayegprfatection.
He reminded God of his personal commitment to Hamg that he
had a wife and children at home depending on him.clntinued
forward, confident that he was not alone.

As he passed by, the two men both sprang to teei: fThen
they promptly sat down again. He spoke to themligiadd continued

on his way.
Three days later, Feliciano met one of the mene-vééry one

who had asked him so many questions in the hotehgliroom that
other evening.

“Sir,” he enquired, “Why did you tell me you traled alone?
That morning when you passed my friend and me éyadhd, we saw
two large men dressed in white, carrying arms, yandwere walking
between them!”

“Yes,” responded Feliciano, “those were two heayenigels
who always accompany me in my work.”
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68 Surprise in the Canyon

It was 1488. And the Waldenses, country people I t
Piedmontese valleys of northern Italy, heard tiety had been
condemned by the decree of Pope Innocent VIII.

The aim was to exterminate those guardians of ith&B the
Waldensians - once and for all. This solemn newss gl@om over the
peaceful valley dwellers.

There were seven valleys encircled by mountains]irdted
together and accessible from the outside only bgreow gorge.

Anyway, to carry out his bull, Innocent VIII appodd Albert
Cataneo, Archdeacon of Cremona, his legate, to thlege of the
enterprise. He was to deliver papal letters topahces, dukes, and
authorities within whose dominions any Waldensesvie be found.
The Pope especially commanded Charles VIII of Feaanod Charles
Il of Savoy, to support him with the whole powertbéir arms. The
bull invited all the ruling church’s members to ¢akip the cross
against the heretics. And to stimulate them in piogis work it freed
them from all penalties, and from any oaths theghihhave taken. It
legitimatised their title to any property they mighave illegally
acquired - and promised forgiveness of all sinarty who should Kkill
a heretic. It annulled all contracts made in fawhr Waldenses,
ordered their domestics to abandon them, forbaddeeatons to give
them any aid whatever, and empowered all persotakoopossession
of their property.

Then, in a gracious gesture, hoards of criminalhéprisons -
rapists, murderers and thugs - were offered paathahreward if they
would join the extermination army.

A Waldensian delegation went to meet the papaltéeGataneo,
assuring him that they were loyal, peace-lovingjextb of the king.
But convinced that his forces could easily exteatenthem, he
brushed aside their plea.

Well, Cataneo advanced up the valley toward thedéfaian
strongholds with no resistance. And soon he wagyréa force his
way into the Val di Angrogna. This valley is a médgent array of
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narrow gorges and open vales, walled in by majasbtintains. It
terminates in a circular basin called the Pra d®l Burrounded by
snowy peaks, it was the seat of their college.

In the Pra del Tor, or Meadow of the Tower, Cataaegpected
to surprise the mass of the Waldensian people, wdfter the
rejection of their plea for peace, had now gathenéal this strongest
refuge which their hills afforded.

Since their humble petition for peace had beeneaoptuously
rejected, the Waldenses now had three optionggetm mass, to be
butchered as sheep, or to fight for their liveseyldecided on the
last. But first, all who could not bear arms mustremoved to the
place of safety, the Pra del Tor.

These valley folk fell on their knees and criedualo*O God of
our fathers, help us! O God, deliver us!”

“Cataneo’s soldiers passed the height of Rocomam@ak into
the narrow defiles beyond. Here great rocks oveayhdre path.
Majestic chestnut-trees stretch their branchessadite way. And far
down thunders the stream.

“Between him and his prey rose a steep unscalgablmtain,
called the ‘Barricade’. It runs like a wall acras® valley, forming
the strength of a citadel.

“Would his advance have to end here? It seemed iasnust.
However, he searched and found an entrance... a fargw, and
dark chasm. This forms the one only path thatdeadthe head of
Angrogna.

“Cataneo boldly ordered his men to enter this ffighgorge.
The pathway through this chasm is a rocky ledg¢henside of the
mountains. It is so narrow that barely two abreast advance along
it. If challenged either in front, or in rear, aofm above, there is
absolutely no retreat. Nor is there room to fight.

