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Speak For Jesus

          Dr. J. Allen Blair
There are many Christians in the world (people who have experienced a miraculous change because they believed on Christ).  Regrettably however, the number of witnessing Christians is much less.  I wonder why.

The early church (the history of which is recorded in the book of Acts) had a phenomenal growth.  The unusual progress and advance was not the result of great preaching or membership campaigns.  The key to it all was witnessing.  When someone got converted, immediately he began witnessing – attempting to win others to Jesus Christ.  Recall how Christ called Andrew, and then Andrew brought his brother Peter who became the leader for the Twelve and the spokesman for the apostolic band.  Later, Christ found Phillip, and Phillip found Nathanael and also the Ethiopian.  Paul found Timothy, Onesimus, and Aquila.  Then Aquila and Priscilla helped Apollos.  The chain was endless.  The slogan was, “Mouth to mouth, and life to life.”  When one received Christ, he communicated the message of Christ to others.  
The Lord Jesus Himself concentrated on individuals.  Study His methods in the New Testament.  See how he dealt with Nicodemus, the Samaritan woman, Zacchaeus, Matthew, the dying thief, the man born blind, and many others.  When and where this method of sharing the good news was lost from the body of Christ, I do not know.  But it is certain that more of us need to get back to it again.  

A large industrial concern ran an advertisement in the paper with the caption, “Distributors wanted.”  Under that it read, “A nationwide organization has a few choice areas available in which they desire to appoint responsible individuals as distributors to handle a proven product.”  Well all of us can understand the importance of the distribution of a product; for no matter how worthwhile and useful it may be, if it is not distributed and placed in the hands of users, it is virtually worthless.  
The same may be said of the gospel of the grace of God.  Even though it is the only message that can transform lives and provide the hopeless with hope, unless it is distributed to the ends of the earth, really, it is meaningless.  This is the problem many of our churches are facing today.  We see little groups of nice, benevolent people gathering together week after week to discuss the gospel among themselves.  They love the word and love to hear the word.  Their problem is that they are getting stuffed and overfed which often results in spiritual indigestion.  They are badly in need of exercise.  They remind me of something I read recently.  In the old days, in Germany, the orthodox Jews would nail the foot of a big fat goose to a board so he couldn’t take any exercise.  Day after day, they would force food down his throat until he got so fat he could not have moved even if he had not been nailed down.  When he was good and fat, they killed him, and put him in the oven to get the goose grease.  

Well, I’m sure you get the point.  There are some Christians who spend all their time eating – getting fat on the word of God – but not sharing that which they have received.  This is one reason why some believers become so cantankerous that you can hardly live with them.  What they really need is to get out and help other people.  The greatest help we can give is to tell the lost about Jesus Christ the Son of God.  Ye are my witnesses, we read, in Isaiah 43:12.  God has appointed us to witness to His saving grace and power.  One may not be educated.  He need not have much of this world’s goods, but if he has a heart for Christ he can be a witness.  He can tell others about what Christ has done for Him, and urge them to enter into a personal relationship with the Son of God.  In Proverbs 11:30, we are told that he that winneth souls is wise.  Indeed he is, for he has the blessing of the Lord.  

Some years ago, it was my privilege to hear Dr. Robert Ketchum speak.  At the time, he was the pastor of a Baptist church in Gary, Indiana.  He told of speaking one night in The First Baptist Church of Buffalo.  Just as he was going to the platform, an usher handed him a telegram.  It read, “Baby Evans killed.  Funeral Friday.  Come.”  And it was signed by Mrs. Ketchum.  Dr. Ketchum was stunned.  He read the telegram to his audience and told about Baby Evans, who was about 18 months old, saying she was one of the most beautiful children he had ever seen.  Then he went on to say, “I don’t know what has happened, but I want to tell you I have been the pastor of this baby’s mother for nine months, and I know that in the city of Gary there is a little mother who may have a broken heart and may be weeping her heart out, but she has the calm and quiet peace of God within.  She is riding out the storm.”  
When Dr. Ketchum arrived home, his first words to his wife were, “What on earth happened?”   She told her husband the story.  The Evans family lived two houses from the South-shore Interurban which goes by there 80mph.  They had always been very careful, but before they finished supper one evening, Baby Evans slipped out of her highchair quietly and went on out in the yard to play.  It was only a matter of minutes when they went to check on her; but their heart sank as they saw the back gate opened and some men picking up a small, mangled and mutilated body.  Mrs. Ketchum went on to say, “But, Bob, what peace God has given.  I went over to comfort Mrs. Evans and I came away comforted.  Hundreds of people have gone to see her, and they have all come away with a strange hush upon them.”  
A few months later, the engineer of the train that struck the girl went to see Mrs. Evans.  He expected to face the wrath of a furious woman, but instead he found a pleasant mother who invited him in, and asked him to please be seated.  When he started to explain, she said, “Never mind.  You can’t bring my baby back.”  And then she said, “There is one thing I have been wondering about during these months.  I am the mother of the little girl who was killed.  You are the man who killed her.  I could not have kept my mental balance had I not known Jesus Christ, but what about you?  I have prayed for you every night, that you might have the peace of God in your heart.  Are you a Christian?”  “No,” he replied, “I am not.”  But there in that living room that mother led this man to Jesus Christ.  There is no question about who is supreme in the life of this mother.  It was Christ who gave her His peace in the midst of the most difficult experience she had ever known.  But it was also Jesus Christ, the One she loved, that she desired above all else to share with this man who so greatly needed Him.
Oh, friend, God has done so much for all of us who know Him that we should not hesitate at any time to tell others about Him.  Thank You, Father, for Your word which never returns void.  Use it in us that it may motivate us to action.  And for anyone acknowledging Christ as Savior and Lord, lead them on to the greater things, I pray.  In His Name.  Amen.
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