
Hannah: Yielding Family To God
Text: 1 Samuel 1
Introduction:

Lesson learned only through motherhood.

 There is no such thing as child-proofing your house.

 A four-year-old's voice is louder than 200 adults in a crowded restaurant.

 If you hook a dog leash over a ceiling fan, neither the motor nor the ceiling is strong enough to rotate a 42 lb. boy wearing Pound Puppy underwear and a Superman cape.

 A ceiling fan is strong enough, however, to spread paint on all four walls of a 20x20 room.

 You should not throw baseballs up when the ceiling fan is on because a ceiling fan can hit a baseball a long way.

 Windows will not stop a baseball hit by a ceiling fan.

 When you hear the toilet flush and the words "Uh-oh," it's already too late.

 A 6-year-old can start a fire with a flint rock even though a 36-year-old man says they can only do it in the movies.

 If you use a waterbed as home plate while wearing baseball shoes it does not leak - it explodes.

 A king size waterbed holds enough water to fill a 2000 sq. ft. house 1 inch deep.

 The words Play Dough and Microwave should never be used in the same sentence.

 No matter how much Jello you put in a swimming pool you still can't walk on water.

 Always look in the oven before you turn it on because plastic toys don’t like ovens.

 The spin cycle on the washing machine does not make earth worms dizzy.  It will however make cats dizzy.

 Cats throw up twice their body weight when dizzy.

 Quiet does not necessarily mean "don't worry."

 The City fire department has at least a 5 minute response time.

I. Children from God 1 Samuel 1:9-12

A. Hannah knows that only God can give a family

1. In a bitterness of spirit she prays and asks God for a child.
2. We see in her heartfelt prayer the true understanding that children come from God.
3. Scripture: Ps 127:1-3

4. Quote from Martin Luther “people who don’t like children

B. Are going to the source for blessing for your family?

1. Do you thank God for giving you your children?

a) Verbally, vocally saying thank you to the One who gave you the greatest gift that can be given.
2. Do you thank him by actions which show a thankful heart?

a) Do you pray with your children?

b) Take them to church?

c) Look for God in all things and then show the hand of God to your children?

d) Do you give back to God a portion of your earnings that show your children you know God has blessed you in your work?

3. Do you really believe God blessed you with your family?  If you do it will be seen as plainly as the prayers pouring from Hannah’s lips.

C. Illustration: Erma Bombecks Favorite Child
   Every mother has a favorite child. She cannot help it. She is only human. I have mine--the child for whom I feel a special closeness, with whom I share a love that no one else could possibly understand. My favorite child is the one who was too sick to eat ice cream at his birthday party -- who had measles at Christmas -- who wore leg braces to bed because he toed in -- who had a fever in the middle of the night, the asthma attack, the child in my arms at the emergency ward. 

   My favorite child spent Christmas alone away from the family, was stranded after the game with a gas tank on E, lost the money for his class ring. 

   My favorite child is the one who messed up the piano recital, misspelled committee in a spelling bee, ran the wrong way with the football, and had his bike stolen because he was careless. 

   My favorite child is the one I punished for lying, grounded for insensitivity to other people's feelings, and informed he was a royal pain to the entire family. 

   My favorite child slammed doors in frustration, cried when she didn't think I saw her, withdrew and said she could not talk to me. 

   My favorite child always needed a haircut, had hair that wouldn't curl, had no date for Saturday night, and a car that cost $600 to fix. My favorite child was selfish, immature, bad-tempered and self-centered. He was vulnerable, lonely, unsure of what he was doing in this world--and quite wonderful. 

   All mothers have their favorite child. It is always the same one: the one who needs you at the moment. Who needs you for whatever reason--to cling to, to shout at, to hurt, to hug, to flatter, to reverse charges to, to unload on--but mostly just to be there. - Erma Bombeck
II. Children for God 1 Samuel 1:19-28

A. Hannah knows that her child must be given back to God

1. Hannah raises her child always with the knowledge that one day she will give him up to God.

a) She refuses to go to the festival and feasts because it would take time away from raising her child.

b) For the next few years Hannah will dedicate herself to preparing Samuel to serve God.
c) In those days before bottles children were weaned much older than they are now. Most believe Samuel was weaned between 3 and 4 years old.
2. Hannah know she has a deadline of only 3 or 4 years to pour her love, training and guidance into her son before he must be given back to God.

