




















By Patti Richards

cold January Monday. |
wake to the piercing
sound of an alarm clock,
b [t's5:30a.m. "Just 15 more
M2 minutes,” [ think to my-

self. Time goes {ar too
quickly and I finally drag myself to
the shower. [ pass the window hop-
ing I'll see a blanket of snow the
weatherman failed to notice. What f
wouldn’t give for just one snow day.

My husband and I begin each day
with scripture and prayer. At times
[ am terrified to begin my day with-
out it, Walking into a classroom with
25 12-year-olds can be a frightening
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experience if you are not mentally
and spiritually prepared. You see, |
am a public school teacher.

lteach seventh grade at an inner-
city school in a large metropolitan
area. We are located downtown,
across the street from one of the
city's largest low-income housing
developments (more affectionately
known as the projects).

Special-Need Students

Qur school is also the bilingual
center for middle-school aged chil-
dren in our county. My kids come

from Laos, Cambodia, Thailand, Af-
rica, Korea, China, Russia and the
list goes on.

Fvery year we are assigned a
homeroom, This class becomes the
teacher’s sole responsibility. These
kids often turn into my own tightly-
bonded little family. Would you like
to meet a few of my children? (All
names have been changed.)

First, there’s Roberta. She's 15
and still in the seventh grade (aver-
age age of a seventh grader is 12).
Roberta became a mother at age 13.
She oiten comes to school late,
sleeps during my class or leaves
school early. The responsibilities of
ayoung mother are many. The odds
of her completing high school are
slim, even though she is quite ca-
pable.

Next, meet Todd, also on his sec-
ond seventh-grade year. Todd’'s
mother divorced when he was small
and sherecently remarried. The new
marriage jarred his sense of secu-
rity and he’s a constant behavior
problem. Todd has a smile that can
melt your heart.

Albert is a puzzle. He's another
repeater and very neglected. His
mother runs a small business and
has little time for him. As aresult, he
demands a great deal from me.

Then there are my children from
the four corners of the earth. When
the latest one came to me, she had
only been in America one week. Her
former home was a refugee camp in
Laos, which is true for most of our
Asian students. She still suffers from
culture shock at times but has fi-
nally learned to say, “"Good morn-
ing,” and “Excuse me.” What an ac-
complishment!

We deal with many problem cases



in public school. The number of stu-
dents from divorced families is stag-
gering. Too many of our students
arelatch-key kids who spend a maxi-
mum of five or six hours weekly with
their parents.

Besides Roberta, we have four
other young mothers in the seventh
grade. Many boys and girls in our
school have their first sexual expe-
rience around age 10.

Children from the projects are
exposed to drugs, alcohol, gang vio-
lence and poverty. It’s a way of life
for them. A large percentage of them
will fall into the same vicious eycle
and live the rest of their lives in
these unfortunate situations.

Inner-City Reality

| hegan teaching at this school
three years ago. | had been bumped
from my former position and was
readytoacceptany placement. Little
did I know the Lord had created a
mission field in my own backyard.

As I approached school the first
day,Iwondered about the eight-foot
fence around the parking lot. | was
concerned about theneighborhoad,
but confident that God had opened
this door and that His hand of pro-
tection was around me.

As [ mounted the stairs, [ could
see this was an old, child-worn
school. Built 50 years ago, it re-
flected an era when classes were
small, education well-established
and well-supported. When | un-
locked the classroom door | was
greeted by a small room, shiny hard-
wood floor and 25 clean desks.

1 wondered how | would ever fit
25 12-year-olds into the small area
andstillbeabletomove.[soonlearned
that my average class size was 26.

Within three days | realized that
this would be no easy assignment,
There was such a broad range of
needs and { was just one person. |
came to know the other teachers
and learned that many were Chris-
tians. I felt like Elijah when the Lord
told him of the others who had not
bowed their knees to Baal. I was not
alone.

Terror and Tears

Seventh grade students are most
interesting little persons, They are

at the great dividing line where they
want to be treated like adults yet
coddled like babies, Their moods
change rapidly so you learn to keep
your emotions in check even when
fighting breaks out. :

One day | was standing outside
my door between classes when stu-
dents from everywhere ran to the
end of the hallway. There were no
other teachers around so I was obli-
gated to check out the disturbance,
The closer I got to the group, the
more | realized the danger in the
middle of that circle.

