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Love wasn’t put in

your heart to stay.

Love isn’t love till you

give it away!
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A
 story is told of  a well-to-do lady who
had become a Christian late in life. One

day she was walking along the city street ac-
companied by her granddaughter. When a
beggar approached them, the old lady lis-
tened to his tale. She then took a bill from
her purse and placed it in his palm. At the
next corner a Salvation Army volunteer was
waiting, and the old lady dropped a gift into
her kettle. Her granddaughter looked at her
with curiosity and then said: “Grandma, I
guess you have lost a lot since you became a
Christian, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” said the old lady, “I have. I have
lost a quick temper, a habit of  criticizing
others, and a tendency to spend all my spare
time in frivolous social events and pleasures
that mean nothing. I have also lost a spirit
of  greed and selfishness. Yes, indeed, I have
lost a good deal.

“And what I have gained is invaluable!-
Peace of  mind; power in prayer; a Friend
who is always with me, who knows, loves,
and protects me; fulfillment and richness in
life that I never knew existed; faith that al-
lows no room for fears; a promise of  a won-
derful heavenly home when I’m through
with this earthly one-and much more! Yes,
I’m happy about what I’ve lost, and what I
have gained is priceless!”

The Bank of  Heaven

“Take this to the poor widow who
lives on the edge of  town,” the old German
shoemaker told his young apprentice, hand-
ing him a basket of  fresh garden vegetables.
The shoemaker worked hard at his trade and
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God sees

unselfish-

ness and

He will

reward it.

Ga in  b y  G i v i n g
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cultivated his little garden patch to make ends meet,
yet he always seemed to be giving away what little he
had.

“How can you afford to give so much away?” he
was asked.

“I give nothing away,” he said. “I lend it to the
Lord, and He repays me many times. I am ashamed
that people think I am generous when I am repaid so
much. A long time ago, when I was very poor, I saw
someone even poorer than I. I wanted to give some-
thing to him, but I could not see how I could afford to.
However, I did give, and the Lord has helped me ever
since. I have always had some work, and my garden
grows well. Since then I have never stopped to think
twice when I have heard of  someone in need. No, even
if  I gave away all I have, the Lord would not let me
starve. It is like money in the bank, only this time the
bank-the Bank of  Heaven-never fails, and the interest
comes back every day.”

God loves to give you more than you can give
Him. The more you give, the more He’ll give you in
return.

God may not always reward you in mere dollars
and cents; it may be in protection from accidents, mis-
fortunes or serious illnesses that would have cost you a
hundred times more than anything you have given. But
in whatever way it comes, He will reward you.

Give and It Shall Be Given unto You!

According to legend, there was once an abbey
which had a very generous abbot. No beggar was ever
turned away, and the abbot gave all he could to the
needy. The strange thing was that the more he gave
away, the richer the abbey seemed to become.

When the old abbot died, he was replaced by a
new one with exactly the opposite nature-he was mean
and stingy. One day an elderly man arrived at the
monastery, saying that he had stayed there years be-
fore and was seeking shelter again. The abbot turned
the visitor away, saying that the abbey could no longer
afford its former hospitality.

“Our monastery cannot provide for strangers like
it used to when we were wealthy,”
he said. “No one seems to make gifts
towards our work nowadays.”

“Ah well,” said the stranger, “I
think that is because you banished a
brother from the monastery.”

“I don’t think we ever did that,
” said the puzzled abbot.

“Oh yes,” was the reply. “And
he had a twin. The one you banished
was called ‘Give’ and his twin was
‘It shall be given unto you.’ You ban-
ished ‘Give,’ so his brother decided
to go as well.”  •

Vocabulary

1. approach--

2. volunteer--

3. curiosity--

4. tendency--

5. frivolous--

6. fulfillment--

7. abbey--

8. abbot--

9. stingy--

10. banished--
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R
ight from the start I knew that this was
definitely not my day. I had looked for-

ward to that evening, when my friend Marek
and I were to make a trip by train to Moscow,
but it seemed that everything was going
wrong.

By the time we got in the car to leave
for the train station, it was getting late. I be-
gan to worry that we wouldn’t make it to the
train on time. As we attempted to drive off,
the car wouldn’t start. Time was running out!
We piled into a friend’s van, and were on
our way at last. Then we missed a turn, got
lost, and had to go back the way we had
come.

I prayed, “Lord, I’m sorry we’re so
late. I know that You never fail, so please do
this miracle that we need so desperately!
Delay the train! Please, Lord!”

As we pulled up to the station, I
looked at the clock. It read one minute till
the train’s departure. It was impossible to
make it!

“Jesus, please!”-And I was off, run-
ning to catch the train. Marek ran behind
me.

By the time I reached the platform,
the doors were shut and the train was al-
ready moving. The train began to pick up
speed.

“No! It can’t be! Jesus, why don’t You
stop the train?”

I jumped up on the step by the train
door. Then I realized that the doors were
locked and there was nobody in that car to
let me in.

There I was, hanging onto the door of
the rapidly accelerating train. Realizing that
it was no use trying to get in, I thought I’d
better jump off. “But the ground is coveredSa
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with ice,” I thought to myself, with growing
horror. “If  I land on the ground, I’ll prob-
ably slip right back onto the tracks!” But I
saw no other choice.

As I jumped, my foot caught on the
train’s step and I was pulled underneath the
train. Desperately, I grabbed for something
under the train. The train kept picking up speed.

My head dragged and banged on the
ground, between the train’s wheels. My long
hair hung loose, and to this day I still can’t
understand why it didn’t get caught in the fast-
moving wheels. The loud noise of  the train’s
wheels on the tracks drowned out all other
sounds. Screaming would have been of  no use.

At that moment I gave up all hope. I
prayed, “Jesus, in a couple of  minutes I’ll be
seeing You face to face. What am I going to
say? What was my life worth?” I waited for
death. I wasn’t scared, but I was so sorry that
I had not done more with my life that I had
now so foolishly thrown away. If  only I could
have another chance!

My hands felt so sore and tired, and
they were freezing! How much longer could
I hold on?

Then suddenly the train stopped.
I later found out that the train’s con-

ductor heard some commotion on the
platform, looked out, saw my boot sticking
out from under the train, and pulled the emer-
gency brake. The whole ordeal had lasted just
a few minutes.

I expected to be badly injured, but to
everyone’s amazement I only had a few
scratches and bruises.

“She was saved by God Himself,” the
conductor said, in awe. A crowd gathered, and
everyone stared at me in disbelief. And there
was Marek. He had lost sight of  me before I
hopped on the train, and then had turned back
to look for me when he saw the train moving.
When he heard people screaming that a girl
had fallen under the train, it hadn’t even oc-
curred to him that it could have been me!

We boarded the train, and the next
morning we arrived safely in Moscow.

Thinking back on that day, it’s hard to
believe that it really happened to me. I’m sure
an angel was with me. I didn’t see him, but I
know he was there. I wasn’t alone!

Now I understand that my life does not
belong to me. Perhaps it did at one time, but
I foolishly threw it away. Then the Lord, in
His wonderful mercy, took it into His hands
and gave it back to me. Now I truly belong to

Him!    .

“As the

train be-

gan to

pick up

speed, I

waited for

death.”
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