“The pathway hangs midway between the stream aboti®m
of the gorge and the mountain summit. Above thd,ptite naked
cliff runs sheer up for at least 1,000 feet. And thiff leans over the
path in stupendous masses, which look as if almdalt. In some
spots cracks admit the rays of the sun, to makegtbemy pass
visible. Occasionally a half-acre or so of levehsp gives standing-
room on the mountain’s side to a clump of birclwrsa chalet, with
its bit of meadow.
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“The chasm itself runs on for one to two miles. iThieere is a
burst of light, and a sudden flashing of white meas it opens into
an amphitheatre. And in there is a meadow - sceldingt a whole
nation might camp in it.

“It was into this terrible defile that the Papabdte and his
murderers now entered. They proceeded, as bestthay, along the
narrow ledge. They were now nearing the Pra. Andeémed
Impossible for their prey to escape. Assembled lns spot the
Waldensian people had but one neck, and Catanempsl pmob
planned to sever that neck in one blow.”

But evidently the Supreme One was watching overvtikey
dwellers. The agency about to save them was otigedrailest in all
nature.

“A white cloud, no bigger than a man’s hand, unsegnhe
invaders, but keenly watched by the Waldenses seas to gather on
the mountain’s summit, about the time the army wdog entering
the defile. That cloud grew rapidly bigger and kkxc Then it began
to descend. It came rolling down the mountain’® sidlave on wave,
like an ocean tumbling out of heaven - a sea okgnuapor.

“It fell right into the chasm in which was the pamamy,
sealing it up, and filling it from top to bottom tia thick black fog.
In a moment the invaders were in night. They weswildered and
stupefied. They could see neither in front nor beéhiThey could

neither advance nor retreat. They halted in a $t@atdering on terror.
(Antoine Monastier A History of the Vaudois Church.ondon: Religious Tract Society,
1848, pp. 133-134)

The Waldenses saw this as their deliverance. Itgnaeh them
the power to repel the invader. Coming out fromirthaling places,
they spread themselves out and while the host stweted beneath
them, they tore up huge stones and rocks, andtisemt thundering
down into the ravine.

The invaders were crushed where they stood. Thhanwome
of the Waldenses boldly entered the chasm, swordhand, and
attacked them in front, the attackers were seizath \panic.
Cataneo’s forces jostled one another. In the steydhey threw each
other down. Some were trodden to death. Otherd vadiing over
the precipice, to be crushed on the rocks belowdrowned in the
torrent.
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So the guardians of the uncorrupted Bible manutscnpere
spared. And the manuscripts would remain preserved.



139

69 The Stranger on a White Horse

In the early days of Methodism, a Welsh ministetynd Jones,
of Flintshire, was travelling on horseback throagtlesolate region of
northern Wales. He observed on the other sideehedge a rough-
looking man armed with a reaping hook, followingnhiaiming to
come up with him at a gate where it was necessaryJbnes to
dismount.

Jones had a bag of money which he had collected fihapel
building, and he felt that not only the money basgibly his life was
in danger. He stopped his horse and bowed his teatay for
special aid and protection. The horse was redtivgo on, and
looking up, Jones saw a horseman on a white stewdediately
alongside. He was surprised. His report says:

“| described to the stranger the dangerous positiwas in, and
how relieved | felt by his sudden appearance. lddeamo reply; and
on looking at his face, | saw that he was gazirigntiy toward the
gate. | followed his gaze, and saw the reaper genérom his
concealment, and run across a field to our left. hidd evidently seen
that | was no longer alone, and had given up henthed attempt.

“All cause for alarm being now removed, | endeaeduo enter
into conversation with my deliverer, but again with the slightest
success. Not a word did he give me in reply. nticmed talking,
however, as we rode toward the gate, though | coatdunderstand
his silence. Only once did | HEAR HIS VOICE. Hagiwatched the
reaper disappear over the brow of the hill, | tdrt@ my companion
and said, ‘Can it for a moment be doubted that naygr was heard,
and that you were sent for my deliverance by thed®o Then the
horseman uttered a single word, ‘Amen’. Not anotherd did he
give, though | continued attempting to get from hieplies to my
questions, both in English and in Welsh.

