The Same Ole’ Net

In the Same Ole’ Pond

“Didyouever notice,” askedanold
lady, asshesmiledinto thetroubled
facebefore her, “that whentheLord
told the discouraged fishermento
cast their netsagain, itwasrightin
that sameold placewherethey had
beenworking dl night and had
caught nothing?1f wecould only go
off to somenew place every timewe

get discouraged, trying
againwould bean easier
thing. If wecould be
somebody else, or go

1 somewhereelse, or do
somethingdse, it might
not be hard to havefresh
faithand courage. But it
isthesameold netinthe
sameold pond for most
of us. Theold
temptationsareto be
overcome, theoldfaults
to be conquered, and the
oldtrialsand discouragementswhich
wefailed yesterday must befaced
againtoday. Wemust win
successwherewe areif we
aretowinitatall. Itisthe
Master Himsalf who, after dll
thesetoilsome, disheartening @

effortsthat wecdl failures,
bidsus, “Try again.”

Not For Sale!

At the close of
the Civil War,
stockhol dersof
theinfamous
Louisana
Lottery,
approached
Generd
Robert E.
Leeand
tendered
him the presidency of thecompany.
Leewaswithout position, property,
or income, but regarded thisoffer as
thegain of oppression, and onthe
ground that hedid not understand the
businessand did not careto learnit,
he modestly declined the proposition.
They thensaid, “ No experienceis

needed. We know how to
run the business. Wewant
you aspresident for the
influenceof your name.
Remember thesdary is
twenty-fivethousand
dollarsayear.” Lee
aroseand buttoned hisold gray

coat over hismanly breast and

replied, “ Gentlemen, my homeat
ArlingtonHeightsisgone, | ama
poor man, and my peoplearein
need. My nameand influenceareall

| haveleft, and they arenot for sale
at any price.” Rather than receivethe
gain of oppression, hetaught the
young men of the South the
principlesof right living at asalary of
onethousand dollarsayear.

| Hope | didn’t
Complain!

Robert Hall, the great Baptist
preacher, used to be subject to
occasonsof great physical pain,in
the course of which hewouldroll
onthegroundinsheer agony.
Whenthepainwasover, thefirst
wordsheused to say were, “|
hopel didn't complain.” How
much moreeffectiveour witness
for Christ would beif wedidn't
complain somuch about our trids
of faith.

\\\/ hat would
You say?

A minister wasmaking some
repairson hishomewhen he
noticed theneighbor'slittle

boy waspaying very
closeattentiontothe
& f job. The pastor
, | & asked,“Areyou
getting some
pointerson
carpentry, Harold?’
Thelittleobserver
replied, “Nosdir. I'mjust
waitingtoseewhat a
preacher says
when hesmashes
histhumbwitha

k—.‘-——

Anger "lIt's
wise to

remember
that anger
isjustone
letter

short of
danger.”
--Sam Ewing




