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To Build or Not to Build
by Jenny Daniel

The sermon emphasizes the importance of building our lives on the rock of Jesus Christ and trusting in His

power and provision to overcome the challenges and trials of life.

Duration: 59:41

Scripture: Proverbs 14:1, Proverbs 19:13, Matthew 6:33

Topics: "Faith And Trust", "Gods Faithfulness"

Description

In this sermon, the speaker shares two stories from their family history to illustrate the challenges and
trials they faced. The first story is about their grandmother, who experienced the loss of her belongings
during a flood. The second story is about their mother, who struggled with insecurity in her marriage and
felt called to the mission field. Through these stories, the speaker emphasizes the importance of relying on
God in times of difficulty and finding strength in Him. The sermon encourages listeners to trust in God's
faithfulness and to follow His calling, even when faced with uncertainty.

Transcript

Well, it's a privilege to be here, but it's also hard for me to stand this side. I prefer sitting in a seat, as
usual, and I don't get used to it yet. I just want to say before I start, we're so grateful for the wonderful way
our room has been made.

So beautiful and welcoming. All the sweets and chocolates and biscuits and flowers and quilts and pillows.
Everything is really so beautiful and we're very grateful.

Before I start, let us pray. Lord, I ask thee to come and speak to each one of us, Lord. May we hear thy
voice encouraging us to become the woman that thou wouldst have us to be.

We want to hear thy voice, Lord, in Jesus' name. Amen. Now, I didn't know I was going to speak this
morning.

And when I was told, I thought, what am I going to share with you? I first thought I might share Christmas
poems, because we're close to Christmas. But then I felt the Lord clearly leading me to speak to you about
the choice that each of us face as women. And that choice comes to us in Proverbs 14, verse 1. Every
wise woman buildeth her home, but the foolish plucketh it down.
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Buildeth her house, but the foolish plucketh it down. And to each of us, no matter how small or how big we
are, how old we are, there is a choice. To build or not to build.

Now, I won't say, like Shakespeare, to be or not to be, that is the question. The question that comes to us
as women is, are we going to be builders? Or are we going to be breakers down? And you know, I was in
Ohio recently. And the family that we were with were builders, and their brothers were builders.

So it was a whole community of builders. And it was so interesting for me to see how the littlest child was
involved in the building. The Father said, whoever can be out of nappies can help with the process.

And we passed the house and we stopped there. And there was the little boy of about two, the little girl of
about seven, helping with the building with the gadgets and everything around their waist, feeling so proud
that they were part of the building process. It doesn't matter how small we are or how old we are.

Each one of us can be builders in the home, the surroundings that God places us. Now, the smallest child
here would tell me that you've got to lay something before you build a house. Is that not correct? The wise
man built his house upon the rock.

And the wise woman also has to build her house upon the rock. It's no use us thinking, oh, I want to be a
builder for the Lord, I want to build up other people's lives, if our life isn't on the rock. And that rock is the
Lord Jesus Christ.

He that has the Son has life. He that has not the Son of God has not life. If we one day want to face God
and face the judgment, peace of God, we will have to be sure that our house is on the rock.

And only then can we be true builders. Now, I'm going to take you on a lightning visit to four different
homes that influenced my life. People who were builders.

Now, recently at home I read a book, it's called The Lives of Noble Women by Davenport. And it was so
amazing to read of women who were willing to die for the sake of their obedience to God. I mean, the one
lady was put on a rack and pulled apart, and they had to carry her in a chair to the stake for her to be burnt
over there.

I'm not going to speak about those great, great women. I'm going to speak about ordinary women like you
and I, who in their ordinary circumstances and difficult circumstances were able to be builders. Now, the
first home I'm going to take you to is the home of my mother.

My mother was saved as a teenager. My father saw her at the age of 17 riding on a horse, and he said,
that is the girl I'm going to marry. And he married her at 25.

She wasn't sure when he approached her if he really knew the Lord. And so she was weary of this person
so keen to marry her. But when she found out that he was truly a Christian, when the family felt that this
was God's will, they got married at the age of 25.

The first thing my mother did when she was married was she turned to my father and she said to him, I
have been to Christian camp. I've had a lot of input. You haven't.

But I want you to be the spiritual leader in our home. I want you to be the priest of the home for our
children. I truly believe that if my mother had not said that to my father at the beginning of her marriage, he
wouldn't have become the man of God he is today.
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He preaches all over South Africa. He has led thousands of souls to the Lord. He doesn't pass anybody by
without witnessing to them.

Many people turn to him for counsel and help. And I think he grew the way he did because my mother was
willing to say, I'm not going to take the leadership in the home. I know much more than you do.

