MARTHA ... a worman in a mllion
MARTHA ... a wonman in a mllion
(LUKE 10: 38; JOHN 11: 20; 12: 2)

Dear Mart ha,

W have fallen in love wth you. No, don't blush. W have
no wish to enbarrass you, and this is no sudden surge of
sentinent. Perhaps you did not realize that you were being
wat ched. Possibly you felt a Ilittle overshadowed by your nore
illustrious sister; but all the tinme, our eyes have foll owed you
Dear Martha, do not be wupset. W think the world of your
lovely sister Mary; but if we had to choose between you, there
would hardly be a choice. Martha, you have captured our
hearts.

Mart ha, Who Wl coned t he Lord-Luke 10: 38

There, dear girl, we feel better now It took courage to
reveal all that was in our hearts; but your smle reassures
us. We have not offended; our affection is not unwelcone.
Splendid! Martha, we may never have heard of either Mar y
or Lazarus if you had not first opened your heart and hone

to Jesus. The Bible declares, " Nowit came to pass . . that
Jesus entered into a certain village: and a certain wonman
named Mirtha received him into her house." Wy, had the

Master not been pernmitted to proceed along your street, not a
menber of your family night have been nentioned in Cod' s
great Book. Wat nade you do it, Martha? That invitation
brought thirteen extra people to lunch, and iif <certain digni-
taries and neighbors crowded in, you had quite a party!

You conplained that Mary shirked her duty-Sh, don't tel

anyone, we would have conplained earlier and |onger. Dear
Mart ha, we take our hats off to you, for the Master's gentle
rebuke corrected you for ever. You never made t he same
m stake again. OCh Martha, you put us to shane. On an
average we woul d have conplained two or three tinmes per day.

Mart ha, Who Went to the Lord-John 11:20

Yes, you were always the genius in the background. Ohers
at nealtimes said grace, and thanked God for good f ood.
Did they forget that you had cooked it? Dear Martha, SO
much of God's good food is ruined by bad cooks! First
Mary crowded you out, and then Lazarus did i kew se. Ch
no, we are not conplainingg W are glad and thankful that
peopl e enthuse over the resurrection of Lazarus; but why are
they so blind? You were the only one in the fanmly to retain
a balance of faith in those dread days. Wen vyour brother

was al ready dead, you said to Jesus ...... Lord, if +thou hadst
been here, nmy brother bad not died. But | know, that even
now even now whatsoever thou wlt ask of God, CGod wi |

give it thee " (John wvv. 21, 22). Martha, you are a gem
" Even now, even now," you said; your faith was smling
through the tears. The deepening corruption of a lifeless
body was nothing if only Jesus would pray. And vyet, Martha,
you did not ask Hm to do this. O course you wanted H m
to pray, but you never asked; for it mght not have been
God's will to answer according to your desire. You probably
t hought the | oss of your brother was preferable to anything

contrary to the will of God. Your eyes said, " |If it be Thy
will, Lord. please do it for us; but if not, everything will be
all right: we wll wunderstand.” OCh Martha, you wonderfu
wonan.

Mart ha, Who Worked for the Lord-John 12:2
" Where is Martha?" they often asked; but ultimately they
Page 1



MARTHA ... a woman in a mllion
all knew where to find you-in the kitchen. You were not
known for vyour wonderful sernons; you wer e f anous for
scones. You were not a specialist in new dresses in which to
attend neetings; you were nore concerned with a new cloth
to spread over the table, and dinners which included the
Master's favorite dishes. And when the news cane t hat

Sinon the Leper intended to entertain the Savi our, you
volunteered to help. " And Martha served." Yes, yes, we
know that Mary sat and heard thrilling sermons-God bless
her! Lazarus, graceful, grateful, good, sat near the Master

and quietly worshipped. Yes, God bl ess him too! They

were both enjoying a rare spiritual experience at an ancient

Keswi ck convention-while you  worked. You would have

|l oved to hear the stories of grace; it would have been refresh-

ingly wonderful if you could have taken off the apron to
share the delights of H's mnistry. Your smles revealed the

content of your heart. You were working for the Lord. That
cup you washed would soon touch H's lovely Ilips; the piece

of bread you cut would soon rest in the hand that nade the

world. Yes, and you went into the kitchen, which that night
seemed a bit of heaven. Oh, Martha, we nust stop now or

you will be laughing at us. Wen love fills the heart it runs
away with the tongue; so dear sister, we are leaving before

we appear to be foolish. But listen, we give you fair warning.
Wen we cone honme to heaven, we shall Iook for you, and,

wel | - be prepared.

