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Others

By Charles D. Meigs

Lord, help me live
from day to day
In such a selfself-forgetful way
That even when
I kneel to pray
My prayer shall be for—
for—
Others.
Chorus:

Others, Lord, yes others,
Let this my motto be,
Help me to live for others,
That I may live like Thee.
Help me in all the work I do
To ever be sincere and true
And know that all
I’d do for You
Must needs be done for—
for—
Others.
Let "Self" be crucified
and slain
And buried deep:
and all in vain
May efforts be to rise again,
Unless to live for—
for—
Others.
And when my work
on earth is done,
And my new work
in Heav’n’s begun,
May I forget
the crown I’ve won,
While thinking still of—
of—
Others.

Apples & Jesus
Sometime ago a group of salesmen went to a regional sales convention in Chicago. They had assured their wives they would be home in plenty of time for Friday
night dinner.
In their rush, with tickets and briefcases, one of the salesmen inadvertently kicked
over a small table which held a display of apples in the airport terminal. Apples rolled
everywhere. Without stopping or
looking back, the men all managed to reach the plane in time
for their nearly-missed boarding;
all, that is but one!!! He paused,
took a deep breath, got in touch
with his feelings and experienced
a twinge of compassion for the
girl whose apple stand had been
overturned.
Quickly turning back, he
waved to his buddies to go on
without him and told one of them
to call his wife when they arrived
at their home destination and explain that he was taking a later
flight. (This was before the day of
cell phones.) Then he returned to
the terminal where the apples were all over the terminal floor.
He was so glad that he did. He quickly observed that this 16-year-old girl was totally blind! She was softly crying, tears running down her cheeks in frustration, at the
same time helplessly groping for her spilled produce as the crowd swirled around her;
no one stopping, no one caring or checking in to learn about her plight.
The salesman knelt on the floor with her, gathered up the apples, put them back
on the table and helped organize her display. As he did so, he noticed that many of
them had become bruised and battered; these he set aside in another basket. Then
he pulled out his wallet and said to the girl, “Here, please take this $40 for the damage we did, Will you be okay now?
She nodded through her tears. He continued, “I hope we didn’t spoil your day too
badly.”
As he turned to walk away, the bewildered blind girl called out to him, “Mister…”
he paused and turned to look back into the girl’s blind eyes.
She asked, “Are you Jesus?”
He stopped in mid-stride … and turned. He went back to the girl and said, “No, I

“For
For thus saith the LORD of hosts; After the glory hath he sent me
unto the nations which spoiled you: for he that toucheth you toucheth
the apple of his eye” Zechariah 2:8
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“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me” Matt. 25:40.

am nothing like Jesus. He is good, kind, caring, loving
and would never have bumped into your display table
in the first place.”
The girl gently nodded. “I only asked because I
prayed for Jesus to help me gather the apples. He
sent you to help me, so you are like Him—only He
knows who will do His will. Thank you for hearing His
call, Mister.”
Slowly the man turned again towards the ticket
counter to get a new flight home. With that question
burning and bouncing about in his
soul: “Are you Jesus?
Do people mistake you for Jesus?
That is our destiny, is it not? To be
so much like Jesus that people cannot tell the difference as we live and
interact with a world that is blind to
His love, life and grace.
If we claim to know Him, we
should live, walk and act as He
would do. Knowing Him is more than
simply quoting Scripture, going to
church, teaching a Bible class or
preaching a sermon. It is actually
living the Word as life unfolds day to
day.
We are the apple of His eye even
though we have been bruised by a fall. Jesus stopped
what He was doing and picked us up on a Hill Called
Calvary. He paid in full for our damaged fruit. Let us
not take this for granted. Let us practice every day being like Jesus. He will help us every moment of the
day if we ask Him.

The Duckling Rescue Squad
After her six little ducklings were swept into a storm
drain in the United Kingdom, a mother mallard waddled two miles tracking her baby’s chirps from manhole to manhole.
Trapped in a dark tunnel in the city’s underground
sewer system and floating at the mercy of the current,
the tiny ducklings’ only hope was in their mother.

Hearing their distressed chirps emanating from somewhere under the ground, the dedicated mother followed
their cries. Her heroic journey led her across a busy
intersection, countless roads, a metro train line, a
housing estate, and two school playing fields. When
her chicks suddenly came to a halt in a housing development, she waddled to a stop over a manhole cover.
And there, for the next four hours, the faithful mother
remained.
Peter Elliott first noticed the little duck at 6:00 AM
when he left his home to go for a run.
Surprised that she had not moved
when he returned, he went over to
see if she was injured. Seeing nothing
wrong, he went to breakfast, only to
see her still sitting there when he finished. It was even later, when his
daughter took his two-year-old grandson to see the mallard, that they
heard the ducklings’ little voices beneath the manhole cover.
Mr. Elliot quickly gathered some
tools and, along with a neighbor,
managed to remove the heavy cover.
Peering down they saw six little ducklings paddling around in the drain.
With a small fishing net, they lifted
each little duck to safety and then released the reunited
family in a nearby lake.
Praise God that Mr. Elliot and his friend took time
and effort to help the mother duck and her babies. God
loves the little birds and animals and is happy when we
care for their needs just as we care for our fellow human beings.

The world has an abundance of professors
of religion. What it needs today is men and
women, whose practice is in harmony with
their profession, whose lives are fragrant with
Christlike love.
E.G. White, 1903
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