
Is It Worth It?
by Crystal Steinhauer

Those lovely pictures of the first strawberries 
of the season, packs of petunias and marigolds 
ready for planting, and mud squishing between 
little toes are what started it. It was a longing for 
“somewhere where I wasn’t.” Spring, my favor-
ite season when I’d lived in the States, meant 
none of those things in Belize. Instead, spring 
now meant wiping sweat, chasing dogs out of 
my flower beds, and ministering to people who 
seemed to have more interest in my pocketbook 
than in the Black Book. Is it worth it? Why live 
so far from our families when our efforts yield 
so few results anyway?

We had just come through a low time where 
several members left the church, we were being 
harassed by a mentally unstable man, and I was 
expecting our fourth child. I was weary in body 
and soul. Looking at the pictures sent us from 
up north—and let me hasten to add, we enjoyed 
those pictures—I couldn’t help but wish that I 
was a normal housewife grilling hamburgers by a 
lake, going to yard sales, and planting a garden.

Why am I putting myself through this? I 
thought. I could live close to my mother, allow 
my children the privilege of growing up with their 
cousins, and relax in an air-conditioned house. 
No one really appreciates our efforts here anyway.

That nagging question: Is it worth it? Miss 
Freda, who’s been a missionary much longer 
than I have, chuckled when I asked her and said, 
“You think I haven’t gone through this struggle 
myself?” I was a little surprised. Miss Freda 
seems perfectly content in Belize. She tirelessly 
ministers to the stream of people who come to 
her door and has a way of letting everyone who 
comes to church know that she cares about them. 
If I know anyone who reveals Christ in action, 
it’s Miss Freda. So her struggle surprised me. 
“Oh, yes,” she said. “I live far from my married 
children, and sometimes I don’t get to see a new 

grandbaby till it’s nearly a year old.”
It’s not hard for me to see that it’s worth it 

for Mr. Eldon and Miss Freda to be living here. 
Sometimes I think they are the glue that holds 
our church together. They have blessed so many 
people, myself among them. If nothing else, she 
has provided the mother figure I crave while my 
own is so far away. And the wealth of knowledge 
and experience that is mine for the asking! Then 
there are the Bible studies they hold with new 
Christians, the down-and-out people who depend 
on them for a listening ear, and the neighbors 
who come to give Miss Freda new plants and 
leave with seeds of the Gospel. Of course it’s 
worth it—for them!

As I grappled with these feelings, we reached 
the Sunday school lesson on the faith of 
Abraham. God had lessons there for me. “Now 
the Lord had said unto Abram, Get thee out of 
thy country, and from thy kindred, and from 
thy father’s house, unto a land that I will shew 
thee: and I will make of thee a great nation, and 
I will bless thee, and make thy name great; and 
thou shalt be a blessing” (Genesis 12:1, 2). In a 
minuscule way, I can identify with Abram. I, too, 
left my country and went to an unfamiliar land. 
I wonder if Abraham ever asked, “Is it worth 
it?” And while the Bible doesn’t tell us much of 
what Sarah thought, she must have struggled 
with some doubts as well.

When I look at Abraham’s life hundreds of 
years later, there is no doubt that it was worth 
it. Yet Hebrews 11 tells us he needed faith to 
venture out to an unfamiliar place. Because of 
that faith, generations have been blessed.

I shared some of my struggles of a weak faith 
with the women in my Sunday school class. “Yes, 
of course it’s worth it. If none had ever left their 
country, there probably wouldn’t be a church 
here today,” elderly Miss Dorothy said. She has 
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been a church member for years. Several of her 
grown children are also church members. Her 
granddaughter, sitting beside me, is a beautiful 
young lady who is now teaching at our school.

I can see, just as clearly as I could for Abraham, 
that all the sacrifices have not been in vain for 
those first church planters. It was worth it for 
them to come to the bush of Belize and live with 
no electricity or telephone so they could share 
Christ with Miss Dorothy and others. I know 
the sacrifices of those in the past were worth it. 
Why do I so doubt my link in this chain?