B. Hannah is not unique just much more aware.

1. All children will be given back to God.  Mothers you may not know the time or place as Hannah did but it is just as certain.  Your children belong to God and will be returned to Him.

2. Scripture: Ezekiel 18:4

3. What would you do if you knew when your child would be given back to God and you were responsible for how he would stand before the creator of all?

a) Wouldn’t you do all that you could to prepare your child?  Make sure they were ready to be with God.

b) The truth is that if you don’t no one else will and no one else is responsible in the eyes of God but you.

4. Scripture: 

C. Illustration: Poem No Time for God

III. Children Forever 1 Samuel 1:18-19,26

A. Though Samuel was given back Hannah responsibility does not end.

1. Each year when Hannah goes up for the feasts she brings with her a new coat for Samuel.
a) Her love didn’t stop when Samuel left, her responsibility didn’t stop when Samuel left.

b) Just as she knew Samuel belonged to God forever, she also knew her part in his life was forever.

2. It was because of her training, her guidance and especially her love that in vs. 26 it says, “and the child Samuel grew on and was in favor both with the Lord and also with men.

a) That was Hannah’s influence not Eli’s for his sons the Bible says were evil but what Hannah put in her son those first few years and what she reinforced when she came to visit make Samuel a man of God and a man among men.

B. Do you want the best for your children?
1. Do you want them to have favor before God and favor before others?

2. Then you must begin now to teach and to train and you must commit yourself to being influential in your children’s life.

3. You don’t quit being a parent when the kids leave.  The hardest and the best part of being a parent in many ways is just beginning. 

4. Scripture: Proverbs 22:6

C. Illustration: Light of the World

IV. Other Illustrations:

Poem by Johnny Hart

His mother's hand so strong and warm

With tender, healing touch,

Would oft reach out to still the storms

Which troubled him too much.

His mother's hand that same sweet hand,

Although it seemed uncanny,

Could also reach out lovingly

And spank his little fanny!

It was mothers day and  Mom was surprised by her 7-year old son with breakfast that morning. He had made her coffee! As only a mother could she drank what was the worst cup of coffee in her life. When she got to the bottom, in amazement she stared at three of those little green army men in her cup. Puzzled but not wanting to embaress her son, she asked " Honey, what are the army men doing in my coffee?"

     Her son answered "Mom!, it says on TV, the best part of waking up is soldiers in your cup!"

An acquaintance of mine who is a physician told this story about her then four-year-old daughter. On the way to preschool, the doctor had left her stethoscope on the car seat, and her little girl picked it up and began playing with it. Be still my heart, thought my friend, my daughter wants to follow in my footsteps! Then the child spoke into the instrument: "Welcome to McDonald's. - May I take you order?"

TOP 7 THINGS YOU SHOULD NEVER SAY ON MOTHER'S DAY
7. Boy That Is A Nice Power Screwdriver You Got MOM!
6. Dad and I are going fishing.
5. You look great for your age.
4. Mom, when you get done with those dishes, would you iron my clothes for church tonight?
3. Mother, What are you cooking for lunch?
2. Happy Mothers Day Dad.
AND THE NUMBER ONE THING YOU SHOULD NEVER SAY ON MOTHER'S DAY
1. Mom, aren't you putting on a few pounds?


A few months ago, when I was picking up the children at school, another mother I knew well rushed up to me.  Emily was fuming with indignation.  "Do you know what you and I are?" she demanded.  Before I could answer - and I didn't really have one handy - she blurted out the reason for her question.


It seemed she had just returned from renewing her driver's license at the County Clerk's office.  Asked by the woman recorder to state her "occupation," 

Emily had hesitated, uncertain how to classify herself.  "What I mean is,"

explained the recorder, "do you have a job, or are you just a ......?"


"Of course I have a job," snapped Emily.  "I'm a mother." "We don't list 'mother' as an occupation...'housewife' covers it," said the recorder emphatically.  I forgot all about her story until one day I found myself in the same situation, this time at our own Town Hall. 