[hegan to run and found myself in
the middle of that group on the floor
with two girls, trying to pry them
apart. The girls were larger than me
soallfcould do was attempt to keep
the giri on top from repeatedly strik-
ing the other in the face. When she
realized [ was holding her, she took
the other girl’s head in her free hand
and proceecled to pound it against
the hard floor,

Minutes that seemed like hours
passed and, with the help of lour
other teachers, we were finally able
to pull them apart. I put my arms
around the child who had been
struck so many times and that tense,
frustrated little body melted in a
heap of uncontrolled sobs. I took
her to the office and, trembling all
over, | walked to the teachers'
lounge, sat down and sobbed.

“What kind of anger,” I thought,
“what kind of deep bitterness could
cause two children to want to hurt
one another so?” [ could only imag-
ine what events in their lives couid
have produced such feelings. Things
only God Himseli could understand.

In spite of bad days, we do have
oneofthe most diverse student hod-
ies you can imagine. It’s wonderful
to see children from all over the
world coming together, laughing and
learning. I have had some beautifui
experiences that Iwouldn't tradefora
lifetime of easy, problem-free days.

I have become maore in tune with
a hurting society by loving its off-
spring. I am {earning patience and
perseverance, all in the name of
education. I love my kids and am
glad God placed me in their lives.

No Place for a Christian?
Many Christians close their eyes

to teaching in public school. There
are too many risks. Plus, the atmo-
sphere of smoking, bad language
and off-color jokes is not conducive
to a good Christian testimaony.

Some people say that public
schools have been taken over by
secular humanism and I would have
toraise my voice in agreement, How-
ever, I must ask myself, Where were
the Christians during the takeover?

Yes, the power of evil is strong,
hut the power within us is greater.
Lach year | stand before a group of
children from around the world and
explain Christianity as one of the
three major world religions from a
Christian viewpoint. | shudder to
think how a non-Christian would
teach the same lesson.

I am limited, of course. | cannot
teach my religious viewpoints hut ]
can answer the questions of a child
who comes to my desk asking why
keep my Bible so close at hand. |
can't witness to parents when they
come for conferences hut [ can tell
them where my solutions come {rom,

Tosay thata Christian should not
teach in public school denies us
access to the only resource we have
left—our youth! It's difficult to mea-
suretheimpact one person can have
over a group of children.

Maybe you are asking what you
as a Christian can do. Maybe you are
afratd for your children to attend
pubtic school. For that opinion, con-
cerned parent, | applaud you. | do
not suggest that everyone put their
children back into public education.

During those formative years, it
is dangerous to expose children to

(continued on page 11)
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engulfed in insecurity, uncommit-
ment, selfishness and apathy.

We are thwarted by the counter-
feit Christendom of radio and TV
evangelism, scarred by scandalous
pastors, preachers and leaders who
have given themselves to riotous
living; deceived by modernism to
the point that we acceptideas such as:

—Saviorship without Lordship.

—Decisions instead of repen-
tance.

—~Education instead of regenera-
tion.

~Conformity instead of godli-
ness.

No wonder the man of the 90’s
remains in his miserable state. Let
judgment begin first of all at the
house of God!

How do we win men to Christ?

The Directive

Thereis noargument. Jesus is clear
and specific: Go, teach (preach) the
gospeltoeveryone, baptize them and
teach them to observe (or perform)
all the things He commanded (Matt.
28:18-20, Mark 16:16, John 15:1-15),

In.John 15, He says it alittle differ-
ently. Verse eight; “Herein is my
Father glorified, that ye bear much
fruit; so shall ye he my disciples.”

Jesus is clear in verse 16: “I have
chosen you and ordained you that
ye should go and bring forth fruit.”

No doubt about it, the direction
of Jesus is go, preach, teach, make
disciples and hring forth fruit.

The Design

How do I bring forth fruit, make
disciples, shine as alightinacrooked
and perverse generation? How do |
win men to Christ?

