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Casting Up a Highway for the Children of This Generation 



Megan was excited. Grandpa 
and Grandma were coming for 
supper! “Mom, can I bake a 
cake?” she asked, flipping 
through the cookbook. “Don’t 
you think they will like this one, 
with chocolate frosting?” 

“I’m sure they will. Do we have all the in-
gredients?” Mom asked.

“I think so, if we have baker’s chocolate.”
“We have one bar left,” Mom said, looking 

in the cupboard. “But, be careful when you melt 
it. It burns easily.”

“Oh, I’ll be careful!” Megan agreed, as she 
hurried to get out the ingredients. “I know how 
to bake cakes.”  

A few minutes later Mom headed out of the 
kitchen. “Did you mean to set the temperature at 
500?” she asked, as she passed the oven. 

“Oh, no!” Megan said, rushing over. “I 
thought I set it at 350,” she said as she turned 
the dial down.

Megan tried to pay attention 
after that. She measured and 
poured, stirred and tasted. When 
her older sister Alisha came into 
the kitchen, she was pouring 
the cake into the pan. 

“Is that for dessert?” 
Alisha asked. She watched 
as Megan whisked the 
cake into the oven. “I 
hope it turns out good.”  

“It will,” Megan said 
confidently. “I’m making 
chocolate icing, too.” Me-
gan pulled out a pot and dropped 

the chocolate in it. “Yum, this is 
going to be good. I know 

Grandpa and Grandma will 
just love it!” She was turn-
ing on the stove burner 
when Alisha interrupted. 

“Did you read the 
instructions? It says to 
put the chocolate in a 
double boiler.”

“Really?” Megan 
stopped to look at the 

page. “Maybe I can just melt 
it on low.”

“You’d better follow the directions, or 
it will be a flop,” Alisha warned. “Here’s the 
double boiler.”

“Humph,” Megan said, dumping out the 
chocolate.  

Just then Mom called for someone to get the 
baby. “Don’t forget to put water in the pot,” Ali-
sha said over her shoulder, as she hurried down 
the hall. 

“Big sisters think they know everything,” 
Megan muttered to herself, as she set the pot of 
water on the stove. “I would have remembered 
that.”

An hour later the cake was done and Megan 
stood back to admire it. The golden cake stood 
on a glass dish. Its top was shiny with dark 
brown chocolate that dripped beautifully down 
the sides. “Just perfect,” she told herself. “I knew 
I could do it.”

“Yum, that looks good!” her brother 
said, stomping through the back door. 
“Can I taste it? I should make sure it’s 

good, you know.” 
“Of course it’s good, but you 

can lick the icing off the 
spatula,” Megan agreed. 

“ D e l i c i o u s ! ” 
Mike said, smacking 
his lips. “I can’t wait 
until dessert!”

What Megan   
  Forgot



“Megan, we need the table set,” Mom said, 
as she slid a casserole into the oven. “Grandpa 
and Grandma should be here before long.” 

Megan hurried to set out the plates and 
silverware. She set the cake as the center-
piece and then ran to her room to 
change her clothes. It was 
important to look her best 
on such a special occa-
sion. 

Mike passed her in 
the hall. “I’m going to give 
Grandpa one of my paint-
ings,” he announced. “Don’t 
you think he will like this one I 
made of a moose? He likes hunt-
ing.” Megan smiled a little. The 
moose in Mike’s painting looked 
rather like a dog, but she didn’t say 
anything. Instead she remembered the drawing 
of a horse that she had made in art class. 

“I’m going to give it to Grandma,” she 
decided, as she pulled it out of her drawer. “It 
is my best work so far and I know she’ll be im-
pressed.” 

When Grandpa and Grandma arrived, the 
children flew to the door to meet them. “My, 
how you all have grown!” Grandpa said, 
patting them on the head. “What  
fine young ladies Alisha and 
Megan are growing up to be, and 
Mike here looks about old enough 
to go hunting with me one of 
these days.” Mike grinned 
and gave Grandpa his 
moose painting. “Sure 
enough, he reminds me 
of my hunting dog, Allie,” 
Grandpa said. 

Megan giggled and Mom 
gave her a warning look. “I’m sure you want 
to hold the baby,” Mom said, handing him 
to Grandma. “He’s already getting his fourth 
tooth.” 

“What a chubby little fellow,” Grandma 
said, taking a seat on the couch. Megan hurried 
to sit next to her. “And what has our little artist 
being doing lately?” Grandma said with a smile, 

when she noticed the drawing. 
Megan sat up taller. “I’m actu-

ally almost 11 now, and I have been 
learning to draw horses.” 

“Very well done,” Grandma 
said. “Did you draw it all 
yourself?” 

“Yes,” Megan said. 
“With help from your art 

teacher,” reminded Mom. 
“Megan has been learning a 
lot in her art class.” 

“I thought you traced 
part of it,” added Alisha. 

“Well, I can do it without 
tracing, too,” Megan said quickly. “This is my 
best one and I thought you would like it.” 

“That is so sweet of you,” said Grandma, 
taking the paper. 

When they all sat down to eat, Grandpa was 
the first to notice the cake. “I wonder who knew 
what I was hungry for tonight?” he asked. 

Megan beamed. “It is yel-
low cake with chocolate ic-

ing,” she said. “I baked it all 
by myself.”