The Clerk was obviously a career woman, poised, efficient, and possessed of a high-sounding title, like "Official Interrogator" or "Town Registrar ."  And what is your occupation?" she probed.  What made me say it, I do not know.  The words simply popped out.  "I'm....a Research Associate in the field of Child Development and Human Relations."


The clerk paused, ball-point pen frozen in midair, and looked up as though she had not heard right.  I repeated the title slowly, emphasizing the most significant words. Then I stared with wonder as my pompous pronouncement was written in bold, black ink on the official questionnaire.


"Might I ask," said the clerk with new interest, "just what you do in your field?" Coolly, without any trace of fluster in my voice, I heard myself reply, "I have a continuing program of research (what mother doesn't) in the laboratory and in the field (normally I would have said indoors and out).

I'm working for my Masters (the whole darned family) and already have four credits (all daughters).  Of course, the job is one of the most demanding in the humanities (any mother care to disagree?) and I often work 14 hours a day (24 is more like it).  But the job is more challenging than most run-of-the-mill careers and the rewards are in satisfaction rather than just money."


There was an increasing note of respect in the clerk's voice as she completed the form, stood up, and personally ushered me to the door.


As I drove into our driveway buoyed up by my glamorous new career, I was greeted by my lab assistants---age 13, 7, and 3.  And upstairs, I could hear our new experimental model (six months) in the child development program, testing out a new vocal pattern.  I felt triumphant.  I had scored a beat on bureaucracy.  And I had gone down on the official records as someone more distinguished and indispensable to mankind than "just another......"


Home...what a glorious career.  Especially when there's a title on the door.

   Every mother has a favorite child. She cannot help it. She is only human. I have mine--the child for whom I feel a special closeness, with whom I share a love that no one else could possibly understand. My favorite child is the one who was too sick to eat ice cream at his birthday party -- who had measles at Christmas -- who wore leg braces to bed because he toed in -- who had a fever in the middle of the night, the asthma attack, the child in my arms at the emergency ward. 

   My favorite child spent Christmas alone away from the family, was stranded after the game with a gas tank on E, lost the money for his class ring. 

   My favorite child is the one who messed up the piano recital, misspelled committee in a spelling bee, ran the wrong way with the football, and had his bike stolen because he was careless. 

   My favorite child is the one I punished for lying, grounded for insensitivity to other people's feelings, and informed he was a royal pain to the entire family. 

   My favorite child slammed doors in frustration, cried when she didn't think I saw her, withdrew and said she could not talk to me. 

   My favorite child always needed a haircut, had hair that wouldn't curl, had no date for Saturday night, and a car that cost $600 to fix. My favorite child was selfish, immature, bad-tempered and self-centered. He was vulnerable, lonely, unsure of what he was doing in this world--and quite wonderful. 

   All mothers have their favorite child. It is always the same one: the one who needs you at the moment. Who needs you for whatever reason--to cling to, to shout at, to hurt, to hug, to flatter, to reverse charges to, to unload on--but mostly just to be there. 

   Erma Bombeck -James S. Hewett, Illustrations. 

A. Quote:  How God Works

When God wants an important thing done in this world, or a wrong righted, He goes about it in a very singular way. He does not release His thunderbolts or stir up His earthquake. He simply has a tiny, helpless baby born, perhaps in an obscure home, perhaps of a very humble mother. Then He puts the idea or purpose into the mother's heart, she puts it into the baby's mind and then--God waits.    Edward T. Sullivan 

   John Todd was born in Rutledge, Vermont, into a family of several children. They later moved to the village of Killingsworth back in the early 1800s. And there, at a very young age, both John's parents died. The relatives wondered what they would do with so many children, how they could parcel them out to other friends and relatives. One dear and loving aunt said she would take little John. The aunt sent a horse and a slave to get John, who was only six at the time. The slave, Caesar, came and put the little boy on the back of the horse. On the way back an endearing conversation took place: 

   John: Will she be there? 

   Caesar: Oh, yes, she'll be there waiting up for you. 

   John: Will I like living with her? 

   Caesar: My son, you fall into good hands. 

   John: Will she love me? 

   Caesar: Ah, she has a big heart. 

   John: Will I have my own room? Will she let me have a puppy? 