—By door-to-door evangelism?
—By life-style evangelism?
—By revival meeting?

The answer to all three questions
is, Yes! Whether one-on-one or mass
crusade, by all means win some.

But let us never forget, the only
real soul winner is the Lord Jesus
Christ, Therefore, the “how” is not
in the program nor the mechanics,
butin our submission to Him, allow-
ing Him to work in us and through us,

Meditate on John 15:1-5. God

planted the true vine in the world
and we are branches attached to
that vine. For the branch to be vi-
tally attached, the sap of the vine
must flow in the vine through the
branch to produce fruit, The picture
is clear. There can be no fruit with-
out the flowing of the life-giving, life-
sustaining sap of the vine,
Compare this to John 7:37-39 and
we see that without Him (His Spirit),
we can do nothing in winning men.

The Development

Now is the time for us to recog-
nize the importance of the task laid
before us, the urgent need of lost
humanity, and confess our short-
comings and complacency for the
needs of the world. Let us not con-
fuse ourselves with cheap sensa-
tionalism , but let us try to place the
challenge of our Lord in prime per-
spective, realizing we must:

—Train men and women to the
task.

—Teach biblical techniques.

~—Travail in our hearts, bringing
greater love for the lost,

~-Takethetrials and temptations
of our faith with endurance
for the crown.

He has promised that as long as
we are going, preaching, teaching,
baptizing and making disciples, He
will be with us. Let the fruit be His as
we find ourselves so attached to
Him that the Spirit of Life in Him
flows through us bringing forth fruit
unto everlasting life,

How to win men to Christ?

Simply submit ourselves, not just
structurally attached, but vitally
attached, as if LIFF depended on it.
Believe me, it does! m

ABOUT THE WRITER: Reverend Jimmie L. Varney is
moderator of the West Virginia State Association. He
has pastored Camp Creek Free Will Baptist Church for
+3 years. He chaired the 1991 national convention
Steering Commitiee,

Public Schools. . . {from page 9)

all the fiery darts of Satan. |
doubt that [ would put my chil-
drenintheschoolwherelteach.
However, as an adult, [can more
easily withstand the pressures
of society. And on top of that, I
have a message to send out.

What You Can Do

What can you do? First, you
can pray, We often pray for our
Christian education facilities but
forget to pray for our Christian
teachers wherever they may be.

Second, take an active role in
voting for or against school
board members and legislation
that directly affect the school
system in your area. Remem-
ber, the school in your neigh-
borhood has a great effect on
your children whether they at-
tend there or not,

Finally, if you are an adult,
especially a teacher trying to
decide where God wants you to
serve, don’t limit Him by refus-
ing to hear the cry of the public
schoolchild. Who knows, maybe
the Lord is preparing a little
mission field for you right now!

I am sure | will not teach for-
ever. Sometimes the pressure
and the paperwork are so great
that one more day seems an in-
surmountable task, But for how-
ever long God wishes me to stay,
I'will. Just to think that even one
child will be able to say no to
sex, drugs and alcohol because
their teacher taught them to be
brave, makes it all worthwhile.

And even better, to think that
someday one of these may come
to know Christ makes me cer-
tain that I am definitely on the
right mission field for now. m
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the way she conducts herself.

+ Grave. Not slanderous or a gos-
siper,

4+ Sober. Sound-minded.
+ Faithful. Same as her husband.

How are Deacons Appointed?

Deacons were first chosen by the
congregation and then brought to
the Apostles for the ordination ser-
vice and the assignment of their
duties (Acts 6:3). There wasno mod-
ern-day election (you recommend
me and I'll recommend you). These
men should be chosen because they
meet God’s qualifications, not he-
cause of friendship, personality or
community influence.

What are Deacons’ Duties?

False description—to represent
the people. They were chosen ser-
vants to the people, not representa-
tives of the people,

True description—servant, er-
rand runner, The deacon who does
notrecognize and accept the pastor
as spiritual teader of the church will
always be a hindrance. If he op-
poses the pastor, it must be done
scripturally. (See [ Tim. 5:19),

What About the Pasior and Deacons?