But she was able to stand back and allow him to become the man that God wanted him to be. Now my
mother also loved creating beautiful things. But when they were married, they didn't have much money.

You farm and then some calamity, the river comes down in flood and takes everything, or the hail comes.
Many things happened in our lives as young children that sort of crushed plans. And so my mother had to
make a beautiful home out of the things that were available to her.

I remember as a child, we had beautiful little bedside cabinets next to our bed. Well, they were made out
of wooden paraffin boxes. The fridges used paraffin, and the paraffin came in these wooden crates.

And my mother would take the crates and cover it with material and put little frills around, put a little shelf
in, and we had beautiful bedside cabinets. I remember for my sister when she was a baby, she made a
cupboard to hang all the little dresses and nappies and everything out of tomato boxes. And it looked
beautiful.

Often my mother used to come into the house with a chair or a bench that somebody had thrown out. And
we would think, oh no, what can you do with it? It looks awful. And she would get somebody to make
another leg for the chair, put her back onto the bench, cover it.

And in our home there are two of those pieces that people admire. But it was the chair without one leg and
the bench without a back that she made beautiful. And you know what? Because my mother made our
house beautiful, whether it was just a bowl of flowers in the house, whether it was something that she
sewed or a chair that she fixed up, we knew that my mother loved home and she loved being with us.

And it did something for us as children. We were sure of her love because of the time she spent with the
little bit she had in hand to make our home beautiful. Another thing my mother did for us as a builder was
that she read to us.

She was very busy. She was a farmer's wife. She sometimes even had to help out in the village school
with teaching.

And yet she found time to read to us. I remember books like Little Dot, Whiter Than Snow, Little King
Davy. I remember her telling us about the French Revolution and reading to us about the French
Revolution, the horrors, and making it so alive to us as children that we were dreading that another
revolution would come.

She also read to us from the Bible in any time that she had and made the Bible real to us as children. And
I thank her for that. I love books today because of her love for books and the love she created in us to
read.

Another thing about my mother is that she believed that God answered prayer. And even as children, we
were conscious that my mother believed that if she asked God for something, He would answer. And she
came to Him with the little things and the big things.
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When she baked the cake, she opened the oven door and we knew. She said, Lord, please bless this
cake baking in the oven. When we were going to leave the farm many a time, when things went wrong, my
mother went to the same childlike faith and said, Lord, please help.

We need You to intervene. And she really believed that God answered her prayers. And she taught us to
believe in a God that answers prayers because of her belief.

Today, Roy, when he has a special thing that he wants to pray for, he says, I must phone Granny and ask
her to pray. She's still the prayer warrior that she was long ago, and we thank God for that. My mother
never read the Bible in the mornings without believing that God had a special message for her.

As a little girl, I had a vivid imagination, and I used to think that the Bible changed every time my mother
read it. I actually thought that Psalm 23 would just be different for my mother because God had a special
message for her, that her name might even be there. Why did I think that as a child? I think it was because
it was so real to us that God spoke to us and to her.

And each day she would say, you know, this is what God said to me today. Take hope. Go on.

Don't fret. God will answer our prayers. She was excited about what God said to her.

Now, in later years, recently, about three years ago, the Lord allowed my mother to have cancer in the
spine. And suddenly this active mother involved with us, even though we were far away, became
bedridden, so much so that she could hardly move any part of her body. And she was in hospital, and they
thought she'd never walk again.

It was wonderful in that hospital room to see how my mother became a builder to that little environment
that she had. Nurses came to her room and were built up in the Lord. She didn't lose her joy in the Lord,
even in that terrible state of not knowing if she'd ever walk again.

She was able to build and to be a light and shine for the Lord. Well, she believed the Lord said she would
walk again. And the doctor said to her, Mrs. Le Roux, you'll never walk again.

And I went to the doctor and I said, why do you say that? He said, well, we don't know if the sinews in her
spine are permanently damaged. And anyway, she's so old. You know, she was in her 70s.

She's older in her 70s. And he said, it's impossible for her to walk again. But she believed God would help
her to walk again.

And she not only walks, but she does daring things like wanting to climb up a ladder to fix a light bulb. So
God has done a miracle in her life. But I think it was because of her faith that what God said he would do.

When I was a child, I wrote, my mother is like a sweet country home next to a wood of experience to roam.
Two windows to let the love shine through. A door that speaks of laughter too.

A kitchen to help us in every need. Equip us in life for every deed. A bedroom that speaks of quiet prayer.

All peace and quiet to God in there. A living room, that's the important part. That's my dear mother's
precious heart.
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And I thank God that I had a mother who was a builder. I'm going to take you to another home now, and
that's the home of my grandmother. Well, she got married as an unsaved, fairly religious person.

Hoping, as any young mother would, that her life would have the normal happiness that one hopes for and
children. Well, shortly after her marriage, two things happened that jolted her security. The first thing that
happened to my grandmother is she suddenly began to realize that she could not be secure in my
grandfather's love.

That she did not know that he would remain faithful to her. And that was a tremendous shock for her to go
through as a young wife. And then another thing happened.

Their home was a fair distance from this Gamtjes River that our farms were on. And there was much rain
higher up in the country, and suddenly this river came down. And it came down with such force that it
changed its course.

And it bore right down upon the home that my grandmother was living in as a young wife with two little
children. They didn't realize the danger they were in until the doors suddenly shut open. And it was only at
that stage about an inch of water, but the force was so great that the door was flung open by the water
alone.

Well, she realized she had to flee for her life, so she grabbed the children. There was another lady there.
She grabbed the big black pot to make tea.

And they ran and scrambled up the mountain next to the river that was raging and roaring at that stage.
And they sat in a cleft in the rock. My grandmother said she looked down and she saw everything she
owned being swept away by the river.

Her photographs, the furniture that she'd inherited from her mother's mother's mother. You know, it's a
rather sentimental family. And everything that she treasured and that was precious to her was flung away
by the river.

My mother was a little girl of three at that time, and she said she can still feel the agony she felt as a little
girl of three, lying in the cleft underneath this enormous rock. And she was so scared at the age of three
that this rock would crush her head. So there they stayed for a few days in a cleft in the rock and just
watched as everything disappeared.

My grandmother said that after that there was such an emptiness in her heart. She couldn't have the trust
of her husband fully, and she had nothing. They had to live in a shed.

They put curtains as room dividers. And she said she hungered and hungered after something. There
must be more in life than what she had.

And then a visiting evangelist came by and he preached on, They that hunger and thirst after
righteousness shall be full. And my grandmother said that's it. It's what I need.

That will be the answer to the cry and the emptiness of my heart. And so she accepted the Lord Jesus
Christ as her Saviour. Well, as soon as she was saved, she of course wanted her husband to get saved.

And she thought the Lord would answer her prayers immediately. And so she went to him and she told
him what had happened in her life. But you know, it took 40 years of praying, 40 years of faithfulness,
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before God answered her prayers for my grandmother.

And her life became a life with one purpose. Everything was around that purpose. To get her husband
saved.

40 years of praying. Well, my grandmother's home, despite the fact that her husband was unsaved, was a
wonderful home for us as children. She was a provider.

We used to say, to Granny's house we'd go, where we shall better grow. She was a wonderful cook. And
we often used to come in her home and there she used to provide this long table.

And I used to sit at the bottom of the table and think, Oh, I hope there's enough food for me because it
smells so nice. And she always had enough for anybody. She was a provider.

She was also somebody whose home was open to others in need. Her home was open to missionaries.
My grandfather didn't want to go to meetings, but the meetings came to him.

And the missionaries were hardly in the home before she said to them, Share with me the burden for my
husband that he would get saved. And so there were many, many people praying with her for my
grandfather. On Sundays for many years, my grandmother used to cook a delicious meal.

On Sundays you'd see lamb and roast potatoes and vegetables, a big meal. She used to cook the meal,
wait for grace, and then go to her room, miss the whole meal, and pray for his salvation for many, many
years. It was something that she said to God.

I'm going to cook the Sunday meal. I'm going to miss the Sunday meal. I'm going to set it aside to pray and
call on me for my husband's salvation.

I don't know what my grandfather thought. He's eating this nice meal made by his wife, and he knows
she's there in the room, on her knees, calling on God for his salvation. I'm sure it spoke to him.

On Friday evening, despite the fact that it was her home with her unsaved husband, we used to have
times of singing hymns. Now my grandmother's fingers were very gnarled by arthritis and rheumatism.
They were bent, and yet she had a beautiful touch on the piano.

We used to sing and pray in her home on Friday evenings. Even as a small child, I can remember the
presence of God in that home on Friday evenings. My grandfather even asked for his favorite hymn.

I'm sure those Friday evenings were a drawcard for him to God. My grandmother was looked up to in the
community. I remember they had a WAA meeting, which is the Women's Agricultural Association meeting.

Of all the women in the valley, she was chosen to give a speech. Now my mother said she's ashamed of it
now, but she thought, oh no, I'm sure Granny's going to bring a test on me, and you just don't do that at an
agricultural meeting. Well, my grandmother spoke about everything that happened in the valley, the
farming, the change from certain crops to other crops.

Then she spoke about the flood, and sure enough, she brought her testimony. Many a person came
afterwards to thank her for that testimony. My mother said it was wrong that she had feared.
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My granny was a force for God, even though her husband was unsaved. I thank God that she was a
builder. Near the end of the 40 years of praying, she said to my mother and her sister, she said, you know,
I think, is God going to answer my prayers? Even this woman of faith started to lose a bit of faith.

And my mother and her sister said, oh no, mommy, you're not giving up now. You've prayed for so long,
you're not giving up now. And it wasn't soon afterwards when my grandfather got saved, when God
answered her prayers.

And he was so changed by God, that kids who only met him after he got saved cannot believe the story.
Of him before his salvation. So that's what God did.

And they had about 11 years of unity and joy as they served God together. And that was wonderful. And I
thank God that she didn't stop being a builder because her circumstances were against her, but that she
was willing to build despite her circumstances.

Well, the next lady I'm going to let you visit had tragedy and triumph written across her life. She was a
young missionary, and she was a very petite, tiny, beautiful little missionary. She was beautiful outwardly,
and she was beautiful inwardly.

So much so that the leaders of the mission just delighted in her. And therefore, because they delighted in
her, they said, well, you know, we must be very careful who she chooses as her husband. I don't think we
must allow her to seek the Lord for her husband.

We must choose for her. And so they began looking around who they thought would be an appropriate
husband for her. Now, even as Christians, we can only see the outward appearance, but God sees the
heart.

And they looked, and they only saw that which was on the outward. And they thought, well, this tall,
African, young man is the ideal husband for her. And so they persuaded her.

She was interested in marriage, but under their persuasion and influence, she eventually fell in love with
this man and thought it was the Lord's will, and they got married. It wasn't long after the marriage that this
man walked out on that little lady into a life of gross sin. He went into sin.

He didn't only desert her, but he went into sin. And others knew what he was involved in. There she was,
abandoned, deserted, betrayed.

She went to another missionary family that were as parents to her. The daughter was as a friend to her.
And there she spent her days calling on God for him please to come back, for him to repent.

Do anything, Lord, to bring him back. But the Lord did not answer that prayer. And not long afterwards,
this husband died in his sin.

So there she was. She'd been married. It had been a tragedy.

She was alone. And in a sense, on a human level, such a person should have become bitter, bitter with
the people who forced her, as it were, into this union, angry at God for allowing it to come to pass. Surely
she could not be a builder.
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And yet this little lady went back and lived in a bachelor flat. I knew her later in her life. And she was a
light.

She was a joy. She was a blessing. She was an inspiration.

She was an encouragement to so many. You know, she was beautiful. Despite everything that she had
gone through, I looked at her as a young Christian.

And as I saw her, I could just see the Lord shining through her life. She did not have bitterness, angriness,
moaning. Instead, she had joy in her trust that God doeth all things well and that she must lean on Him.

I can still see her sitting on the edge of a chair. She had white hair, lots of white hair. She had black hair
when she was married.

She had white hair. Thick white hair, loosely tied up, dainty, small. Sitting on the edge of a chair, pouring
tea out of a china teapot.

She loved beautiful things, even though she had such a small place. As I looked at her as a young
Christian, I thought, Well, oh Lord, if one day I could just be a little bit like her. So she didn't have children.

She never had a husband anymore. But she was able to build up not only my life, but many other people's
lives. She was a builder in the little house circle that God had placed her.

The last home I'm going to take you to quickly is a home of a lady that never married. She was also a
missionary and her home was ten foot by ten foot. It was just a room.

Now she had been in mission work and God had greatly used her. I remember many stories that she told
us. But the one story she told us was that she had been to Mozambique and they had held services for
children in Mozambique on the sea shore.

And she said after they'd finished the services for the children, they went back into South Africa and they
ended up in a little town. It's called a railroad siding. I don't know if you call it the same.

It's a few houses, ten houses, and it was on the edge of a mountain. And they did visitation over there. So
she visited from house to house.

After she'd visited each one, she asked them, Is there anybody else living in this area? Is this everybody?
We've done everybody. We've challenged everybody about to stand with the Lord. And so they said, No,
there are two houses on top of the mountain.

It's no use. You can't get there. You have to go halfway up by donkey and you've got to walk the rest.

And then there are two people who want to be so isolated that they've made their houses on top of this
mountain. So she thought, No. She won't have finished the time if she hadn't visited these two houses.

She felt God leading her. And so they went on the donkey halfway up. They walked the rest of the way up.

And when they arrived on the top of the mountain, the people said, Oh, Miss Glass, come in. We've been
waiting for you. And she thought, What's going on? And then they said, No, we were in Mozambique.
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We heard you speak to the children at the beach services. And we said, We have been praying ever since
then that God would send this lady to tell us how we can get saved. So she'd had an active, wonderful life
with wonderful stories of how God used her.

But suddenly she was retired in inverted commas and she was in a room, ten foot by ten foot. It didn't
even have a bathroom or a toilet. She had to go down the road for that.

She had a bed, a chair, a bookshelf, and behind it was a little sink and a two plate stove. But from that little
room, she cooked for other people, for those in need. She made it a little room where people came for
prayer.

She encouraged people. She tried to reach out to people who were unsaved. I remember just knocking on
her door one day and there she was in prayer with a Jewish lady.

She was a builder for the Lord in a little room. She didn't have children either. She didn't have a husband.

And yet she was a true builder. My mother was a wonderful mother, but she didn't teach me how to cook. I
was glad she knew how to cook and she had lots of advice to give me.

I remember baking cookies. Instead of just making a little batch, I thought I'd make a thousand cookies. So
I mixed it all and then of course I took the salt instead of the sugar.

To taste it was just horrific, the dough. And I went to her and I said, what can I do with this? And she said,
well, you can use it for thickening in gravy. I thought, oh no, for ten years I've got to look at this failure.

But she always had a lot of advice. And she also used to say, Jeannie, if you're a missionary, you must be
able to make a meal out of anything. Whatever you've got in the house is what God gives you.

And if people are right, you must be able to do a meal out of what you have. Well, that was quite daunting
for me. She could use cakes out of her head and whatever.

One day I was in this little flat that we lived in and I looked in my cupboard and I had two onions. I looked
in the fridge and I had a block of cheese. And that was all.

And Keith was coming home for supper and he's hungry when he gets home after all his visiting. And I
said, what am I going to do? What would Miss Glass do? So I said, oh well, Miss Glass would boil the
onions. So I boiled the onions.

And I said, well, what would Miss Glass do next? I said, oh well, all right. She would take the insides of the
onions out and she would chop them up. She would grate the cheese and she would put it back in the
onions.

And they looked quite good, these onions with cheese centers. And I put them back in the oven and I felt
very proud of myself. And when Keith came home, he said, this smells good.

Well, he'd hardly been home a few minutes when somebody knocked on the door. And it was another
missionary lady. And Keith said, oh, come in, come in.

We're just going to have supper. I'm sure you don't feel like cooking. Come in and have a meal with us.



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 10

And I thought, oh dear, what do I do with two onions? So I chopped them up. So Miss Glass was a
wonderful help and she had advice to give everybody. And she didn't allow a little room, just a 10 by 10
foot room, to inhibit her from being a builder for the Lord Jesus Christ.

Sadly, the verse didn't say, talk only about building. It also talks about breaking down. And in Christian
work, one comes across many people who are not builders, but who are breakers down.

Now many people have shared over the years, and sadly there have been some that have said, my home
is a prison to me. I hate my home. I feel like a prisoner in my home.

If I didn't have to answer the needs of my children, the demands of my husband, I would have been a
famous woman. I could have been a writer. I could have been a journalist.

I could have been an explorer. The one lady even put a Christian connotation on it. She said, you know, I
could have been a Wycliffe Bible translator if I didn't have all my children and my husband.

Home is a prison. And they feel as if their home is just closing in upon them and they want to get out, be
free. And sadly, the husband and the children start feeling as if they are the jailers of their home.

It's a prison. Young people have shared with me, and older sometimes, that home is just like a factory to
them. You know, you drag your body from morning to night.

It's one work after the other. It's the washing, it's the sweeping, it's the cleaning. And nobody appreciates
what I do, they say.

You know, it's just, I'm a slave. I'm just dragging myself on. And even when I get married, perhaps that's all
that's waiting for me.

Just one chore after the other. And that's very sad, when home is not a home, but it just becomes a factory
of producing meals, getting the clothes, meeting the needs of others, and just not being recognized and
appreciated. There's another lady who shared with me that her home is to her just a place of depression.

When she's away from home, she's happy. But when she gets closer to home, she just becomes
depressed. When they drive in the car and they get closer to the home, she said, we start arguing in the
car.

It's just, I don't know what it is. She said, I just am depressed. I'm not happy to be at home, to be in the
home.

I want to be out working, meeting with people. I'm just depressed in the home. Somebody else shared that
her home is a place of escape.

Escape from that which she should be doing. They can't wait to close the door. Nobody can see what
they're doing.

And they can read and just lie down all the time and not do the things that are essential in the home. And
so they become a burden to their family and to their husband and to their children or to their sisters and
brothers. Because home is just an escape from that which they should be doing.
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Perhaps you may say, it's not easy to be a builder because my circumstances are not ideal. Well, my
grandmother's circumstances were not ideal either. She had an unsaved husband, an unfaithful husband.

And yet that didn't stop her being a builder. That little lady who could have been so bitter and angry, she
said, No, I'm not going to let those things that happen crush my life. I'm going to be the builder that God
wants me to be in the rest of my life.

And that little missionary in a one room didn't allow that room to close in and become like a little prison to
her when she'd been out in the field all the time reaching people in town. She made that little room a little
building place for God. I wrote a little poem here the other day.

It says, A prisoner within the home who hates each hour they're in. A slave who drags her body through
demands both great and mean. Depressive, blocking out the sun or lazy, selfish, blind to all God could
accomplish if you, your mission find.

Yes, reach the lives you're given. Oh, build foundations true so that they're rising upward. Yes,
heavenward to you.

Now, it's no use speaking about building if we don't know how to build. Isn't that correct? We all need to
know how to build. I'd love to build onto a house but I don't know how.

And so we also need to know how to build, how to be the builder God wants us to be. Now, if we have
already built our life on the rock, if we've got the right foundation, I feel that the most crucial requirement
for me and for you to be the builder that you have to be whether you be small or old is to give your bodies
as a living sacrifice to God. If we give our bodies as a living sacrifice to God that body will never feel like a
robot.

That body will never feel like a slave because whatever we're doing with this body it is God's and even
sweeping or ironing or whatever, cooking will be done for Him because our body is God's and that's what
God asks of us and that changes the whole outlook that we have about the home. Now if I ask a little girl
what would it take of me to give my body? Is it just part of me? Just my mind? Just my mouth? Or is it
every part of me? There was a little girl in a town in South Africa who years ago slipped into a church
service.

She wasn't used to going to church she was barefoot she had a little dress on that was patched but clean
and she slipped in and sat in the church service and she was awed by the greatness of the church building
and by the word of the minister and then suddenly it was collection time and in our country when they have
I don't know if you call it the offering they call it collection in Ireland they bring this big sort of wooden plate
with a velvet inside and it passes on from one to another and she saw people throwing in money and she
said oh what am I going to do?

I've got nothing and so the plate came closer and closer to her and then that little girl took the plate from
the beaten and she put it in the aisle and she stood in the plate and she just stood like that she was saying
to God I've got money to give to you but I give you every bit of me and that's what God asked of us He
asked for every bit of us because if we are totally God everything we do will be for God I've written another
one yesterday here we sometimes think the sacrifice of many mundane things will satisfy a jealous God a
partial offering yet Jesus came to give His all His life on Calvary how can I come and say to God take only
part of me my all was in His loving hands to do with what He will so then He can His purposes through me
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His child fulfill we have to give every part of

us and I always think of Ruth and Orpha the difference between Ruth and Orpha was just that total
dedication Orpha also left her people part of the way with Naomi she also went part of the way but when it
came to going all the way it was because Ruth was dedicated because in her heart she had said where
thou goest I will go where thou lodgest I will lodge whatever comes I'm part of it with you that's where the
change came and where Orpha went back and so God asked of us that same dedication He asked for
every bit of us that I say whatever God asks of me His will will become my will His wishes will become my
wishes His path even though it's a hard path will become my path my home will be His home now Paul
described it in these words he said for me to love is Christ for me to love is Christ

everything I do is for Christ if Christ is my life I would value each day to follow His precepts to heed and
obey to seek His approval in all that I am to live out His purpose to fulfill His plans the things of this life will
seem mundane and small when He is my mainstay who gave up His all the hopes and ambitions which
consumed my time will fade into nothing when His will is mine if Christ is my life I'll be burdened with
prayer that all whom I influence will meet Him up there my life will have meaning be wrapped up in Him
who loves me and saves me and frees me from sin is Christ your life now in dedication we give our whole
self to God but we also have to forget our past Paul said there's one thing I do forgetting the things which
are behind and reaching forth unto the things which are

before I press towards the mark for the prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus now the past
sometimes we have given ourselves wholly to God we want to follow Him all the way but the past cripples
us I remember as a child how often as a family we used to plan well when this crop comes in we will do
this and we will do that if the Lord will well sometimes that whole crop was just swept away I remember
standing at the window of our house we had a tin roofed house and we stood at the window and hail came
down the size of eggs and we just literally saw the crops go turn into a dam it was a green field I think it
was potatoes or tomatoes and suddenly it was just a dam of water it all went and one thing I admire about
my father is that he never used to speak of what might have been he

didn't look back to the crop he just said well let's move forward and do all we can to keep food on the table
and in the same way the past if we keep looking back at the past if he had said oh if only I had that crop
wouldn't it be different and he didn't go on he would never have been able to help us and to provide for us
and so in the same way the past can be a terrible hindrance for us to be the builders God wants us to be
there's a very vivid example to us of how the past does not need to be a stumbling block to us in the life of
Peter now Peter failed dreadfully Peter failed publicly now public failures are often the most hard thing to
leave behind you know if you failed in front of your children if you've lost your temper there are many other
ways that you can fail in the home and

you failed in front of your children the devil would love you to just sort of give up and go on in a groove of
depression and despondency and not be able to lift your head up again but the wonderful thing is the Lord
Jesus said to Peter in Luke 22 verse 23 when thou art converted strengthen thy brethren in other words
Peter when you've repented when you've come back to me I've still got to work for you strengthen my
brethren you know if we had to choose somebody to have the influence that Peter had in the new church
in Acts and so forth we would have chosen one of the other disciples I don't know about you but I mean
after all Peter failed so publicly we would have thought perhaps John would have been a better choice or
Nathanael but God kept to his plan for Peter not Peter that is what
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we would say not Peter who had failed so sore denied his Lord and even swore he deceived he could not
be strengthening others no not he thrice before the gathered crowd he had failed so coarse and loud
surely he should shrink away he who went so far astray sorrow repentance deep regret oh the rash words
that fear begets seeing his master sad in glance oh that he had another chance Peter I know you failed
me sore and I recall your boast before humbled you are I still decree strengthen and feed my sheep for me
many have failed when sore oppressed many have failed with fear hard pressed like Peter they sorrow
bitterly oh that the Lord would pardon me Peter fulfilled his given task Peter did all the Lord did ask to
which the forgiveness was to him buried that failure that public sin maybe you

too have deep repose you too have stumbled on the course Satan would keep you in his power seek
God's forgiveness this very hour and you who have never failed like him why should you judge the weaker
weaker's sins rather lift up the erring one seeking forgiveness to God's own sin humbled but steadfast they
walk aright never to lean on their own might rather to cling to the Lord as safe keeping them true to him all
the way so do not let us allow the failures that we have repented of whether it even be publicly cripple us
from being the builders that God wants us to be just remember Peter after all I don't think any of you have
failed like Peter did and yet he was able to do what God asked of him you know sometimes we forgive
ourselves our failures but we find it difficult to forgive others

their failures and if we are so grateful that God can wipe away our sins that he can remove them as far as
the east is from the west that he can throw them into the depths of the sea we also need to forgive others
who have failed against us whether it be a brother a sister a husband a child we need to forgive as God
has forgiven us now we come to another aspect of dedication I dedicate my body I forget the past and I
need to accept my course now sometimes it's difficult to accept what God brings across our path but we
need to accept the course the path our loss in life I remember sitting in the east of America towards the
south near Florida in a meeting where a lady was who was she seemed bright and cheerful but I sat
opposite her in the meeting and suddenly as she was listening to the

message the curtain dropped and I just had a glimpse of the sadness and the sorrow that she was
experiencing and afterwards I came to the minister and I said I felt so burdened for that lady and he said
oh her life is so hard she has an unsaved husband and that unsaved husband is dragging the boys into
the world with him and into sin with him suddenly there was a picture you know she looked cheerful to
everybody but behind the cheerfulness there was deep sorrow sometimes we look at other people and we
think oh if I had their life it would be so wonderful it seems so easy but I don't think we often realize the
loneliness the heart cry the prayers for children the misery that others do go through and I think we just
have to be thankful for what God brings across our path because it could be

so much worse even reading that book about the famous lives of women and noble lives I suddenly I was
hushed and I said lord think of what they went through I mean we have such an easy life compared to
them and we should be so grateful for whatever our path is I mentioned last year dear lord is this the path
that thou has planned in heaven for me so dark I stop and question of it a head I cannot see it seems too
high to scale dear lord another path for me but then I feel ashamed that I should doubt what comes from
thee and so we have to accept what God brings across our life I love the picture of the we in Charles in
Psalm 131 where it says lord my heart is not walking nor my eyes lofty neither do I exercise myself in
matters or in things too high for me surely I have behaved and quieted

myself as a child that is weaned from his mother my soul is even as a weaned child now a weaned child
And her little son was wandering around the playground, not feeling very special.



SermonIndex.net  |  Page 14

And this lady beckoned her son to her, and I've never forgotten it. And he came, and he was sort of
walking like this, he wasn't feeling great. And she said, come here, come here, come here.

And she whispered, and she said, you are the most wonderful boy in the whole playground. And suddenly
the little boy, whoa! And I thought, goodness gracious, if my son comes, I'd say, oh Roy, you haven't
combed your hair this morning. But it did so much to what she said.

And in the same way, and not in the same words, we need to encourage our children, we need to
encourage our husbands, we need to encourage others around us. It says in Psalm 16 verse 24 that
pleasant words are like a honeycomb, sweet to the mouth and health to the bones. Sometimes our
children can be discouraged, they could almost be sickly.

