
Culture! 

by Mark Brunner 

Sometimes Starting Over IS Better! (Jude 1:21)  

Stand on one foot for 30 seconds without holding on to something. Not that 
easy? Now do it by staring at something in the distance. That makes it easier. 
Focus. My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day. 

I'm not sure that there is anything in this life I like less than having to start 
over. Perhaps because I've had to do it a number of times in life, jobs, schools, 
friends, you name it, I just really find it tedious and, in some respects fearful. 
There's that sinking feeling in the pit of your stomach when you suddenly feel 
everything you've worked for, all that you've striven for, lost in a moment of 
change or error. Take yesterday, for example, I had spent over an hour writing a 
grant proposal, a critical proposal that would, if secured, enhance the This 
Passing Day ministry. And, of course, I had neglected to save it. It was at that 
moment that the computer did a Jeckyl and Hyde on me. It turned sinister and 
the application simply took an unexpected holiday. I had to start over. My first 
thought was "will I remember everything I had written?" 

Panic! But, there was nothing to do but start over. When I was done I was 
relieved. The second time was a charm. What I lost was, well, worth losing. 
What I redid was better that what I HAD done. 

Sometimes starting over when good fortune takes a holiday is the best choice, 
if only we have the vision to see it. 



Here's a story: Thomas Carlyle's greatest work was undoubtedly his two 
volumes on the French Revolution. In 1835, he loaned, in the original 
manuscript form, the second volume of his French Revolution to his friend 
John Stuart Mill to read. Mill, in turn, loaned it to another friend to read. This 
friend thoughtlessly left the precious manuscript on a table where a servant, 
cleaning the room, threw it into the fireplace. Carlyle was hurled into despair 
when he learned that all his hard labor had vanished into smoke. For days he 
sat in his room in London in gloom unwilling to see or talk with anyone. He 
seemed incapable of any further literary effort. But one day, from his 
pessimistic slump, he looked across the acres of London roofs. There he saw a 
mason building a wall with painful patience, laying brick upon brick. Carlyle's 
father was a mason and what astonished Carlyle was that in all this slow 
monotonous work the mason was singing as happy as a lark. Here was a man 
happy and persistent in humdrum work that brought no public applause. The 
man's perseverance gave Carlyle a new perspective and he rewrote the 
destroyed volume and published two years later. (Steve Shepherd) 

Don't let life's setbacks deter you from remaining in God's love. You and I need 
to give Christ our disappointments and setbacks seeking to remain in His love. 
It is only by focusing on Christ that we will be able to survive in this life and 
overcome the pain and problems of life. Starting over can be difficult, even 
disturbing. But, sometimes, starting over is just the medicine God prescribes 
when a new beginning is better than the old finish. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

  

Farmall Hospitality! (3 John 1:8)  
Routine. We all have it and, to some extent, without some routine life would 
be chaotic. But, when it comes to fitting the unexpected into it, how flexible 
are you? My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day. 

I'm a Corvair man! I drive old cars with an air-cooled engine that's over 40 
years old. I don’t collect old cars; I drive them. For some people that would 



seem risky. When they look at an old car, they see 40-year old ball joints, 
pistons, bearings and heater fans. However, there is really only one aspect of 
driving the car that bothers me. Since Corvair engines are air-cooled, there is a 
very critical fan belt that travels from the cooling fan over a pulley and down to 
the crankshaft. When that belt breaks, the engine will quickly overheat. I've 
learned over the years to always carry a spare belt and the proper tools for 
removing the old one and installing the new one. I learned this, however, only 
after suffering a breakdown on a very lonely back road with nothing but a very 
distant farmhouse in sight. 

There I sat, as it was getting dark. This was a day before cell phones so I knew 
I had to walk the mile or so to the farm- house and ask to call for a tow. When I 
arrived at the house and knocked, a stocky man in bib overalls opened the door. 
I told him my plight and asked to use his phone. He hesitated for a moment and 
then did something that I didn’t expect. He said that he had a wall of belts and 
one of them was bound to fit. I thanked him but declined saying I wasn’t 
dressed properly to do the job. "Don't worry!" he said. "I'll give you a hand!" 
He pulled out the old Farmall Tractor and we sputtered down the lane toward 
my stranded car. He quickly extracted the shredded belt and matched it up with 
one of equal length from a clutch of belts he had brought with him. A wrench, 
screwdriver and crowbar later, it was installed and I was ready to go. I thanked 
him and offered to pay him. "No." he said. "But you could come up to the 
house and have a cup of coffee with me and my wife." An hour or so later, I 
was on the road again; a lesson in mechanics and being prepared, a coffee 
warmer, and a heart filled with Farmall hospitality. 