Perhaps it’s because I know best my humanity. 
I get annoyed when a neighbor needs something 
at bedtime. I don’t feel like making tea for the 
homeless man who comes during lunch. I get 
frustrated when I give the battered girlfriend 
money to leave her man, only for her to return 

to him in a few days. And yet God has never 
reserved His work for perfect people—thankfully. 
He wants to keep polishing my rough edges, but 
He will not let my humanity stop His plans.

While I struggle daily to be a representative 
of Christ in this village and in my home, I need 
to don my glasses of faith. Rather than looking 
around for nonexistent results, or worse, taking 
credit for results, I must choose to believe that 
God is working beyond human sight. If I could 
see how everything was going to work out, it 
would erase the need for faith.

Someday I will stand before Christ, and when 
I hear Him say, “Well done, thou good and faith-
ful servant,” the bowls of ice cream, the air- 
conditioned house, the first red strawberries—I 
will be glad that I sacrificed them for that.

In Mother’s Kitchen
True story by Carolyn Gingrich

The dishwasher was broken, my feet were 
sore, and what was left in the cupboards for 
school lunches? If I would make a batch of cook-
ies, I thought, there would be something special 
to put inside.

Tired of my usual “go to” recipes, I grabbed 
an old church cookbook my mother had given 
me when I was a teenager. Paging through, I 
found a cookie recipe my mother had submitted.

“It’s such a good recipe. I’ve made them so 
often,” my mother’s voice echoed in my mind. 
“You should really double the batch.”

Smiling as warm memories flooded my heart, 
I mixed in the softened butter and sugars. I 
tasted the batter after I had added the oatmeal 
and chocolate chips. My daughter saw me and, 
with a twinkle in her eye, copied me.

“It’s Gramma Martin’s recipe,” I told her as I 
greased the cookie sheet. “When it was my turn 
to do a ‘baking day,’ your aunts would come into 
the kitchen and keep asking when the cookies 
were done. Okay, shoo, that’s enough.”

After the cookies were baked, I sent a picture 
of the cookies to my sisters and parents, explain-
ing it was our mother’s recipe in the old church 

cookbook. My sisters and I live far apart and see 
each other only a few times a year.

One sister responded, “Remember how we 
would eat the entire first cookie sheet as soon 
as it cooled?”

Sharing laughter together, we connected 
across the miles over our mother’s cookie recipe. 
We are all mothers now, serving our families and 
our communities, applying lessons our mother 
faithfully taught us.

I look back and marvel at my mother’s patience 
as I used every bowl, spoon, and spatula in her 
kitchen. Forgetting ingredients, dropping eggs 
between counter and stove—oh, the patience 
needed! My mother must have had moments of 
exasperation!

But someday, in the not-so-distant future, 
when my daughter will be having a “baking 
day,” it will be my turn.

I’ll pull out that old church cookbook and say, 
“This cookie recipe of Gramma Martin’s is so 
good. How about making a double batch?”

My daughter will giggle and say, “Sure, Mom, 
because the boys and I will eat the entire first 
cookie sheet.”

And then somewhere between butter and bak-
ing soda, the sugar will spill and perhaps the 
oven timer won’t be set. The spatulas will all be 
licked, and the dishes will be quite scattered. I’ll 
take a deep breath and remember my mother’s 
patience as I learned in her kitchen.

“But the wisdom that is from above is first pure, 
then peaceable, gentle, and easy to be entreated, 
full of mercy and good fruits” (James 3:17).
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Ruining the EndingRuining the Ending
by Carolyn Gingrichby Carolyn Gingrich

I horrify many a person when I pick up a 
book, read the last few pages, and then decide 
if this particular book warrants a time slot in 
my limited pleasure reading. Endings need to 
be well-written, satisfactory, in order for me to 
enjoy the entire book. So hence, to avoid disap-
pointment, I flip to the end. This practice has 
become my standard for years, so I’m immune 
to the judgmental frowns and simply forget that 
for some readers the surprise of the ending is 
everything. I met a young reader like this in 
my children’s Sunday school class.

Our church had survived another hectic but 
fulfilling week of vacation Bible school. As usual, 
for a few weeks after, my Sunday school class wel-
comed a few new faces. One of the “new” children 
brought a friend, whom I had never seen before.