“You don’t say!” 
Grandpa said, looking at her 

in surprise.
“Megan is our baker,” 

Dad agreed, taking his seat at 
the end of the table. “Some-

times they turn out splendid, 
and other times... we’ll just 

say that we admire them from afar.”
“Daddy!” Megan scolded. “Mike 

already tasted it, and it is delicious.”
“Well then, we will be sure to give thanks 

for it,” Dad said with a wink, as he bowed his 
head for prayer. 



Megan could hardly 
wait until it was time for 
dessert. Sure enough, the 
cake was a hit. Grandpa 
even wanted seconds, 
and Grandma asked 
how the icing was made. “It 
wasn’t that hard,” Megan 
said, trying not to sound 
too proud of her achieve-
ment. “You just melt choc-
olate in a double boiler and 
stir in the other ingredients. 
I can show you how.” 

“And I’m sure Grand-
ma could show you quite 
a bit about cooking, too,” 
Mom said. For some reason 
she wasn’t smiling, and Me-
gan looked over to see Alisha 
rolling her eyes. Megan felt 
funny. Why didn’t they 
think her cake was so great? 
Everyone else liked it.

After the grandparents 
left, Mom sat down with Me-
gan. “You enjoyed having Grandpa 
and Grandma spend the evening with us, didn’t 
you?” she asked.

Megan nodded. “They really liked my cake, 
and Grandma said I was a good artist. I think I’m 
going to draw some more pictures for her.” 

“I know it feels good to be praised, but I 
think there is something important that you left 
out of the evening,” Mom said, quietly. 

Megan looked puzzled. “Oh, we forgot to 
serve ice cream with the cake!” she remem-
bered. “At least everyone liked it.” 

“I’m not thinking of ice cream, but some-
thing else that makes everything taste right. It is 
called humility,” Mom said. “You were so full 
of yourself this evening that all we heard was 
‘I know’ and ‘I can’ and you didn’t remember 
all those who have helped you. You took all the 

praise for yourself, just like King Nebuchad-
nezzar did before God humbled him.”

Megan hung her head. 
“You said that you drew the pic-

ture yourself, but Who gave you the 
ability to draw and learn?”

“God,” Megan whispered. 
“Yes, the cake was deli-

cious,” Mom continued. “But 
what if you had no ingredients, or 

instructions, or a big sister to remind 
you to follow them? You see, pride 

makes us only think of ourselves. 
Then we can’t learn or be 
thankful. Remember how God 
warned King Nebuchadnezzar 
in a dream about his pride? 

What was it about?”
“The dream about 

the big tree with all 
the animals under it?” 
Megan asked.

“Yes, the tree 
that filled the whole 

earth. But then an 
angel from heaven come 

down and commanded for the 
tree to be cut down. Only the stump was left 
in the field, until he knew that the Most High 
rules,” said Mom. “Nebuchadnezzar woke up 
wondering what it all meant, but no one knew. 
At last Daniel, the servant of God, was called 
in. When he heard about the bad dream, Daniel 
looked at the great king, Nebuchadnezzar, with 
sadness. He knew it was a warning of what God 
was going to do to this proud and selfish king!”

“You, O king, are the great tree,” Daniel said 
at last. “Your greatness has grown and you now 
rule over all the earth.”

The proud king nodded. That was certainly 
true. But what did the angel’s message mean? 
Daniel explained that next. “The Most High 
has decreed that the king will be sent to live 



with the beasts in the field.” Nebuchadnezzar 
frowned. Who would dare make him do such a 
silly thing!

“You will be wet with the dew and eat grass 
like the cattle,” the prophet continued. “After 
seven years you will realize that the Most High 
rules over all, and then your kingdom will be 
given back to you.” Nebuchadnezzar frowned, 
but Daniel knew God’s warning was serious! 
“Please listen to my advice, O king,” Daniel 
said. “Stop doing wrong and living selfishly. Do 
what is right and show mercy to the poor, that 
your kingdom may continue peacefully!” But 
the great king didn’t like to be told what to do.

Mom stopped telling the story and looked at 
Megan. “Sounds like someone I know. Why is it 
hard to listen to instructions sometimes?”

“Because I already think I know what to 
do,” Megan said slowly. She remembered how 
she hadn’t wanted to listen to Alisha that after-
noon. She listened soberly as Mom continued.

No, Nebuchadnezzar didn’t want to change 
his attitude. The great kingdom of Babylon be-
longed to him and no was going to take over it! 
A whole year went by and he forgot all about the 
dream. One day, as he looked over his kingdom, 
the proud king told himself, “Is not this great 
Bablyon. which I have made by myself?” 

And that moment it happened just as 
he had been warned. In a single hour the 
great man lost all his power, his riches 
and his glory. All God had to do was 
make his mind stop working and he was 
left to wander around like an animal. 
When people came to the city of 
Babylon now, someone would 
whisper. “Look, there is the 
crazy king, eating grass 
like a sheep!” Soon the 
poor man didn’t even look very 
human, for the Bible says that his 
hair looked like eagle’s feathers and 
his nails grew into claws. 

“That would be horrible!” Megan said, 
making a face. Thinking of the crazy king made 
her feel strange inside. “I’m sure glad my mind 
works,” she added. