


























the end of it all. But upon trusting
Christ as Savior, He became Lord of
my life—and redirected me.
Hand of God

It is difficult for me to summarize
how I knew that God was calling me
into fulltime service for Him—and
overseas service at that. The call of
God came tome through the ordinary
experiences of life—a combination of
realizing the need, recognizing how
God had prepared me to meet the
need, being willing to be used of God,
and having a sincere desire to serve.

With regard to God preparing me,
I think back to Moses. God allowed
him to be raised in the “secular”
worlds of Egypt and Midian—and,in
those settings God uniquely prepared
and trained him for sacred service. |
am hesitant to compare myself in any
way to the humblest man that ever
lived, but it was similar for me.

Long before i ever knew God, while
I was in secular schools and the secu-
lar workplace, He orchestrated every
detail of my life to prepare me for His

service, He saw me through college,
medical school and arranged just the
right residency program for me.

Moreover, He kept me single and
brought me to the place where |}
needed tobeinorderto meet Tammy,
my bride and partner in ministry.
Truly, “In his heart a man plans his
course, but the Lord determines his
steps” (Proverbs 16:9; NIV).

The changes that God has brought
about in my life—and the control that
He has demonstrated in every stage
of my life~-prove that God not only
calls people to service but uses their
previous experiences to prepare
them. It seems that the truth of Ro-
mans 8:28, “. .. all things work to-
gether for good to them that love
God, to them who are the called ac-
cording to his purpose,” even applies
retroactively.

Since the time of my conversion,
the Lord has continued to train and
prepare me for service. He has gra-
ciously provided me with the oppor-
tunity to study Bible and missions,
and is allowing me to learn, serve and
teachduringour current deputational

ministry.

Tammy and [ are excited as we
look forward to language school and
finally arriving in Céte d'Ivoire—only
the Lord knows the challenges and
blessings that await us. Truly, “Eye
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither
have entered into the heart of man,
the things which God hath prepared
for them that love him” (I Corinthians
29).m

ABOUT THE WRITER: Paul Gentusc is a medical doc-
tor, After he completes depulation and language, he will
serve as a Free Will Baptist foreign missicnary to Cote
d'lvoire, West Africa.

by a new missionary appointee,
Charolette Tallent, to piercemyheart.
You see, even at the tender age of 15,
I had my life all mapped out and had
not really considered God in the map-
ping process.

That Friday night, I surrendered to
whatever God would have me be or
do with my life. And it kind of smelled
like missions.

I'went on to attend Christian high
school and my family and | became
involved in practically every area of
ministry at our church. Before long I
graduated from high school and en-
tered college. Just three short years
later, I graduated fromnursing school
and packed my little Toyota pickup
with all six boxes of my belongings
and headed off to Nashville, Tennes-
see.

I was going to Free Will Baptist
Bible College: If I was serious about
this missions stuff, I'd better learn
some more about the Bible and mis-
sions, eh?

The Cute Doctor
Looking back now, Iclearly see the
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hand of God in every detail. He pro-
vided a job at the big university hos-
pital in Nashville, and | was to start
several weeks before the fall semes-
ter at FWBBC. My first evening on the
floor, with my very own patients,
found me being Nurse Nancy and su-
per-nurse alt wrapped up in one.

Everything was going so smoothly
untii I heard the groaning. AsIranup
to the front desk, the ward clerk in-
formedme thatthe groaning was com-
ing from my new patient as she was
being wheeled inte her room. It was
then that I realized how very green
and new [ was at all this nurse busi-
ness: This poor lady was terribly sick
and I didn’t have any idea what to do
to help her.

After getting the little lady tucked
into bed with the help of two other
nurses, | bumped into the doctor who
would be working on her case. | had
seen him around and appreciated his
smile and the black bag he carried
(you know, just like Marcus Welby},
as well as the way he whistled as he
worked. And he didn't walk, he be-
bopped!

I was glad he was to be the doctor
I would be working with. Some of
those interns could give a new nurse
a difficult time, but not this guy. By
the end of the evening, after spending
much time working side by side with
this doctor, | realized three things.
The first, 1 like this guy. The second,
this guy is religious . . . but lost. And
the third, this guy is going to ask me
out!
The Miracle

Well, Iwasright onallthree counts.
He did ask me out and 1 waffled—
which simply means that ] put him off.
That next evening, after praying with
an older Christian woman and being
encouraged by her that this might be
a good opportunity to witness, | ac-
cepted the young doctor’s invitation
for dinner. I then found myself telling
of my relationship with Jesus over
fried chickenlivers and red-eye gravy.