“What’s your name?” I asked, giving him my 
largest smile because he appeared nervous.

“Ty. I’ve never been to church before,” he 
said. His small dark eyes glistened with keen, 
sober intelligence and yet fear of rejection. He 
was petite for his age, his hair cut short, and he 
wore clean clothes. I couldn’t tell what nation-
ality he was.

“No worries, you are not alone. There are oth-
ers here who have never been to Sunday school 
before either.” I motioned to a chair. “You can 
sit beside your friend right here. We are going 
to sing some songs, have a Bible story, craft, 
and then we are done.”

Ty nodded, relaxing a little.
The children sang mightily due to knowing 

the songs from the previous week. During the 
Bible story, Ty sat perfectly still, attentively 
listening in spite of the wiggling, bumping, and 
whispers around him.

Our story was on Jesus feeding the five thou-
sand people with only a boy’s lunch. (Andrew 
was the disciple to find the boy. Andrew was 
also the one who brought Simon Peter to meet 
Jesus. As I looked at Ty and his friend, my heart 
warmed as I realized again that Jesus works 
through us the same way.)

“Bible stories are not just stories,” I said. 
“These stories are true. They actually hap-
pened!” I moved the felt Bible story pieces 
around and expounded details of Jesus’ divinity 
even though my assistants were busy trying to 

keep the children seated and quiet. Ty drank in 
every word. When the story ended and it was 
time to move to the craft table, he blinked as 
though waking from a dream.

After the worship service ended, Ty found me 
and peppered me with questions about Jesus. 
My heart bubbled over with joy as I realized he 
was honestly seeking, listening to the sermon, 
believing these brand-new truths.

“Here,” I gestured, “I’m going to give you one 
of our Bibles.”

Ty hesitated. “For free?”
“Yes.” I laughed, but then quickly clamped 

my mouth shut when I saw his defenses go up. 
“We have these Bibles here to give to whoever.”

“Oh!” He immediately relaxed.
I couldn’t tell how old he was or his reading 

level so I picked a children’s Bible that also 
had pictures.

“Where’s the story we had today?” he asked.
I found the spot and then flipped ahead to 

Jesus dying on the cross and rising from the 
dead. He grew restless. I knew in my spirit I 
would never see him again, and so, like a run-
away train, I talked faster and faster, flipping 
farther and farther back as he grew more and 
more impatient.

Finally, he grabbed the Bible and yelled, 
“Stop! You’re ruining the story! Don’t tell me 
how it ends!”

Shocked, I almost burst out laughing but 
managed to stifle it before I offended him again. 
“Wait, I’ll quickly write my name and phone 
number in the cover in case you have questions.” 
His hand remained on the Bible as I hurriedly 
wrote the information. He darted off as soon 
as I was done.

“That boy sure looked happy!” an older woman 
remarked.

Years passed, and as I sensed that morn-
ing, like Philip and the eunuch, I never saw Ty 
again. I still chuckle about his adamant desire to 
read the Bible in proper sequence so the ending 
wouldn’t be ruined. What a wonderful ending 
he will discover!

“And there shall be no night there; and they 
need no candle, neither light of the sun; for the 
Lord God giveth them light: and they shall reign 
for ever and ever” (Revelation 22:5).
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“Study to shew thyself approved unto God, a workman that needeth not 
to be ashamed, rightly dividing the word of truth” (2 Timothy 2:15).

Theme: The Book of Isaiah by Nelson Martin

Beginning Your Study
The Book of Isaiah is one of the most often quoted Old Testament books in the New Testament, 

with numerous references to the coming Messiah whom Isaiah sometimes calls the “Servant.” 
He is also described as a suffering Servant, especially in Isaiah 53. Isaiah is mentioned by name 
nineteen times in the New Testament. Students often divide Isaiah’s subject matter at Chapter 
40. The first 35 chapters speak of Isaiah’s call, prophecies against Judah and other nations, as well 
as prophecies of judgment and blessing. Chapters 36–39 focus on King Hezekiah, his deliverance 
from enemies and from sickness, as well as his sin. Chapters 40–66 contain prophecies of comfort 
to Israel, especially focusing on the Messiah as Servant and Deliverer. He is also prophesied at 
times in the first 39 chapters. Far more than any other Old Testament writer, Isaiah spoke of the 
Lord God as “the Holy One of Israel.”