Noah's Ark-in the Bat hroom

The Sunday-school |esson had been graphically given; the
children were spell-bound as the gifted teacher told once
again the imortal story of Noah and the flood. It had been

easy to visualize the rising waters; the strange vessel wth its
| oad of animals; the landing on Munt Ararat; and the final
sacrifice when Noah expressed his gratitude to God. Yes, the
| esson had been well told, and even the children appeared to
be sorry when the tinme arrived to go honme. It was a disnal
day, for the rain lashed the streets, naking walks or outdoor
pl ay inpossible. Wapping their coats around them a brother
and sister hurried home to re-enact what they had just heard.
They agreed to play in the bathroom for the bath was the
logical place for a flood, and the shower <could supply the
rain. An old box was set afloat on the rising waters, and into
it were placed nmany toy ani mal s. Backwar ds and forwards
the old box was pushed, and the vyoungsters had a rare tine.
Wien the bath was nearly full, the children reluctantly decided
it was tine for the waters to subside, and the girl gently pulled
the plug. Slowy the waters descended, wuntil the Ark cane
to rest on " DMunt Ararat.” The ganme was over! Then the
boy renmenbered that after the flood Noah offered a sacrifice;
so he seized one of his sister's toys and suggested it should
be burnt as a sacrifice. " Ch, no! " said the girl. " You
cannot burn that; it is too good. | want it for nyself.” Lift-
ing one of her brother's toys, she examined it, and said it
would make a wonderful sacrifice because it would burn SO

well. Resolutely Jinmy refused, and soon both <children were
arguing fiercely. It was only after a heated discussion that
t hey decided neither had much use for an old toy lanb that
had lost two legs, both ears, and had no tail. Mut ual |'y

satisfied, they said, " W will give this to God, for it's no good
anyway, and we shall not want it again.”

Possibly sone will smile at this story, but is there not a
danger that even adults can make the sane m st ake? Cen-
turies ago David said . .. . . .neither wll | offer bur nt -
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MARTHA ... a worman in a mllion
offerings unto the Lord ny God of that which doth cost nme
not hi ng . " (2 Samuel 24:24). So rnuch of our service,
of ferings, devotion is second-rate: we give to God that which

we do not desire. The divine | aw states, " Gve, and it shal
be given unto vyou; good neasure, pressed down, and running
over " (Luke 6:38). Martha, the wonan in a mnmllion, always
gave her best to Christ: and we should enulate her exanple.
During nmy Australian itinerary | visited Parks, in western
New South Wales. My host was a genial Baptist el der who
had an intriguing grandson. It was no cause for amazement
when the child began to show signs of spiritual interest, for
his parents and grandparents were fine Christians. The | ad

| oved attending ny services, and nade no secret of the fact
that ny stories to children were far better than ny sernons!
After a Sunday norning service, the old grandfather cane
hone with a beaming face. COCbviously sonmething had pleased
him and I was not surprised when he took nme aside to say,
" M. Powell, that kid is sonme lad. Wen you announced
that the offering would be received, he put his hand into his
pocket and brought out the only two coins he had-a penny
and a two-shilling piece (one cent and a quarter). First he
gri pped one coin, and then the other, and it was obvious he
was debating which coin should go into the collection. Wen
t he deacon passed the plate, the boy was about to give a

penny, but suddenly changing his nind and saying, 'Ch well,
| suppose He had better have that one,' he put his two
shillings on the plate.” | Iliked the way he said, "He had
better have that one." Cbviously the boy knew his noney

was being given to Christ, and to offer a nere penny would
have seened unpardonable when a greater gift was possible.

| also knewa boy in New Zealand. Wen his father gave
hima pet sheep, Wnstone, with rare business instinct, said,

" Dad, is she all mne? And can | have the wool and sell it?"
" Yes, nmy son." Wwen shearing time arrived and the wool
was later sold, the boy had difficulty with his arithnetic. He
needed help in dividing a difficult sumof noney. When hi s
father enquired what it was all about, he was surprised but

delighted to know that Wnstone wi shed to give a tenth of
his incone to God. He knew his father did this, and was
determined to follow in Daddy's footsteps.

What shall | give Thee, Master?
Thou Who didst die for nmne;

Shall | give less of what | possess,
O shall | give all to Thee?

Jesus, ny Lord and Savi our,
Thou hast given all for ne;

Thou di dst | eave Thy hone above
To die on Cal vary:

Not just a part or half of ny heart:
I will give all to Thee.
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