By the end of the evening, it was
apparent that this fellow and [ were
parting company for the last time—
he claimed to be content in his reli-
gion and [ obviously wasn’t going to
change. Asweleft, [ challenged himto
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By Joy Roulier Sawyer




nce upon a time, in the
faraway country of
Lightland, there lived a
very wise and wonder-
ful King who was known
throughout the region
forhis goodness, wisdom and justice.
Onefine, sunny day the King called all
his subjects to his palace for aspecial
meeting.

“I am aware,” spoke the king
perched high atophis majesticthrone,
“that there exists an extremely ur-
gentneedinthe country of Badland—
a region located just north of the
border of Midnight.

“I'rom all reports, Badland is a
horrible place to live. The streets and
buildings are painted black, the air is
fouland polluted, and the people who
make their homes there suffer from
severe bouts of depression and cyni-
cism,

“I am asking for 20 veolunteers to
travel to Badland in my stead. These
20willbring the poor, suffering people
of Badland the mercy and hope oi
Lightland.”

Immediately, 20 volunteers, some
of Lightland’s finest, most intelligent
and gifted leaders stepped forward.
The King smiled and beckoned the
volunteers to follow him into his se-
cret chamber.

“Many, many years ago, " he be-
gan, “an evil prince commenced a
reign of terror in the land. He espe-
cially seemed to hate Badland. In or-
dertoidentifythe people of that coun-
try, he painted an ugly black spot
right in the center of each person’s
heart. Over the years, those black
spots grew and multiplied. Today they
are hereditary to every persorn born
within the confines of Badland.”

With this, the King reached inside’
his waistcoat and drew out 20 golden
keys. Then he carefully placed one in
the hand of each of his subjects.

“Here are your instructions; Go to
the country of Badland and reach out
to its people in friendship and love.
Once you've firmly established your
concernfor them, take the golden key
I've given you and untock the door to
their hearts.”

The King then produced from one
of his pockets 20 small paintbrushes,

“Once you have access to their
hearts, use this paintbrush to paint
the black spot white. I've provided

you with enough white paint inside
each hollow brush handle to last you
until you've painted every black spot
in Badland. And once you've painted
those spots, you'll be amazed at the
change you'll see!l”

Thus armed with their special
golden keys and white paintbrushes,
the 20 volunteers set out for Badland.
Theyspokeoftento oneanotheralong
the way, encouraging each other in
their mission, singing songs of love
and hope.

When finally they arrived at the
border of Badland, the volunteers
saw the stark contrast between Bad-
land and their native Lightland. The
place was dirty, ugly and depressing.
It was filled with trash and slime, and
its residents all scowled at the new-
comers and scurried away in fear.

The volunteers were aghast. But,
remembering their beloved King's
words, they smiled, rolled up their
sleeves and plunged right into their
work—Iloving the sad and lonely
people of Badland.

The dour Badlanders seemed to
respond to genuine concern and care
from the Lightlanders. And even
thoughtheprocess waslongand slow,
afew Badlanders even began to allow
their hearts tobe opened up and their
black spots to be painted white, As
soon as one would do so, the King,
who remained in constant communi-
cation with his royal subjects, would
immediately send a special messen-
ger to deliver the new Lightlander his
owngoldenkeyand white paintbrush.
These new servants of the King soon
joined the Lightland crew in their
painting mission,

The work went well for about six
months. Then, slowly, some of the
workers beganto get alittleimpatient
with the process. Several fumed in
silence. Finally they called a special
meeting to discuss with the others
how the work in Badland was pro-
gressing,

“This is taking forever!” cried one.

“Yeah!" said another. “Painting
hearts is just too slow a process,
There has to be something else we
can do to clean up this place faster
and make it more livable.”

“I have an idea,” said one of the
King's choicest subjects. “What if
some of us painted these dirty build-
ings and streets?”

“That’s a great idea!” shouted all
the subjects, thatis, allexcept one.He
just shook his head quietly and said
nothing. Soon the volunteers vigor-
ously set out to paint Badland white.
They whitewashed movie theaters,
school buildings—even cityhall got a
fresh coat. They even organized a
special “Badland the Beautiful” rally
and launched a massive campaign to
paint all the government leaders’ of-
fices white. And it wasn'’t long before
things started looking a whole lot
better on the outside, In fact, a few
Badlanders even joined in the clean-
up process!

In the days to follow, fewer and
fewer of the King's subjects spent any
effort painting hearts. It just wasn't as
exciting or interesting as cleaning up
the city. Badlanders with new, white
hearts weren't even taught to paint
others’ hearts.

Sowhenthelone dissenter eventu-
ally expressed his concern over the
fact that fewer and fewer hearts were
being painted, he got no support from
either the King's subjects or the con-
verted Badlanders.

“Look,” they said, “people know
who we are now, We're more visible,
We're accomplishing a lot more for
their good and for ours as well.”