Preparing for Study
Bible dictionaries and other Bible helps contain a wealth of information about Isaiah himself as 

well as his prophetic book. His name means “Jehovah is salvation” or “God has saved.” Especially 
note the direct references to Him in the New Testament (KJV—Esaias) and what they say about 
Isaiah himself as well as prophecies of Jesus the Messiah. Note especially: Matthew 3:3 is Isaiah’s 
prophecy of John the Baptist; Matthew 8:17 quotes from Isaiah 53:4 about Jesus; Luke 4:17, 18 
quotes from Isaiah 61:1 about Jesus preaching the Gospel to the poor; Acts 8:28-30 describes the 
Ethiopian reading from Isaiah and seeking understanding; Romans 10:14-17 refers to Isaiah 53:1.

I. Isaiah’s Call
Isaiah begins with a one-verse reference (1:1) 

to his call from the Lord and calls it a vision. He 
immediately goes into prophecies to a sinful nation. 
Chapter 6 goes into more detail about this vision and 
call. At first Isaiah was reluctant, but finally said, 
“Here am I; send me.” He heeded the call both to 
warn his people and the nations around them as well 
as to speak words of encouragement and comfort.
A. Isaiah received the call to warn, and we are 

called to warn the disobedient as well – Isaiah 
1:2-4, 10, 11; 2:3-5; 6:9-11; Acts 20:28-31; 
1 Thessalonians 5:14.

B. Isaiah was willing to heed God’s call to warn 
and teach, and we need to be willing to heed 
His call to us – Isaiah 6:5-8; Romans 10:13-20; 
John 7:16; Hebrews 13:20, 21; Revelation 22:14.

II. Prophecies of Judgment
Isaiah began his prophecies of judgment by 

warning his own people, the people of Judah, of 
the danger in refusing to do God’s will and the 
need to be holy, following the Holy One of Israel 
(Isaiah 1:2–12:6). Then he prophesied against the 
heathen nations around Israel (13:1–23:18). He 
then prophesied of the day of the Lord, a time 
of judgment (24:1–27:13). Then he issued more 
prophecies of judgment and blessing (28:1–35:10).
A. Here are some judgments people faced in 

Isaiah’s time—Isaiah 1:15; 2:11-17; Isaiah 
5:8-25 (woes); Isaiah 17:9-14.

B. What are some judgments the New Testament 
says the disobedient will face? Ephesians 5:6; 
2 Thessalonians 1:8; Hebrews 2:1-3.

III. King Hezekiah
In Chapters 36 and 37 Isaiah switches to the 

history of Hezekiah, one of the rulers when Isaiah 
prophesied. The Lord marvelously delivered 
Hezekiah from the Assyrians as well as from a 
serious sickness. Then Hezekiah showed the son 
of the king of Babylon all the treasures in Israel, 
which was a drastic mistake.
A. Why did Hezekiah make this mistake? What 

was he most concerned about (39:8)?
B. What should be our attitude toward the future? 

See Deuteronomy 5:29; 6:6, 7.
IV. The Prophecies of Comfort

Chapters 40–66 of Isaiah emphasize comfort 
to Israel and to all people, especially as they 
look forward to the coming Messiah. This hope 
is found even in the first 39 chapters.
A. What is prophesied concerning the Messiah, 

the Servant, in the following passages? Isaiah 
9:6, 7; 50:6; 52:13–53:12; 61:1-3.

B. What are some of the promises in Isaiah to 
Israel as a nation? See Isaiah 40:1-8; 58:13, 
14; 59:19-21; 61:1-3; 66:12-14.
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They Were(n’t) Invisible
by C. Zook

“Grandma, would you mind setting that pitcher 
on the top shelf for me?” Cassidy asked as kindly 
as her exhausted frame could muster. It had been 
a long day of caring for her aged grandmother. 
Breakfast was a trial, with Grandma refusing 
to eat the oatmeal that she thought was under-
cooked eggs. After hearing, “I’m going to get sal-
monella from eating these eggs!” approximately 
twenty times, Cassidy felt like she was nearly 
ready to go insane. In the end, Grandma acqui-
esced to eating an apple and an egg sandwich.