The relationship between pastor
and dedcens should be one of mu-
tual trust, respect, confidence and
unity. The deacon should be afriend,
a helper and an encourager to the
pastor, just like the pastor should
betothe deacon, The keyis for each
one to understand and accept their
God-given position and duties and
commit themselves to do that job
well. |

ABOUT THE WRITER: Reverend Wendell Trussell
pastors Faith Free Wilf Baptist Church in Manchester,
Tennessee,

Cooperative Channel Contributions

July 1992
RECEIPTS:
. CO-0P

State Designated  (Undesignated) Total July’d1  ¥r. To Date
Alabama $ 27887 $ 3000 $ 30887 § 38189 $ 2536.28
Asizona 00 15.00 15.00 .00 1,816.30
Arkansas 8,061.66 .00 8,061.66 6,044.26 61,261.11
California .00 00 00 1,351.82 6,611.94
Colorado 00 .00 .00 .00 505,00
Delaware .00 00 .00 00 .00
Florida .00 1,014.72 1,014.72 351.13 8,042.21
Georgia 8,602.30 1,107.53 8,709.83 7,581.84 81,370.25
Hawaii 00 - .00 00 .00 221.00
'daho 00 00 .00 00 89.86
liinois 505142 141670 6,468.12 9,793.97 49,766.15
Indiana 487,28 67.98 555.26 641.20 5,118.03
Kansas .00 28.79 2879 68.61 523.47
Kentucky 330,00 250.00 580.00 50.00 1,812.06
Louisiana 00 .00 .00 .00 800.00
Maryland 00 150.00 150.00 1,126.95 3,656.54
Michigan 5,234.45 606.49 6,840.94 6,020.39 78,535.85
Mississippi .00 135.42 135.42 714 .98 3,385.59
Missous 10,739.44 00 10,739.44 17,045.44 80,158.92
Montana 00 00 00 00 00
New Jersey 00 .00 .00 00 30.00
New Mexico 19.11 9.55 28.66 00 99.74
North Carolina 318.71 355.92 674.63 1,128.05 12,108.31
Ohio 1,340.86 3,006.00 4,436.86 2,434.00 20,498.66
Qklahoma 41,272.55 .00 41,272.55 4787235 313,647.58
South Carolina 13,054.31 158,83 13,213.14 2361711 118,384.31
Tennessee 5,602.12 1,267.05 6,869.17 4,608.23 57,091.87
Texas 13,550.25 1,297.56 14,847.81 7,172.51 56,278.26
Virginia 235.33 25.00 260,33 290.75 2,425.27
West Virginia 4,296.71 206.28 4,502.89 4,898.81 31,642.76
Canada .00 00 .00 86.97 80.51
Northwest Assoc. 15.00 48.82 63.83 35.86 263.64
Other {Computer} .00 00 00 00 0.07
Totals $119,490.37 $11,287.65 $130,778.02 $143,316.92  $1,000,073.54
DISBURSEMENTS:
Executive Office $ 15,078.04 $10,245.04 $ 25,323.08 $2162127 § 17726164
Foreign Missions 69,128.22 239.80 69,368.02 79,765.47 507,001.20
FWBBC 6,565.11 239.80 6,804.91 9,478.89 55,664.,69
Home Missions 18,258.48 187.66 18,446.14 21,643.47 161,061.88
Reticement & Insurance  1,528.12 145.94 1,674.06 3,101.83 16413.41
Master's Men 1,434.24 145.94 1,580.18 3,056.80 15,541.70
Commission for

Theo. Integrity 161.35 520 166.55 120.88 779.70
FWB Foundation 769.73 62.55 B32.28 1,603.93 8,959.81
Historical Commission 156.87 5.20 162.07 118.12 752,60
Music Commission 110.16 5.20 115.36 107.47 601.81
Radic & TV Commission 150,61 5.20 155.81 107.47 657.81
Hillsdale FWB Coliege  1,708.13 .00 1,708.13 1,955.63 8,185.66
Other 444131 12 4,441.43 ___B3569 _  48.147.93
Totals $119,490.37 $11,287.65 $130,778.02 $143,316.92  $1,000,073.54
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By John Waddell

obots, Big and small,
clunky and squeaky, even
boxy ones with a hollow
sound like empty tin gar-
bage cans., But there
wasn't much difference
because all robots in Kryzone were
constructed, programmed and con-
trolled by the Chamber. Each move
made by the robots was an exten-
sion of the Chamber’s collective
mindset.