Yet the one heart-painter wasn't
satisfied with the explanation. He
wasn't surejustwhatit was, butsome-
thing was definitely wrong with the
direction his feliow subjects were
heading. When in doubt, simply obey,
he thought, and set about even more
resolutely to continue doing what the
King had asked.

One day, as one of the volunteers
was painting a dirty billboard, the
paint in his paintbrush ran dry. Soomn,
dry paintbrushes were popping up all
over Badland. Finally, they decided
to return to Lightland for more paint.
(No one, no matter how gifted or
talented heis, can paint with anempty
brush.)

With excitement erupting in their
heartsabout allthe great thingsthey'd
accomplished, the King's subjects
journeyed to Lightland. When they
reached the King’s palace, they burst
into his throne room.

“We're back!” they cried, falling on
their knees beforethe monarch. “And,

{Continued on page 11)

April 1992, Contact 15



" The Heathen
Look Like Me

By David Taylor

~ 77
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“ ow canlget one ofthose
books like Amy and Kim
have?” he asked.

Caught off guard, |}

asked the young man,
“What bock do you

mean?”

“You know,” he said, “the one
they open when you tell them where
to turn as you start to preach.”

“Oh, you mean the Bible,” | re-
plied.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he answered.
*How can [ get one for my own?”

Theyoungteen's question startied
and amused me at first. He did not
know how to ask for a Bible byname.
But the more Ithought, the less [ saw
the humor. Here was a real life trag-
edy. Sixteen years old, born and
raised in the United States, and he
did not know how to ask for a Bible.

How many times have | in a mat-
ter-of-fact way quoted Galatians 6:7-
8, “Be not deceived; God is not
mocked: for whatsoever a man
soweth, that shall he also reap. For
he that soweth to his flesh shall of
thefleshreap corruption; but he that
soweth to the Spirit shall of the Spirit
reap life everlasting,” It’s one of my
favorite passages to illustrate that
our actions have corresponding re-
sults.

Then a young woman in my Sun-
day School class asked, “What does
it mean to sow?” Serious, already a
college graduate scon to begin work
on a master's degree, this was no
joke; she wanted to know what it
meant to “sow.”

Again [ was startled and amused.

But she wasn't. [ looked across the
table at a pair of the most inquisitive
and concerned eyes I may have ever
seen on this the adult side of life.
“What does it mean to sow?”
lansweredthatit mans toplant,to
put a seed in the ground so a plant
will grow that will produce the same
fruit as the seed that was planted.
Later that day, I thought, why didn't
[just sayitthat way in the first place?

You see, not all the heathen live in
the “uttermost part of the earth.”

The heathen are not limited to
illiterate, idol-worshipping tribes-
men in some remote jungle. “Hea-
then” simply means anyone and ev-
eryone outside the body of Christ:
the unsaved.

Some heathen wear three-piece
sults whilethey argue law suits. They
work in high-rise buildings, live in
low-rent housing and have ordinary
names. They fly planes, ride trains
and drive luxury cars. They bag our
groceries, wash our windshields and
attend school with our kids. In short,
they live next deor.

The biblical influence that once
permeated America shrinks daily.
Scripturaland spiritual concepts and
terminology, once easily recognized
by the masses, have become a for-
eign language.

Sin, repentance, salvation, grace
and faith as defined in God's Word
may nto longer be universally under-
stood. Much of the fertile soil tilled,
cultivated and prepared by a past
generationtoreceivethe gospelmes-
sage has been trampled underfoot.

The heathen truly may not know

how to ask for a Bible and they may
not know what it means to “sow” and
“reap.” And many of those who do
understand have been infected with
adeadly case of “l know theology"—
there is no biblical basis for what
they believe, but they know it is true.

When we preach, teach and wit-
ness about Jesus, it trulty may be a
“new doctrine” to them. And so they
think, as did the men of Athens, “. ..
thou bringest certain strange things
to our ears: we would know there-
fore what these things mean” (Acts
17:15-20).

Salvation demands faith. Faith de-
pends on the Word. The Word deliv-
ers through the Spirit. But in it all
there must be good soil for these to -
work if a new life is to be born.

The great need of our day may be
to “break up your fallow ground: for
it is time to seek the Lord” (Hosea
10:12}. The heathen at home need
the Bible reintroduced to them. We
need to explain with simplicityabout -
sowing and reaping.

For you see, not all the heathen
liveintheuttermost part of the earth.

ABOUT THE WRITER: Reverend David Taylor paslors
First Free Will Baptist Church in Tucson, Arizona.
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Indiana Convention Center

Hyatt Regency (Headquarters Hotel)
Omni Severin

Westin

Hilton at the Circle

Embassy Suites Downtown
Courtyard by Marriott
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