Cassidy’s plot to keep Grandma busy with 
folding the laundry had gone awry with Grandma 
unfolding all the pieces Cassidy had done, and 
then spreading them throughout the house in 
cupboards and drawers while Cassidy was on 
the phone with Aunt Velda. She wanted to make 
sure her mother was getting the best of care 
while she lived five hundred miles away and 
worked forty-five hours a week at an assisted 
living complex. Velda commented that she was 
sure Cassidy was doing a great job, but, “Was 
Grandma getting enough nutrition?” And, “When 
was the last time she had a dental checkup?”

Lunch was more successful than breakfast, 
and before Grandma fell asleep for her afternoon 
nap, she informed Cassidy, “You are just like 
an angel to me!”

Tears filled Cassidy’s eyes, and she remem-
bered the kind, soft-spoken woman Grandma 
Verna had been five years ago. Grandma’s declin-
ing health had left her in consternation because, 
instead of being the servant she had always been 
to others, she needed to be served herself, and 
that went against her grain.

The mood of the afternoon had been melan-
choly. Grandma cried because she was sure her 
children wouldn’t make it home from school 
because “there’s a blizzard forecast for this after-
noon.” Her only comfort was stroking her baby 

doll and singing to it. Only to interrupt herself 
by saying, “I’m sure they won’t make it home! I 
wonder if we should call Mahlon?”

By bedtime Cassidy was drained, and though 
the day had not been much more eventful than 
usual, it was at times such as these that she 
needed to remember to care for Grandma out of 
love and commitment, rather than for the slight 
monthly salary she garnered from staying at 
Grandma’s house four days a week.

* * * * * * *
Eileen came bounding into the house. It seemed 

like since she was dating, every aspect of her life 
was filled with cheer, Jamie noted rather wryly. 
Even the barn chores had become more exciting, 
because Leland volunteered to help Eileen one 
evening, thus evoking multiple discussions such 
as, “I wonder what he’ll think of Holsteins, since 
his grandpa always had Jerseys?” “Should I wear 
my green chore dress or my blue chore dress?” 
and “What kind of cookies should I make for a 
snack before we do chores?”

Jamie tried to listen with an open mind and 
not let all the facts Eileen shared about Leland 
and his favorite foods, his job, and his siblings 
get on her nerves. She didn’t usually mind it 
too much; however, there were days when she 
did wonder how the conversation had magically 
turned from what Jamie should make for supper 
to what Leland’s coworkers said about the new 
seat covers in his truck.

“So Leland asked if it works for me to have 
off on Tuesday night so we can go to the church 
picnic together. What do you think? If it doesn’t 
work, that’s all right, but I’m sure he would be 
thrilled if it would.” The church picnic would 
start at six o’clock, right over chore time, so the 
evening milkers in the King household would 
have to start chores a little early and arrive at 
the picnic a little late. Jamie didn’t really mind 
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milking that evening, since her friend Faith was 
gone anyway and the other youth girls were all 
three years older, but at times she wondered if 
her calling in life was to work around everyone 
else’s schedule, since she didn’t have a job yet 
and was “just working at home.”

One evening as she was cleaning out the barn 
after yet another milking, the thought struck 
Jamie that her work here and now was just as 
important as her work at any other time in her life. 
It seemed like people who worked away from home 
got more credit for the things they were doing, 
but if all she was looking for in life was credit for 
the things she did, something was wrong. If she 
wouldn’t kindly listen to Eileen sharing yet another 
story about Leland, if she couldn’t cheerfully milk 
cows on an odd schedule, and if she wasn’t willing 
to work behind the scenes, life would be a bitter 
disappointment.

* * * * * * *
“We need ten volunteers to fill the van going to 

Mississippi for flood cleanup,” Dave announced 
after church. Sharon’s ears perked up at the 
words. She had prayed for a short-term mission 
project only last week. Her parents felt that 
they needed her help with her younger siblings 
since Mom was diagnosed with chronic fatigue 
syndrome. So leaving for a term of voluntary ser-
vice was out of the question. Short-term projects 
were something she could help with though, so 
a week-long trip seemed perfect.