   Caesar: She's got everything all set, son. I think she has some surprises, too. 

   John: Do you think she'll go to bed before we get there? 

   Caesar: Oh, no! She'll be sure to wait up for you. You'll see when we get out of these woods. You'll see her candle shining in the window. 

   When they got to the clearing, sure enough, there was a candle in the window and she was standing in the doorway. She reached down, kissed him, and said "Welcome home!" She fed him supper, took him to his room, and waited until he fell asleep. John Todd grew up to be a great minister of the gospel. But it was there at his aunt's, his new mother, that he grew up. It was always a place of enchantment because of his aunt. It awed him that she had given him a second home. She had become a second mother to him. Years later, long after he had moved away, his aunt wrote to tell him of her impending death. Her health was failing and she wondered what was to become of her. This is what John Todd wrote her: 

 "My Dear Aunt, 

   Years ago I left a house of death not knowing where I was to go, whether anyone cared, whether it was the end of me. The ride was long but the slave encouraged me. Finally, he pointed out your candle to me, and there we were in the yard and you embraced me and took me by the hand into my own room that you had made up. After all these years I still can't believe it--how you did all that for me! I was expected; I felt safe in that room--so welcomed. It was my room. 

   Now it's your turn to go, and as one who has tried it out, I'm writing to let you know that Someone is waiting up. Your room is all ready, the light is on, the door is open, and as you ride into the yard--don't worry, Auntie. You're expected! I know. I once saw God standing in your doorway--long ago!" –James

Title:  When Children Owe Their Parents

   I flew to Washington, D.C., a couple of weeks ago, and sitting beside me was a woman probably about 60 years of age. She saw me with my legal pad working on this sermon. She saw at the top the subject "What Children Owe Their Parents." She asked me what I did, and I told her I was a pastor. 

   She said, "I can't help but say that's a very interesting subject." 

   I said, "We're having a good time. I'm just sharing with my people concerning the family. Tell me, do you have children?" 

   "Oh, I have grandchildren," she said. 

   "When do children feel that they owe something to their parents?" I asked. 

   She smiled and said, "When they have their own children." - John Maxwell, "What Children Owe Their Parents (and Themselves)," Preaching Today, Tape No. 140. 

Title:  The Joys of Raising Children

   Raising kids is like pushing a '58 Edsel in first gear, with a jammed emergency brake and a Sumo wrestling team on board, from New York to Honolulu--and back. - Suzann Ledbetter, Marriage Partnership, Vol. 12, no. 2. 

Title:  Despising God's Blessing

   People who do not like children are swine, dunces, and blockheads, not worthy to be called men and women, because they despise the blessing of God, the Creator and Author of marriage. - Martin Luther, "Martin Luther--The Early Years," Christian History, no. 34. 

Title:  Only a Housewife?

   Too many times women are made to feel that they should apologize for being mothers and housewives. In reality, such roles can be noble callings. When I was on the faculty of the University of Pennsylvania, there were gatherings from time to time to which faculty members brought their spouses. Inevitably, some woman lawyer or sociologist would confront my wife with the question, "And what is it that you do, my dear?" My wife, who is one of the most brilliantly articulate individuals I know, had a great response: "I am socializing two homo sapiens in the dominant values of the Judeo-Christian tradition in order that they might be instruments for the transformation of the social order into the teleologically prescribed utopia inherent in the eschaton." When she followed that with, "And what is it that you do?" the other person's "A lawyer" just wasn't that overpowering. 

   Anthony Campolo, The Power Delusion  -James S. Hewett, Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton: Tyndale House Publishers, Inc, 1988), p. 380. 

Title:  Maternal Conversions

An ounce of mother is worth a pound of clergy. - Spanish proverb 

--James S. Hewett, Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton: Tyndale House Publishers, Inc, 1988), p. 379. 

Title:  Appreciating Mother

   Not until I became a mother did I understand how much my mother had sacrificed for me. Not until I became a mother did I feel how hurt my mother was when I disobeyed. Not until I became a mother did I know how proud my mother was when I achieved. Not until I became a mother did I realize how much my mother loves me. 