Robots didn't know what it would
be like to deviate from programmed
behavior. They existed to execute
orders from the Chamber. The or-
ders now bheing programmed were
familiar to circuits already held by
the robots. When the Chamber
needed to complete new tasks, their
program remained the same.

There were, however, those of
the Chamber who wondered. What
would it be like to get new robots
and a new program? If they had an
entirely updated fleet of robots with
a new program, the task would be
complete in no time. But it was only
a passing thought, a secret aspira-
tion tucked away never to be vocal-
ized, only suppressed. The conse-
quences would be . . . unthinkable.

The essence of existence was
darkness. Kryzone was the only ex-
ception with flashes of illumination
scattered throughout its location.
The Chamber was responsible for
this light, for the robots were de-
signed to build an “ilumina-post,” to
set up a light supplied by its own
energy.

But ilumina-posts were few and
far between, even in Kryzone. Ro-
bots labored furiously, but at times
it seemed that as one light would
flash on, two would flash off. Each
time the Chamber attempted to re-
store light to Kryzone, darkness
swallowed the light,

Darkness engulfed great portions
of Kryzone. But when one peered
beyond the darkened boundaries to
the realm beyond, one saw a dark-

ness that not only challenged light,
it consumed reality.

The Chamber only had glimpses
of life beyond Kryzone, Although
they were not in the darkness, they
were afraid of it. They had a rela-
tively safe comfort-zone in Kryzone.
Why would they want to leave that
for the death and destruction of the
Realm Beyond?

But a few Chamber members al-
lowed their thoughts to wander:
What would it be like to electrify the
utter darkness of the Realm Beyond?
Forintheutter darkness beyondthe
comfort zone, any smail, faint light
would challenge the domination of
the consuming blackness. However,
the Chamber suppressed ideas of
thrusting light into darkness just as
they suppressed the screams that
cut through the night.

“I've heard the screams,” they
would mumble to themselves. “We
must quieten the screams . .. people
are beginning to ask questions.”

A few began talking among them-
selves, expressing their feelings for
the first time, yet they feared.

They were left to suppress their
feelings and their fantasies of doing
something about the darkness. Then
the fantasy came to life.

The robots were busy at work,
charging the semi-darkness of
Kryzone with ilumina-posts. They
were buzzing back and forth in re-
sponse to the identical program
designed on their microchips. Big
robots were doing little robot jobs
and vice-versa, Their clumsy tin-
can exteriors danced awkwardly
through the task at hand.

Suddenly, flashes of light shot
through the sky, creating a brilliant
spectacle of mysterious origin. A
light that shone {ar more effectively
than the small ilumina-posts. A daz-
zling array of mysterious electricity
exploded through Kryzone like a
blast of atomic energy.

It was like a falling star in all its
glory, bursting through the Kryzone

"



night. Its effect was both awe-inspir-
ing and hypnotic. Robots were
throwninto afrenzy of chaotic move-
ment, Many short-circuited and fell
apart. Some terminated their pro-
grams; some sought shelter,

But onerobot (#2X50GLC-232), in
his panic was frozen by the spec-
tacle. And in a horrid flash of light,
laser-like patterns formed through
every circuit of the little robot’s tin-
can exterior. He fairly glowed as
electricity rattled his frame, cutting
a path to its destination, moving
through the robot’s circuitry like a
silent snake.

Finally, smoke rolled through the
glowing metal body as shock waves
found their solace in the tiny, yet
vibrant, microchips which could no
longer be controlled by the now-
extinct program. Therobotwas alive!
Electric juices pulsed through wires
with an almost rhythmic flow of
power. Each circuit, filled with new
power, finally surrendered to the
energy flooding within. The robot
was transformed by the electric en-
ergy that rejuvenated his circuitry
and awakened the energy within his
microchips.