And what they need is not a bottle of vitamins. They need good words, encouraging words, pleasant
words. I don't think we realize the power of the tongue.

Proverbs 18 verse 21 says, life and death are in the power of the tongue. There is a little member which is
not hard to find, it is a mighty weapon which cannot be defined. It can bring joy and comfort, it heals both
hurt and woe.

A balm to weary pilgrims, a help against the foe. A weaker brother's stumbling is made to turn around, a
wounded sister bleeding is lifted from the ground. But all this little member can cause a world of pain if not
to God surrendered, his servant to ordain.

It hurts, it cuts, it murders the lives of fellow men. It dims the light of heaven, it makes the world condense.
Our tongue to God our guest is, his servant to obey.

So that is the only blessing that follows on your way. Do we adorn the gospel with our tongue? Now we've
spoken about the joy of the Lord, so the last thing I'm going to mention is that we've got to see our home
as a mission field. I think that's a great need.

You are more homemakers here than in our country, but there is a great need for us as women to see that
we have a mission field within the walls of our home. I think a newborn baby is the sweetest gift of all. To
have a tiny human life, so fragile and so small, and yet it is an awesome task to mould this human place,
each word we speak, each task we do, are formed from day to day.

And thus a mother needs the Lord for special thanks and grace, so that her tiny child may see the Saviour
through her son. It's an awesome task we have to mould the life God gives us. As vital to us as the savage
on the mission field, in the middle of Africa, is your children in the home that God has given to nobody but
you, because the mother has the most influence in the home, and the most time.

It is our greatest building project. There was a widow, I'm sure you've heard of that, with seven children,
and she was sitting in a missionary meeting, and the missionary called people to go out to the mission
field, and she self-called. So she went to the minister and she said to him, Pastor, I've been called to the
mission field.

What do I do with my seven children? Must I post them off to different homes while I go to the mission
field? And he said, Oh, God is so wise. You don't have to go very far. He's given you the mission field and
your daughters.
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Your mission field are the seven children in your home. Now, not so long back I heard somebody say that
of a lady who really has got a mission heart, and she's reaching out to others, a family member turned to
her recently and said to her, You love them, but you don't love us. Now, we have to be careful that in
reaching out to others, we don't neglect our own mission field.

There was a girl that came back from college, I read that in some illustration book, and she so longed to
be of service to the Lord, so she went to her pastor and she said, Pastor, I would like to bless somebody in
the congregation. I'd like to visit somebody, bring gifts. You see, somebody in the old age home, some
lonely person that I can just bring love and joy and happiness to by my visits and care and gifts and so
forth.

So the minister said to the young lady, he said, Well, let me pray over it, and tomorrow I'll tell you who the
Lord has laid in my heart. So the next day she went to the minister and she said, Have you got the
person? He gave her a little folded piece of paper, and when she opened the paper, she read two words,
Your father. So here she wanted to reach out to others, and her father needed her care.

He was more lonely than the people she wanted to reach. Now, I realized how quickly time flew. Look how
tall Roy is now, but when he and Noel, our eldest boy, were young, suddenly life became very, very busy
in Maristburg, and many demands came upon me, and you sort of thought, How am I going to cope? And
children had to be a little bit quiet, and then the Lord spoke to me, and I wrote this poem, not only thinking
of our home, and taking the lesson that God was giving me, but for all the busy moms out there, it's called
Another Time.

Don't bother, dear, I'll hear to you another time. Some other day I'll run and laugh and teach you how to
pray. Too much today.

Too much each day with laden care, filling the moments everywhere of childhood laughter, childhood
tears, little sorrows, little fears, that years of work and years of games, for whom I'm climbing with a strain.
Oh, hush the cries, yes, hush the calls. Too busy, dear, to hear at all.

The childish sobs, the hulking words, the stuttering cries, no more reserved. The years have flown. I'll
never fight that pressure.

Priceless. Let's grab the moment while we have this. Well, we have to ask ourselves a few questions.

First of all, we've got to ask ourselves, are we building on the right foundation? Is our home a prison to us?
Is it a factory? Is it a place of depression? Is it an escape from what we should be doing? Or is it a home in
which we abode to God's glory? If not, have we surrendered our bodies to God? Have we forgotten the
past and not allowed it to cripple us? Do we adorn the gospel with joy, with what we say, what we do?
Have we seen our children as our mission field, the mission field that God has entrusted to us, that great
honor that He gives us as a mission field? And not only your children, but your brothers and your sisters,
you there, Teresa, they are your mission field. Our short supply on God gives us to burn.

Audio: https://sermonindex1.b-cdn.net/7/SID7184.mp3
Source: https://sermonindex.net/speakers/jenny-daniel/to-build-or-not-to-build/
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