“We were now approaching the gate. | hurried gnharse to
open it, and having done so, waited for him to passugh. He came
not. | turned my head to seek for him. He wasegoRke was not
anywhere behind me. He could not have gone throliglgate, nor
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made his horse leap over the high hedges on esttlerof the road.
Where was he? Could it be possible that | had seeman or horse
at all, and the vision was but a creature of mygmation? | tried

hard to convince myself that this was the casejrbuain; for unless
someone had been with me, why had the reaper,higtinurderous-
looking sickle, hurried away? No; this horsemaswo creature of
mine. Who could he have been?

“But one thing, and that was that my prayer haehbeeard, and
that help had indeed been sent me at a time of. p&ull of this
thought, | dismounted, and throwing myself on mgd® at the side
of the road, offered up a prayer of thankfulnes$itm who had so
signally preserved me from danger.

“l then mounted my horse and continued on my jeurh

There is a ring of genuineness in this testimoriyot a few
times in the Bible accounts, were human eyes opéoesee the
presence of the angel messengers. But one’sifaitie ministry of
angels rests on no visible signs or impressiorte@tenses. We have
the far surer Word of the Lord that all the angate ministering
spirits, sent forth to minister to the heirs ofvsdion.
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70 Lost Their Voices?

On the John Ankerberg TV Show in the USA John Ab&gy
tried to cast doubt on Gail Riplinger’'s statemanther best-selling,
heavily documented booklew Age Bible Versiohsthat some of the
apostate “scholars” for the false, new Bible varsibad subsequently
lost their voice.

Akerberg asked Dr. Don Wilkins, an opponent of Hiag
James Bible, if this was so. Unfortunately, Dr.lIRivis opened his
mouth to respond — and no sound came out. Héigstice!

The cameras caught the poignant moment, but teragy what
happened, Ankerberg ordered the cameras to stopcaindut the
telling scene.

After the incident was publicised, John Ankerbsrgeople
were claiming that it never happened. But two $isowho were
guests on the same show — Dr. Joseph Chambers an8abwuel
Gipp — testified that it did. Then Ankerberg’'s angsation had to

admit the event.
Flashpoint
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71 The Weather Obeys

For several centuries, Britain’s spirituality anonamitment to
the God of the Bible paralleled her period of gneas. This
commitment waned after 1940's. So did Britain. tlere a
connection?

During those centuries, Britain was saved fromtrdeson on
many occasions:

1. In 1588, the powerful SPANISH ARMADA was serntiw
papal blessing against Bible-based Britain. In m@mnage and
guns, the Spaniards had a 3 to 1 advantage ovétrihksh. Britain
looked doomed. Then suddenly a violent storm blgw which
destroyed most of the enemy fleet. Prior to tQlseen Elizabeth |
had led the English people in prayer for deliveeandlow she had a
medal struck, inscribed, “He blew with His windsdascattered
them.”

2. At Waterloo in 1815, a mighty downpour of rduagged
down the big guns of NAPOLEON and gave time fonf@icements
to bolster Wellington’s troops — and save Britaionh defeat.

3. WORLD WAR [: On April 22, 1915, Germany laurch
her first gas attack. The wind direction was sigaglto be settled for
the next 36 hours, but it suddenly reversed andgtdse was blown
back to the enemy lines with disastrous resullde (Bible speaks of
God’s dealing with the wind, 116 times.)