Like a wind rushing through the
dusk of day, the robot whirled and
raced from the Kryzone darkness
toward the abyss of the Realm Be-
vond. For the first time in his exist-
ence, the little robot (#2X50GLC-
232) had a purpose. Nolonger would
he ramble aimlessly trying to set up
outdated ilumina-posts that didn't
work. He had a new program, a new
power, a new quest,

He pushed into the consuming
darkness without fear of insecurity,
but with a passionate energyto guide
him in his task ahead. The robot
flashed through the darkness with a
potent zeal and incredible efficiency.
Spinning through the abyss like a
raging fire, the robot began illumi-
nating the darkness with his newly-
found power.

By aiming his stiff, steal arm to-
ward the darkness he could release
a blast of light, powerful encugh to
swallow the darkness of the Realm
Beyond. The darkness retreated
from each ray of hope sprayed by
the little robot. This was not a weak,
temporary light with little effect on
its area, but a blinding explosion of

hope, as if the sun had emerged
from the abyss of the Realm Be-
yond.

Never before had such a spec-
tacle occurred, And it was all be-
cause an average, if not a bit puny,
robot (#2X50GLC-232) became
charged with a circuitously uncon-
tainable power. The energy breathed
intohis fragile tin-box frame was too
much to hold. The light had to be
poured outon the ever-present dark-
ness, for such a radiant light could
not be contained.

“What happened?” they screamed.

“Who allowed this insignificant
robot to run away from our pro-
gram?"” The mentors of the Kryzonian
Chamber asked in disbelief,

“Do we have a pinpoint on the
subject?” they asked one another,

“We are not sure, but we think it
is #2X50GLC-232."

Then a Chamber member spoke
out, “Just what has been done here
that is so bad?”

“What has been done? Why the
nerve! This rebellious little robot is
not following the assigned program.
That's what’s been done,” he proudly
responded.

“Furthermore, he must be stopped!”
they echoed in agreement.

“Should we look more closely at
the situation? Obviously something
extraordinary is occurring. If he has
the same microchips, then his pro-
gram has been altered radically.
Maybe it is something that could, .,
uhh ... benefit.”

Members began frantically yell-
ing their opinions. And then, “Order!
Order!”

Chins dropped as each member
studied the idea set before them.

“But...no...but...uh.... We've
never done it that way before ... .”

“We've never seen alight burning
in the Realm Beyond before now,
either! Maybe this will silence
the....”

The inquisitive mind bit down
upon his impetuous tongue. He
wanted to bring up the sereams that
haunted his dreams, but they were
all quite satisfied with the status
quo of Kryzone’s ilumina-posts. Be-
sides, they thought, they probably
do not hear the screams anyway.

“This will silence what, Sir?” they
inquired,

Once again he wanted to chime
out his disagreement with the pro-
gram in general and tell them of the
terrifying screams and how the
Realm Beyonders needed light in
order to see and be relieved of their
dark pain.

Theywaited anxiouslyaround the
Chamber table for a definitive solu-
tion. “I don’t think we can afford to
risk it. We must stick with what we
know best andgivelight toKryzone,”
one prominent leader declared.

“I make a motion that we find this
little robot and pull the plug on him.
We cannot allow him to make a pre-
cedent out of this, this situation.”

Voices sounded in stern agree-
ment. “Second,” affirmed another
prominent leader.

“All in favor? Any opposed?” No
one did. They moved quickly to take
action, although oneinthe chamber
did not vote,

Within moments, a special squad
of robots were deployed to retrieve
thelittie robot, #2X50GLC-232. When
the seekers found him, he was blaz-
ing with glorious power, lighting up
the Realm Beyond from one end to
the other! The circuits of a few of the
onlooker robots hecame mixed and
were unable to execute their mis-
sion, let alone stop the glowing ro-
bot.

Afew attempted to seize#2X50GLC-
232, He spun bhack and forth with
little success as the much larger
robots began to control him. The
power was neither gone nor weak-
ened; it was contained until the com-
mandingrobots vacuumed the wires
of any alien programs.

The little robot’s spontaneous

{continued on page 15)
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