Her parents were in favor of Sharon going, so 
Dad called Dave on Tuesday evening. Dave said 
there was still room, so when they met at church 
the next Monday morning, Sharon excitedly put 
her bags in the luggage trailer. Thoughts of doing 
heroic work sped through her mind. It would be a 
wonderful time to minister to those who had faced 
disaster in their lives. She was looking forward 
to working with her fellow church members and 
visiting with the flood victims.

The ten-hour drive seemed to fly by. After 
arriving at the mission base and unloading their 
luggage, thirty minutes of orientation took place 
before bedtime so that work could begin promptly 
the next morning. During orientation, Ethan, the 
crew leader, asked if anyone would be willing to 
help with kitchen duty. One of the kitchen volun-
teers had to leave for a funeral in her home com-
munity, so the kitchen crew was short-staffed. 
Since no one else was volunteering for the job, 
Sharon raised her hand. The thought of getting 
up at 5:00 to cook eggs did not especially thrill 
her, but since she had decided that she would 
do what needed to be done, she set her alarm for 
the early hour. Rhonda said later that she would 
have volunteered, except for the fact that she 

couldn’t bear to meet three new people at 5:30 
in the morning.

The first day of cooking went well. The kitchen 
managers were jolly folks, and their organized 
plans for menus and other duties such as cleanup 
seemed to work well. Sharon’s original plan 
of cooking for two days until the absent cook 
returned, then helping with cleanup projects the 
rest of the week was waylaid when the cook had 
car trouble only one hundred miles from home 
on her way back to the mission base. The only 
reasonable plan was to go back and wait on the 
mechanic shop for two days before she could 
return to her position in the kitchen.

Sharon said she would cook yet another day, 
then let Rhonda take over since she had offered 
to share the kitchen duties as well. Sharon was 
getting excited about working outside and meeting 
new people. Her friends on the cleanup crew came 
back hot, smelly, and very tired every night, shar-
ing stories that seemed to glow with good deeds 
done. Working in the air-conditioned kitchen was 
definitely cooler than slaving away outside in the 
southern heat and humidity, but Sharon began to 
wonder if her job mattered as much as what her 
friends were doing. Yes, she was having a good 
time, but was she really doing the most good? It 
seemed more heroic to tear out insulation in the 
humidity than to slice tomatoes in a cool kitchen.

She was excited until Barb, the kitchen man-
ager, got sick that afternoon. After a brief discus-
sion with Ernest, Barb’s husband, Rhonda and 
Sharon decided it would be best if Sharon kept on 
cooking the rest of the week, because she knew 
more about the mission base kitchen than Rhonda 
did. A discontented attitude began to take root in 
Sharon’s mind. What would people think when 
they got back home? They would surely think she 
had only been trying to escape the heat and hard 
work by doing kitchen duty. She would be forgotten 
because she was doing a work that people only 
noticed the twenty minutes while they were eating.

As self-pity and sadness filled her mind that 
evening, she gathered with the other members of 
the crew for group devotions. Dave began talking 
about service and invisible servants in our lives.

“Look around, and you will find them. They will 
no longer be invisible. Invisible servanthood is 
just as important as all those courageous duties 
people accomplish while everyone is watching,” 
Dave shared. Sharon began to think that maybe 
it was time to change her perspective.

* * * * * * *
“And though I bestow all my goods to feed the 

poor . . . and have not charity, it profiteth me 
nothing. . . . charity vaunteth not itself, is not 
puffed up” (1 Corinthians 13:3, 4).
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Mind Your MannersMind Your Manners
by Howard Beanby Howard Bean

Courtesy is an important aspect of love. First 
Corinthians 13:5 indicates that love doesn’t 
behave inappropriately or unmannerly or self-
ishly. Someone who related to a certain group 
reported that eighty percent of them were rude, 
and twenty percent of them were very rude. 
That definitely should not be the reputation of 
Christians.

The Bible tells of some who were very rude. 
The tormentors of Jesus showed great rudeness 
at His trial and crucifixion. They spat on Him. 
They taunted Him. They mocked Him. They 
falsely accused Him. They struck Him.

I can only imagine how difficult it must have 
been for Abigail to live with her husband Nabal. 
First Samuel 25 gives us a picture of his rude-
ness. In consideration of the help and kindness 
of David’s men to him, they politely requested 
some food for their labors. Nabal showed that he 
was harsh (1 Samuel 25:3) by his response. He 
was rude and gruff. His speech showed contempt, 
and he made a false accusation (verses 10 and 
11). He was selfish and ungrateful as he railed on 
them. His reputation was that a person couldn’t 
even have a decent conversation with him (v. 17).

Children and youth should learn to be cour-
teous. Especially to those who are older, respect 
should be shown. Second Kings 2:23-25 tells of 
rudeness shown by adolescents and teenagers to 
Elisha the prophet. They mocked him, referring 
to him as “Thou bald head.” A bear came out of 
the woods and tore forty-two of them.

The Hebrew word translated little children 
means “youths” as used here and in other 
Scriptures. In Eastern culture the term bald 
head was an expression of utter contempt. It 
seems like they were trying to make a fool of 
Elisha and indirectly blaspheme God by telling 
him to go up like his mentor. They wanted to 
be rid of Elisha. Their extreme rudeness and 
disrespect called for extreme punishment.
Where is courtesy needed?

Courtesy is needed at church. Arrive at 
church on time. Be seated where the usher 
directs you. Don’t whisper or fool around in 
church during the service. Listen respectfully 
to the sermon. Don’t park yourself at the end 
of the pew and make others stumble over your 
frame. Be friendly to visitors and don’t stare at 
them. Avoid being part of a clique but be sociable 
to those around you. Reflect on the prayer of a 

little girl: “God, help bad people to be good, and 
all good people to be nice.”

Courtesy is needed in the home. Words like 
please, thank you, excuse me should be common 
among families. Parents should listen to chil-
dren when they speak. Parents should not show 
favoritism. Children should not talk back to their 
parents. Children should use respectful terms 
when speaking about their parents. Children 
should listen attentively to their parents.

Husbands and wives should demonstrate 
mutual respect. This applies to speaking, lis-
tening, and responding. A wife should “see that 
she reverence her husband” (Ephesians 5:33). 
A husband should give “honour unto the wife, 
as unto the weaker vessel, and as being heirs 
together of the grace of life” (1 Peter 3:7).

Sometime in the first decade of my marriage I 
read a thought-provoking statement by an expert 
who had counseled couples for many years. He 
said that he was almost ready to promise, per-
haps even guarantee, that a marriage will go on 
gloriously if you continue to do just fifty percent 
of the kindnesses and courtesies you practiced 
before marriage. If rudeness, carelessness, and 
selfishness were avoided in marriage as strictly 
as in courtship days, many marriages would be 
on the recovery list instead of knocking on the 
morgue door.

In the context of marriage in 1 Peter 3, Peter, 
a married man, wrote, “Finally, be ye all of one 
mind, having compassion one of another, love 
as brethren, be pitiful, be courteous” (1 Peter 
3:8). The previous verse instructs husbands to 
live with wives, “giving honour unto the wife.” 
A husband can give honor to his wife by being 
courteous to her.

Courtesy is needed in the community. 
Regard those who are physically or mentally chal-
lenged as being of equal worth. Also regard the 
elderly with respect. Put into practice Leviticus 
19:32. “Thou shalt rise up before the hoary head, 
and honour the face of the old man, and fear thy 
God: I am the Lord.” Let older folks feel involved 
and significant. Be patient with those who move 
more slowly than you do. Speak loud enough to 
those who have some auditory impairment.

Be mannerly to those who are of a different 
ethnic group than yours. Be considerate of visible 
minorities. Courtesy is a duty Christians owe to 
everyone they meet.
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Brown Hens With Eagles’ Wings
by Carolyn Gingrich

On Mother’s Day, my children’s Sunday school 
lesson was from Mark 10:13-16. “Suffer the little 
children to come unto me . . . and he took them 
up in his arms, put his hands upon them, and 
blessed them.”

That morning, Lizzy, a girl the age of my 
daughter Jasmine, was in attendance. Lizzy 
seemed particularly squirrelly. She interrupted 
my Bible story several times. Her pale face held 
blue eyes absent of their usual sparkle.

Suddenly she blurted out, “My mom never 
returned my phone calls. I called her a bunch 
of times last night.”

A deep understanding clouded our class. For 
a variety of reasons, some of the other children 
were separated from their mothers as well.

Lizzy lived with her grandparents and came 
to church with her aunt. Lizzy’s mother had 
stopped coming for the supervised visits half a 
year ago. Lizzy faithfully went to each visit only 
to be stood up, over and over.

When I ended the class, I assured the children 
of their value to Jesus, but the sadness lingered. 
The lesson did not feel complete or satisfactory.

Jasmine asked me after Sunday school if she 

could sit with Lizzy during the  
service. I knew there would be a 
few whispers and perhaps a giggle, but 
for today, Jasmine could minister to this broken-
hearted girl in that special way a young friend can.

In Mark 10, when these mothers brought their 
children to Jesus, perhaps they also brought 
their neighbor’s children and a few more wan-
dering out somewhere by themselves. Being a 
godly mother compares to being a brown hen 
with wings the size of an eagle’s! We can’t help 
all those without mothers who care. But we 
can stretch out beyond our comfort level and 
influence all those within our wingspan.

Twenty-Year Goal
by Ida Marie Horst

“If the relationship God has desired and designed 
for boys and their mothers is in place, a boy will 
always want to tell his mother first when a sorrow 
or a joy touches his life.” It was Mother’s Day, and 
the minister expounded on Titus 2.

“If he is married, he will want to tell his wife 
too, of course, but if the bond is there like God 
planned, his desire will be to tell his mother.” 
A deep longing filled my heart. I coveted that 
relationship with my sons and my daughters.

My prayers added a new dimension—praying 
for our children if God granted them. “Lord, 
help me bond and create and fill that spot that 
You planned.”

I considered my husband and his mother; yes, 
without a doubt, they cherished a connection 
like that. I asked him anyway, “Do you have a 
bond like that?”

His instantaneous answer thrilled me. “Yes, 
of course. Absolutely.”

“I knew it,” I said. “I want to be like that too!”
* * * * * * *

That August, we praised God for a living son. 
I rocked his wee form in the coming days and 
weeks. My mind went back to the sermon and the 
conversation with my husband many times. My 
longing intensified; I wanted a healthy, bonded 
relationship as God intended. I anticipated reap-
ing the benefits in twenty years, Lord willing, if 
I cultivated that connection now.

Thank you, Mom, for the good example to 
follow! Thank you for raising your son, filling 
your God-given role, and nurturing that bond 
in love. And thank you for welcoming me, as 
his wife, into that bond, sharing with me the 
cultivated relationship.

May I, as you, enjoy in years to come, affinity 
with sons and daughters.

Provoking One Another
by Rosanna Esh

It was Mother’s Day, and our children had 
made it a special day. I had treasured the gifts, 
the card, and the words of love and appreciation. 
Lunch was delicious, and the food had been made 
without my help. What luxury! Vacation from 
kitchen duties was a gift in itself.

Now it was evening, and my daughter had 
placed another gift in my hands. But from whom? 
“From One Mother to Another,” the tag read 
on the wide taffeta ribbon. The gift was taste-
fully wrapped, and I savored the moment. It was 
almost too pretty to open.

I opened it carefully. Inside the gift box and 
tissue paper were two tea bags, two homemade 
chocolate-dipped biscotti, two chocolates in flow-
ered papers, a honey stick, and a “Happy Mother’s 
Day” clip. Everything I needed for teatime for two, 
with my husband. The back of the gift tag had 
some words of appreciation and encouragement.

I felt a little awed by my friend. Her children 
were younger than ours, and I knew they had 
not made lunch for her. She did not get a break 
from cooking that day as I had. But she took 
time to prepare this special gift and write these 
words of encouragement.

Is this what it means to provoke one another 
to love and good works (Hebrews 10:24)?
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