4. WORLD WAR | Toward the end of August 1914eth
German army swept all before it into the heart @&giim and
France, and on toward the English Channel, causaiger William
to declare, “I will have Christmas dinner in Buaffitam Palace.”
The British people realised that only God couldph@ind the nation
humbly knelt in prayer. In the sky appeared whattaday known as
the “Angels of Mons”. More than once they appeamiising the
Germans to halt and retreat in disorder, and timises to panic. The
“Angel of Mons” incident was observed by many Bifititroops. As
this book you are now reading was being proof-i@ady colleague
John Paige of Serpentine, Victoria, Australia, benmented to me,
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“My father Phillip Guy Page aka Paige was there emafirmed the
angel's appearance.” Confirmation also came frompt&la Haywood
of the British Intelligence Service. The Kaiserssgd his dinner in
Buckingham and died in exile, chopping wood. Agamyer was
answered.

5. WORLD WAR IlI: Hitler brought up a host of sety
built weapons, to destroy Britain. These includé@ mighty
Luftwaffe, the biggest air force in the world; thigggest battleships in
the world; the powerful rockets; the pilotless “dtebug”, and many
others. Only divine intervention could save Bntavhen she stood
alone against Hitler during most of 1940 and half@®41.

In May, 1940, it looked as though the British p6p350,000 of
them, would be trapped at Dunkirk and destroyedheyLuftwaffe.
France, Holland and Belgium had fallen and Britaias next for
defeat!

A day of National Prayer was proclaimed for May 2840, led
by King George VI, prime minister Winston Churcrathd members
of the British Cabinet, in Westminster Abbey. Al$broughout the
Commonwealth, millions committed the cause in tisk hour to
God.

Within 48 hours, a great storm broke over Flandgrging
cover to the British forces and hampering the enem@eneral
Halder, Chief of the German General Staff, com@dim his diary:
“Bad weather has grounded the Luftwaffe and nownwst stand by
and watch countless thousands of the enemy getiiay to England
right under our noses”. (May 30, 1940)

At the same time, the English Channel, which isonously
rough, became miraculously calm, enabling hundaddsmall craft
from Britain to come over to France and assist vacaating the
troops from Dunkirk. Back in England, the troopsgrouped, were
re-armed and helped to overthrow Hitler and brirdivérance to
Europe.
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72 You Can't kill Me!

Anyone sent on the long road to Qinghai Prison paxgs of
dread. Many entered this prison, but few ever. lefir Chang
wondered if God would protect him as He did Damnielif He would
let him die, as He did Stephen.

Qinghai is a barren, flat land with hard, reddssii and clumps
of poisonous greenish grass. The prison guardseat so little food
to the inmates and worked them so hard that maag #ating the
grass. Then they died of poisoning.

If anyone tried to escape, there was nowhere toA@risoner
was easily found on the flat terrain. Besides,Weather in Qinghai
Is windy year-round, unbearably cold at night ewersummer, and
bitterly cold in winter.

Mr Chang had never met anyone released from Qinghie
didn’t expect to be released, nor did he plan taps. But he knew
he didn’t have to be afraid, for God was with him.

The guards escorted him to a room for questioning.

“Do you know why you're here?” The words were yer
familiar by now.

“Because | talk about my Friend Jesus.” Mr Changwered as
patiently as before.

“You can’t talk about Him.”

“ know.”

“Are you going to quit?”

“No, | cannot.”

“Do you know what we’ll do to you if you don’t q@¥’

“What can you do?You can't kill me!”Mr Chang could hardly
believe he had said these words!

The guards glared at each other, then noddéuds old man is
challenging usthey thought.Who is he to say we can't kill him?

Left hanging
They took Mr Chang into another room and admingstex form
of Qing Dynasty torture. The guards tied his abeahlind his back.
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Then they tied a rope to the roof and hung him isyadnms. They
placed a millstone around his neck to make him ieeavihen they
threw scoops of gravel at him off and on.

At the end of the working day a guard asked, “poe ready to
quit talking this Jesus nonsense?”

Mr Chang was in terrible pain. His arms felt lthey would rip
from his shoulder blades. He was bruised and bigedll over,
especially on his face. The stench of fresh ametidslood dulled his
senses. The pain he was suffering screamed atdisayyes he
would quit. He even thought he would have to give- but not
today. Tomorrow, maybe, but for the sake of hierkdt Jesus, no!
not today.