I'm sure that my hosts that evening, their routine rudely interrupted by a 
stranger at the door, were put out, so to speak. I'm sure that their evening 
chores were interrupted. Yet, they took the time to give of themselves to 
someone who was all alone and helpless. I was a stranger and they were 
"faithful" to a brother just like the Bible asks us to be. Unfortunately, theirs' is a 
brand of hospitality that is becoming rare in this increasingly unfriendly and 
mistrusting world. We live in a society that's self-centered; chafing against the 
idea of being kind to strangers. That's why it's more important than ever for 
Christians to take the lead and show hospitality whenever we can. A world, 



such as this, leaves a lot of lonely and searching people in its wake. It’s up to 
us to find them, fix them up and give them a simple cup of Christian kindness. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

    

The Best Years of Our Lives! (3 John 1:2) 
When you drive are you using mostly your rear view mirror or are you 
checking your side view mirrors frequently as well; to say the least looking 
down the road? My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This 
Passing Day. 

I’m 63 years old, with 64 just around the corner. From an actuarial standpoint, 
77% of my expected stay here on earth has been spent; it’s now in the rear view 
mirror of my life. Looking at it another way, I’ve got a little less than a quarter 
of my life left to live. Now, there’s two ways of looking at that statistic. On the 
one hand I’d better hurry up and get my “bucket list” done or I’ll run out of 
time. On the other hand, since 22 or so years isn’t a whole lot of time anyway, 
why bother; it isn’t likely that I’ll be able to make it anyway? Tempting, isn’t 
it? But, is that the way that God wants us to look at time? 

Here’s a story: Harry Liebermann was an elderly, 78-year-old man who had 
been alone in a nursing home since the age of 75. He was used to playing chess 
each day at noon until his partner died. That’s when he was asked to join a 
noon art class. They gave him a blank piece of paper and a brush and suggested 
he start painting. The teacher was so impressed with his work, drawn from his 
memories of a boyhood spent in his native Poland, that she recommended he 
join an art class at a local junior college. Again he was given a blank piece of 
paper and a brush and asked to paint anything he wanted. Once again he 
painted scenes from his memory. When the art teacher walked by his work she 
made a surprising comment. “Would you be so kind as to autograph this 
painting for me? I have a feeling that someday you’re going to be a famous 
artist.” For the next 25 years, Harry Liebermann painted every day and 
eventually established himself as one of the preeminent artists in the world. 



Doing what he loved to do, Harry Liebermann lived past the age of 103.” (Art 
Brownstein) 

We read in Scripture, “ . . . I pray that you may enjoy good health and that all 
may go well with you, even as your soul is getting along well.” Interestingly, 
this passage doesn’t refer to an age. It applies to all believers of any age. 
Unfortunately, we live in a culture today that wants us to believe that once we 
pass into our senior years, the best years of our lives have passed us by. 
Everything that was worth doing or had substantial value is now in the         
rearview mirror. As we age, however, and our souls mature in wisdom and 
grace, the opposite is true and ought to be believed. The best years of our lives 
ALWAYS lay ahead and not behind. When we do what we love to do, whether 
that be work or play, we live longer and better. That’s what God wants for us. 
Why bother to try? All you have to lose is your potential and that’s an awful 
thing to throw away. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

Truth and Love! (2 John: 9)  

In a group do you push ahead, always a few steps ahead of everyone else? 
Nothing wrong with that as long as you know where you’re going as well as 
they. My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing Day. 

Here’s a story: Years ago I took my family on a nature walk in a nearby state 
forest. There were three trails; each marked with a different colored stripe on a 
white trail post. Since all the trails started from the same point near the parking 
lot, the first posts along the way were marked with all three colors. There was 
the red trail looping around the lake; the blue running along one side of the lake 
and returning to the parking lot; and the yellow that merely joined the red and 
blue for some distance and continued southward, traversing lakes, fields and 
woodlands. As we confidently set out from the parking lot, we stopped to read 
the posted trail guide display. It was decided we would take the red trail around 
the lake. We would simply follow the white guideposts until the red trail split 
from the blue and the yellow trails. So, after a brief reminder from me that 



everyone should stay together, we set out – walking sticks in hand. Things 
went well for a while as we slowly made our way up the steep esker pathways 
and came into view of the beautiful lake below the ridge. We stopped to take in 
the beauty and it was at this point that the younger, more rambunctious part of 
our party decided to run ahead. Before we knew it, they were many yards 
ahead, disappearing from sight. We forged ahead to catch up. 

