
1.
WORTH  

REMEMBERING

Labour not for the meat which perisheth, but for that meat
which endureth unto everlasting life, which the Son of man

shall give unto you: for him hath God the Father sealed. 
John 6:27

My parents were not wealthy—well, not financially.
They rented the small farm on which they raised us

five boys. We raised seven acres of celery, milked about
eighteen Guernsey cows, and tended a few laying chickens.
Our tractors were not all the same color, but they got the
work done. Every Tuesday one of us boys was privileged to
help Mother tend our stand at the local farmers’ market.
There we would sell our celery, eggs, and extra garden pro-
duce. Yes, we had a big garden. In fact, sometimes it was
hard to tell where the garden ended and the cash crop
began. Five growing boys eat a lot of food, especially in the
adolescent and teenage years. Over the less demanding  
winter months, Dad rebuilt machinery for a local corn pro-
cessing company. No, we were not wealthy, but we were



healthy, had plenty to eat, and felt quite at home in our old
farmhouse.

Years came and years went. We boys grew older. One
became a mechanic, another a carpenter, and the rest of us
learned to make a living in machine shop work. One by one
we got married.

Grandpa was getting older. He was the one from whom
the farm was rented. He felt that with his age and health it
was time to do something about the farm. Dad could not
afford to buy it, and most of his boys were now grown, had
other jobs, and several were married. Grandpa decided to
sell the farm, and my parents decided to build a house. An
auction was planned to sell all the things my parents would
not need.

Auctions were always special times. As boys, we 
would watch hopefully as Dad or Mother bid on an item.
Generally it was something we needed rather than wanted.
They gave us boys some change to purchase our lunch from
the concession stand.

But this auction was different. This time we were the
ones who hauled all the stuff out of the house and shed. We
were the ones who lined up the well-used pieces of farm
machinery in a neat row. We were the ones this time who
were placing the things on the wagon to sell rather than
looking on the wagon for things to buy. It was stuff from
our memories being auctioned off. 

Most of my memories of that auction day are vague. I’ve
forgotten what the old Allis Chalmers brought or who got
the old 420 putt-putt John Deere. The irrigation pipe which
we had carried back and forth across the celery patch now
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belonged to someone else. Although they didn’t know it yet,
Dad’s bees would be making honey for another owner. I
don’t know who had the high bid on the old celery planter
that had carried us down those long rows, clicking its watery
click.

But I do have one quite vivid
memory of that auction day. It was
late in the day. The auctioneer
and clerk had finished their
business and gone home. The
crowd had dispersed, and the
concession stand was closed. I
remember a neighbor talking
to Dad. Dad and he had been
close friends over the years. They

and their boys had worked to-
gether, sharing machinery to put up

hay. I don’t remember what this neighbor
asked or said. It had something to do with how my parents
made out on the sale. What I do remember is Dad’s answer:
“I have been farming all these years,” he said. “And now that
all the bills are paid and all this stuff is sold, I have (he
named the amount) dollars left. It is not much to show for
all these years, but I have my five boys.”

No, my parents were not wealthy. We never had a new
car or tractor. Hand-me-downs were common, and we boys
didn’t complain (too often). Eating out was rare, as were 
expenditures for entertainment. Dad, however, did take time
to shoot some basketball with us before we went in for sup-
per. I recall winter evenings playing peggity. Dad was hard
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to beat! He took us boys hunting and
fishing on occasion. When the church
doors were open, we were there; and
Dad showed, by example, the
importance of reverence in
and out of church. Our
parents taught us by ex-
ample the Christian
graces of hospitality,
kindness, and servant-
hood. We boys sometimes
thought Dad took too seri-
ously those verses about
not sparing the rod and
thus spoiling the
child. But he did not
provoke us to wrath
by inconsistent dis-
cipline. We were
taught that God sees
us even when Dad or
Mother is not around.

So it was, on that auction
evening, that it became quite clear
to me that my father had not been
out to make every dollar he could. He
was not out hastening to get rich or trying to pile up earthly
possessions or prestige. He had higher priorities. He had his
five boys. And that is worth remembering!



2.
A GOOD

MEASURE

Give, and it shall be given unto you; good measure, pressed
down, and shaken together, and running over, shall men give

into your bosom.  For with the same measure that ye mete
withal it shall be measured to you again. 

Luke 6:38

Luke and his wife are common people. Their neat and
tidy farm home will never make Better Homes and 

Gardens or “The Prettiest Place in the Country.” Their 
photograph will not make the covers of trendy magazines. I
doubt they will ever receive public acclaim, for they are not the
kind to seek such. As Christians, however, they have left a
clear witness by their honest and generous business dealings.

Luke works away and at home. During the day he is an
employee of an agricultural business. When at home, he
runs his small farm. A few acres, a few critters, and some
old buildings are what he works with. Luke has a way with
growing fruit. Sweet and sour cherries, plums, apples, and
grapes are among the varieties he grows.