“No, | cannot stop talking about my Friend Jesu$d his ears
dulled with pain, his voice sounded far away.

The guards left him hanging.

The next day the guards again entered Mr Chargdls égain
they threw shovelful after shovelful of sharp rodgainst his body
and asked him the same question: “Will you stdkirtg your Jesus
nonsense?”

The pain was much worse the second day. His btatleasier
because the rocks reopened many of his scabs.refining scabs
itched, but he couldn’'t scratch them. Mr Chang dmedo feel
detached from his body. Oh, to be on firm groundtaad of
swinging from the roof! Again he was tempted ty gas, but no —
he couldn’t do it. Tomorrow, maybe he would toneevr— but for
Christ’s sake, not today.

“No,” he again heard himself say, “I cannot stafking about
my Friend Jesus.” Again the guards left him haggin

The guards re-entered his cell every day for akwdeach day
they continued the torture and asked him the sawnestmpn. And
each time Mr Chang felt the same temptation butegdne same
answer.

On the seventh day he looked dead. They tookduwn and
threw him on the dead pile. Some time later Mr ii€haame to and
found himself prostrate atop hundreds of stinkidgcaying bodies.
He crawled off the pile and into the camphey had not been able to
kill him!
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For the time being the guards thought it bese&wé him alone.
When Mr Chang entered the camp, his face and baahe wovered
with scabs from the torture but, amazingly, hishskias soon clear
and healthy again, and all pain in his arms ank vanished. The
scabs flaked off easily, and his skin softened. sblrs remained. Mr
Chang thanked his Friend Jesus for healing him.

Again Mr Chang began asking his fellow inmates0“jou
know my Friend Jesus?” Many were interested ikirigl with him
about Jesus, and soon he had a group of followhosliked to talk
about their Friend Jesus. Frustrated, the guardsled it was time to
teach him a real lesson.

Back on the dead pile

The guards took Mr Chang into a cell. “Do you knawy you
are here?”

“Yes. It's because | like to talk about my Friedéesus,” Mr
Chang replied, smiling. “He can be your Friena.to

“Be quiet!” the prison guard barked. “You are mtibwed to
talk about this Jesus. It's against the law.”

“l know.”

“Are you going to stop?”

“If Chairman Mao himself were standing here askmg the
same question, | would still say that | cannot si@ging about my
Friend Jesus.”

Infuriated, the guards seized old Mr Chang, bregakioth his
arms and legs. They threw him out onto the deksdgpice more.

Mr Chang walked back into the camp that same ddgw more
inmates than ever were interested in learning abiswtpecial Friend.

The guards tolerated the activity for a time, boént they
decided to teach him a lesson that would stop hiseasing once and
for all. They had tortured him and broken his mr®it they hadn’t
been able to kill him. If they couldn’t kill himmaybe the elements
could.

It was winter, and the temperature was far belovo.zeThey
removed his clothes and tied his hands and feet post outdoors.
Maybe he had been unconscious the first time theswt him on the
dead pile. Maybe they had not actually brokenluses, and that
was how he had walked back to camp unharmed. Maybé&ody
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was naturally immune to the poisons of Qinghai gyrasd he thrived
on the stuff. But the cold would kill him! Thigrte they were sure
they would be rid of this troublesome man.

Left alone in the dark, Mr Chang considered hisamst. He
could freeze to death as the cold set in, or hddctoust God and
pray.

He prayed to his Friend Jesus. A Presence camée#indlhe
ropes were loose! He wriggled his hands and feetobuhe ropes.
He was free!lAn angel must have untied the ropes,thought.

He exercised all night to keep warm. But as th& day began
to dawn, Mr Chang began to worry about what thedgiaight do if
they found him untied. No doubt they would blan friends in the
camp. The guards might torture or even kill them.

Mr Chang didn’t want to cause any grief to the ofhesoners,
so he retied his ankles. That was easy enough.tyBlg his wrists
behind his back posed a problem. He needed aa patr of hands!
There seemed no human solution.

He prayed again. “Lord, You sent my guardian angealntie
me. Now, please send him back to tie me up again!”

The ropes tightened around his hands, and he wesfdss to
the post. It was none too soon. He could heardguspproaching.

When the guards found Mr Chang’s skin rosy and wiastead
of cold and blue, they were angry indeed. Why dotlthey kill this
man who always talked about Jesus?

Grudgingly they began to untie the knots. Unddimg rope at
his feet was no problem, but at his wrists the kmas$ so tight it took
them a half hour to get it loose. Mr Chang could@lp thinking to
himself that his guardian angel either didn’t knloiw own strength or
had a delightful sense of humor!

Later, back in the prison, Mr Chang became knowthasnan
the prison guards could not kill. From that time, dhe guards
stopped trying to teach him a lesson and lookedther way when
he talked about his Friend Jesus.

Friend

The years rolled by. Chairman Mao died, and tGarlg of
Four” gained control briefly. Then in 1979, refermnded Deng
Xiaoping replaced the notorious Gang. Deng himbald suffered
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under the Cultural Revolution, and the memory wasH in his mind.
Deng wanted to free those in prison, and Mr Chaag wne of the
first to be released. He is one of the few sumawaf Qinghai. Out of
1,500 people who entered Qinghai, only 100 weltealéefe.

Today Mr Chang is in his eighties, but he look® la man 20
years younger, and he has enough energy to tirarahalf his age.
He still talks about his Friend Jesus to whoevdrlisten.

Many people in China think the Cultural Revolutiarasted
years of their lives, but Mr Chang has a speciafard from his so-
called lost years. He proudly shows his collectadnletters from
other survivors of Qinghai. They tell him that hegperience in
prison inspired them to believe that God existhieyl thank him for
telling whoever would listen about his Friend Jesus



149

/3 “That’s impossible!”

This story is printed exactly as received, withany alteration of
grammar or spelling..

It was the year of 2001 and | was 23 and néharght about God.
| was a Catholic at the time and really never pdayethanked God.

My Uncle whom | was living with was Christiamd always spoke
of God, And always asked me to join him to chuicWas really not
into it and had no care for what my uncle thought.

Well, one night | went out with a friend tgparty and my uncle
felt it was a bad idea and he told me not to gbought | would be
fine, Just thought he was overreacting as usuat, l&fore | left my
uncle told me to pray, | said Fine whatever.

Then he told me to take his car caiisewas new and good
condition compared to what mine used to look like.

So off | went to the party by the time | lgftvas about almost 2 in
the morning. And Me and My friend were walking ty car.

As we were walking 2 male men were walkingibéhus yelling
Nasty remarks to us. But we started walking faBet they started
running after us and we ran as fast as we canttimigethe car.

As we got into the car, they started bangingh® windows trying
to bust them, | was so scared, My friend was tryoget her cell
phone to dial 911, but in the panic at the momewagd trying to start
the car but to my shock the car did not turn on.

For that second | really thought | was in avi@pAs | tried to turn
the car on the man managed to bust one of theomisd The first
thing that came out of my mouth was GOD PLEASE HELF?

The car immediately turned on. | hit thas@nd went straight to
the Police station.

As we made the report the police wenttite my car to try to
get fingerprints. That's when the officer camene and said How
did you get here. | said we drove here. He theth\waill that's
Impossible you have no battery.

| was in shock and so was the police officer.
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He then told me that someone up there neadlly like me cause
the men were later caught and one was a conviapst who have
raped and killed there victims Before, | was Imoak. And cried in
tears praising the lord.

Since then | have accepted Jesus in my hadrhow a Christian
with a beautiful daughter one son and aybab the way due in
September.

God has really touched me in a way that nolmaayexplain, My
friends has also changed and forever in are heartsill have Jesus
in are hearts.