We headed around the lake on the blue trail confident that our younger 
pathfinders were ahead. Finally, after two hours of gravel pathways, fallen logs 
and pesky insects, we thankfully made it back to the parking lot only to 
discover NO pathfinders! Our concern turned to worry as we began to think 
they had taken a wrong turn somewhere out ahead of us on the yellow trail. 
Then, just as we were about to commence a retracing of our steps, we heard the 
sound of children on the path behind us and out into the lot burst our two 
wayward wanderers, red-faced and obviously happy to see us. It seems that 
they ran past the blue trail marker post and ended up hundreds of yards down 
the yellow trail before they noticed no blue markers. Retracing, they made it 
back but not without some anxious moments on their part and ours. 

In this second letter of John, John tells Christians that they should be careful 
not to “run ahead” of their understanding of Scriptures. “Anyone who runs 
ahead and does not continue in the teaching of Christ does not have God; 
whoever continues in the teaching has both the Father and the Son.” There is a 
lesson here for all of u: Don’t let your zeal for understanding cause you to 
plunge ahead in God’s Word without understanding of what you are reading. 
Read, study and meditate on the Scriptures diligently. Read and reread! Give 
the Holy Spirit an opportunity to work wisdom in your heart so that you may 
not be lost to error. The right trail to understanding is clearly marked. All you 
need to do is follow. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

A Dirty Sandwich! (1 John 2:15-16)  

Are you comfortable living in our culture? Do you just try to ignore the bad 



stuff and find whatever good you can? Perhaps God is expecting more from 
each of us? My friend, life’s a story, stayed tuned for more on This Passing 
Day. 

As a small boy I remember my brother asking for a bite of a sandwich I had 
just made. “Can I have a bite?” It wasn’t that he was suffering from hunger. 
No, he just wanted to have a bite of my sandwich because I had one and he 
didn’t. Sometimes it really didn’t matter as young boys if we were hungry or 
not. If we saw someone else eating something, we felt we had to at least ask for 
a piece or a bit. In a way it was almost an obligatory thing, sort of like the little 
dog who begs despite the fact that he has just finished off a hearty bowl of dog 
food. Of course my response was what any loving brother would say – “make 
your own!” He pulled at my shoulder and teasingly begged again. At that 
instant the sandwich ended up dropped in the dirt. Picking it up covered with 
dirt, I offered it to him saying, “Here, now have a bite.” He looked at me and 
then at the sandwich and his hunger magically went away. The sandwich 
suddenly looked far less appealing, so he replied, “I don’t want it since you got 
it all dirty.” 

For Christians it is like this with our lives. We can choose to build godly lives 
that others might want to share in, or we can lead lives that are dirty and 
unappealing to others. Seems like a small thing, but when others are watching, 
it matters. 

Here’s a story: It is said that in Japan there is a certain kind of spider which 
throws its web over the telephone wires, sometimes from tree to tree, and 
frequently from the ground over the wire to the ground. The webs themselves 
are fragile, but put enough of them together and they can become a substantial 
tangle of power consuming fibers. When a sufficient number of these webs 
have been spun it is impossible to send or receive a telephone message from 
one Japanese city to another since the web tangles become an opposing 
grounding force along the lines, and so the linemen must go out and snap the 
webs which seem so insignificant in themselves, and instantly connection is 
again restored. (By J. Wilbur Chapan, "Present Day Parables.") 

Likewise things in our lives, as insignificant as the spider’s web, have caused 
us to lose both peace and power, while many of them together have shut us off 



from all communication with heaven. Not until we come out from the world 
and choose to be separate from the unbelievers that surround us, can we expect 
to know the bounty of the Lord. If our religion is to appeal to the spiritual 
hunger of others, it will have to be “kept up out of the dirt.” The fact is that 
often the daily lives we lead are far more influential upon others than all the 
Scriptures that we might quote. No one wants a dirty sandwich. 

“Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own” (Matt 6:34) 

 

 

 

 

 

 