   Victoria Farnsworth 

Title:  Not Too Far from Wrong

   It was a Rally Day program at the church and a little girl was to recite the Scripture she had memorized for the occasion. When she got in front of the crowd, the sight of hundreds of eyes peering at her caused her to forget her memory work. 

   Every line that she had so carefully rehearsed faded from her mind and she stood there unable to utter a single word. In the front row, her mother was almost as frantic as the little girl. The mother gestured, moved her lips, trying to form the words for the girl, but it did no good. 

   Finally, the mother, in desperation, whispered the opening phrase of the memorized Scripture: "I am the light of the world." 

   Immediately the child's face lit up and a smile appeared on it as she said with supreme confidence: "My mother is the light of the world!" 

   Of course, everybody smiled and some laughed out loud. Then they soberly reflected that the girl, in some ways, was not far from wrong. For the mother is the light of the child's world. 

   --James S. Hewett, Illustrations Unlimited (Wheaton: Tyndale House Publishers, Inc, 1988), p. 381. 

I read about a woman who telephoned a friend and asked how she was feeling, "Terrible," came the reply over the wire, "my head's splitting and my back and legs are killing me. The house is a mess, and the kids are simply driving me crazy." Very sympathetically the caller said, "Listen, go and lie down, I'll come over right away and cook lunch for you, clean up the house, and take care of the children while you get some rest. By the way, how is Sam?" 

   "Sam?" the complaining housewife gasped. "I have no husband named Sam." 

   "My heavens," exclaimed the first woman, "I must have dialed the wrong number." 

   There was a long pause. "Are you still coming over?" the harried mother asked hopefully. -Bobby Moore, Any Old Port in a Storm (First Baptist Informer, First Baptist Church, Mineral Wells, TX, May 13, 1981), p. 1.

Wisdom is the principal thing; therefore get wisdom: and with all thy getting get understanding.

#1. There is no such thing as child-proofing your house.

#2. If you spray hair spray on dust bunnies and run over them with roller blades, they ignite.

#3. A four-year-old's voice is louder than 200 adults in a crowded restaurant.

#4. If you hook a dog leash over a ceiling fan, neither the motor nor the ceiling is strong enough to rotate a 42 lb. boy wearing Pound Puppy underwear and a Superman cape.

#5. A ceiling fan is strong enough, however, to spread paint on all four walls of a 20x20 room.

#6. You should not throw baseballs up when the ceiling fan is on because a ceiling fan can hit a baseball a long way.

#7. Windows will not stop a baseball hit by a ceiling fan.

#8. When you hear the toilet flush and the words "Uh-oh," it's already too late.

#9. A 6-year-old can start a fire with a flint rock even though a 36-year-old man says they can only do it in the movies.

#10. If you use a waterbed as home plate while wearing baseball shoes it does not leak - it explodes.

#11. A king size waterbed holds enough water to fill a 2000 sq. ft. house 1 inch deep.

#12. The words Play Dough and Microwave should never be used in the same sentence.

#13. The TV show, McGuyver, can teach our children many things we don't want them to know.

#14. No matter how much Jello you put in a swimming pool you still can't walk on water.

#15. VCR's do not eject PB&J sandwiches even though TV commercials show they do.

#16. Always look in the oven before you turn it on because plastic toys don’t like ovens.

#17. The spin cycle on the washing machine does not make earth worms dizzy.  It will however make cats dizzy.

#18. Cats throw up twice their body weight when dizzy.

#19. Quiet does not necessarily mean "don't worry."

#20. The fire department in San Diego has at least a 5 minute response time.

TOP 7 THINGS YOU SHOULD NEVER SAY ON MOTHER'S DAY
7. Boy That Is A Nice Power Screwdriver You Got MOM!
6. Dad and I are going fishing.
5. You look great for your age.
4. Mom, when you get done with those dishes, would you iron my  clothes for church tonight?
3. Mother, What are you cooking for lunch?
2. Happy Mothers Day Dad.
AND THE NUMBER ONE THING YOU SHOULD NEVER SAY ON
  MOTHER'S DAY
1. Mom, aren't you putting on a few pounds?

THINGS ONLY A MOM CAN TEACH 

1.  My Mother taught me about ANTICIPATION...

"Just wait until your father gets home."

2.  My Mother taught me about RECEIVING....

"You are going to get it when we get home!"

3.  My Mother taught me to MEET A CHALLENGE...

"What were you thinking?  Answer me when I talk to you!

Don't talk back to me!"

4.  My Mother taught me LOGIC...

"If you fall out off that swing and break your neck, your not going to the store with me."

5.  My Mother taught me MEDICAL SCIENCE...

"If you don't stop crossing your eyes, they are going to freeze that way."

6.  My Mother taught me to THINK AHEAD...

"If you don't pass your spelling test, you'll never get a good job."

7.  My Mother taught me ESP...

"Put your sweater on; don't you think I know when you're cold?"

8.  My Mother taught me HUMOR...

"When that lawn mower cuts off your toes, don't come running to me."

9.  My Mother taught me how to BECOME AN ADULT...

"If you don't eat your vegetables, you'll never grow up."

10.  My Mother taught me about SEX....

"How do you think you got here?"

11.  My Mother taught me about GENETICS...

"You're just like your father."

12.  My Mother taught me about my ROOTS...

"Do you think you were born in a barn?"

13.  My Mother taught me about WISDOM OF AGE...

"When you get to be my age, you will understand."

14.  And my all time favorite...  JUSTICE...

"One day you'll have kids, and I hope they turn out just like you....Then you'll see what it's like."

A MOTHER'S RESOLUTIONS FOR THE NEW MILLENNIUM 

1.  When I forget to go to the grocery store, I will not boil the macaroni necklaces my children made for me in preschool.

2.  When I hear one of my children wake in the middle of the night, I will run upstairs to supervise before he pees in the sink, or the potted plant, and then creeps into the bathtub to return to sleep.

3.  I will pack the kids' lunch boxes the night before so I don't throw in a slab of frozen lasagna as they're running for the bus.  "It'll defrost by lunch.  If not, you can suck it like an ice pop."

4.  I will resist the urge to explain to strangers why my son is wearing winter boots, a bathing suit bottom, and an inside-out and backward pajama top.  I will be grateful to the child that dresses himself.

5.  I will not tell my children that the Play-Doh dried up just because I don't feel like cleaning up after they use it, even though I know it means I'll spend the evening harvesting colored stuff from the carpet fibers, chair cushions and my eyebrows.

6.  I will always protect the rights of my children, especially their right to remain silent.

7.  I will learn to accept the outbursts and tantrums as a part of life.  After all, I promised to love my husband for better or worse.

8.  When my husband and I go to a restaurant without the kids, I will not roll up his sleeves or move the knives from his reach.  I will not accompany him to the bathroom and remind him to wash his hands with soap.  And if my husband wants dessert at the end of the meal, I will not tell him it depends on his behavior.

9.  When I'm tired of hearing "mommieeeeee!" a thousand times each day, I will change my name to something they are less likely to repeat incessantly, like "Please pass the broccoli" or "Video games are boring, I'd rather read."

10.  I will develop an ability to have a conversation with an adult that doesn't revolve around labor pains or children's toilet habits.  I will feel comfortable in the silence that ensues when neither of us can think of any other topic to discuss.

11.  I will be more flexible about children's nutritional requirements by counting the green crayon as a vegetable.

12. When my children beg for a pet, I will buy hutches and let them name the dust bunnies that have multiplied under their beds.

Joke: Word to the Wise

   Soon after my sister's husband died, she and her 4-year-old son, Tim, came to visit us. Tim, who had a large vocabulary for a child his age, and my 3-year-old son Charles, were buddies--but also competitors. As we traveled in the car one day with the boys in the back seat, Tim said, "There's a new word to call my mom. Bet ya don't know what it is. She's a widow." 

   Charles, not wanting to be outdone, puffed himself up and replied, "That's nothin', my mom's always been a weirdo!"  -- Gala Van Eaton Brazelton, Kankakee, IL. Today's Christian Woman, "Heart to Heart."

�9 ¶  So Hannah rose up after they had eaten in Shiloh, and after they had drunk. Now Eli the priest sat upon a seat by a post of the temple of the LORD.


10  And she was in bitterness of soul, and prayed unto the LORD, and wept sore.


11  And she vowed a vow, and said, O LORD of hosts, if thou wilt indeed look on the affliction of thine handmaid, and remember me, and not forget thine handmaid, but wilt give unto thine handmaid a man child, then I will give him unto the LORD all the days of his life, and there shall no razor come upon his head.


12  And it came to pass, as she continued praying before the LORD, that Eli marked her mouth.





�Except the LORD build the house, they labour in vain that build it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain.


2  It is vain for you to rise up early, to sit up late, to eat the bread of sorrows: for so he giveth his beloved sleep.


3  Lo, children are an heritage of the LORD: and the fruit of the womb is his reward.


�People who do not like children are swine, dunces, and blockheads, not worthy to be called men and women, because they despise the blessing of God, the Creator and Author of marriage. - Martin Luther, "Martin Luther--The Early Years," Christian History, no. 34


�19 ¶  And they rose up in the morning early, and worshipped before the LORD, and returned, and came to their house to Ramah: and Elkanah knew Hannah his wife; and the LORD remembered her.


20  Wherefore it came to pass, when the time was come about after Hannah had conceived, that she bare a son, and called his name Samuel, saying, Because I have asked him of the LORD.


21  And the man Elkanah, and all his house, went up to offer unto the LORD the yearly sacrifice, and his vow.


22  But Hannah went not up; for she said unto her husband, I will not go up until the child be weaned, and then I will bring him, that he may appear before the LORD, and there abide for ever.


23  And Elkanah her husband said unto her, Do what seemeth thee good; tarry until thou have weaned him; only the LORD establish his word. So the woman abode, and gave her son suck until she weaned him.


24  And when she had weaned him, she took him up with her, with three bullocks, and one ephah of flour, and a bottle of wine, and brought him unto the house of the LORD in Shiloh: and the child was young.


25  And they slew a bullock, and brought the child to Eli.


26  And she said, Oh my lord, as thy soul liveth, my lord, I am the woman that stood by thee here, praying unto the LORD.


27  For this child I prayed; and the LORD hath given me my petition which I asked of him:


28  Therefore also I have lent him to the LORD; as long as he liveth he shall be lent to the LORD. And he worshipped the LORD there.


�Behold, all souls are mine; as the soul of the father, so also the soul of the son is mine: the soul that sinneth, it shall die.


�No time for God?


What fools we are to clutter up


Our lives with common things


And leave without Heart's gate


The Lord of life, and life itself-





No time for God?


As soon to say, no time


To eat or sleep or love or die.


Take time for God


Or you shall dwarf your soul


And when the angel death


Comes knocking at your door,


A poor misshapen thing you'll be


To step into eternity.





No time for God?


That day when sickness comes


Or troubles find you out


And you cry out for God,


Will He have time for you?








No time for God?


What fools we are to clutter up


Our lives with common things


And leave without Heart's gate


The Lord of life, and life itself-





No time for God?


As soon to say, no time


To eat or sleep or love or die.


Take time for God


Or you shall dwarf your soul


And when the angel death


Comes knocking at your door,


A poor misshapen thing you'll be


To step into eternity.





No time for God?


That day when sickness comes


Or troubles find you out


And you cry out for God,


Will He have time for you?





�18  But Samuel ministered before the LORD, being a child, girded with a linen ephod.


19  Moreover his mother made him a little coat, and brought it to him from year to year, when she came up with her husband to offer the yearly sacrifice. 26  And the child Samuel grew on, and was in favour both with the LORD, and also with men.


�Train up a child in the way he should go: and when he is old, he will not depart from it.


�   It was a Rally Day program at the church and a little girl was to recite the Scripture she had memorized for the occasion. When she got in front of the crowd, the sight of hundreds of eyes peering at her caused her to forget her memory work. 


   Every line that she had so carefully rehearsed faded from her mind and she stood there unable to utter a single word. In the front row, her mother was almost as frantic as the little girl. The mother gestured, moved her lips, trying to form the words for the girl, but it did no good. 


   Finally, the mother, in desperation, whispered the opening phrase of the memorized Scripture: "I am the light of the world." 


   Immediately the child's face lit up and a smile appeared on it as she said with supreme confidence: "My mother is the light of the world!" 
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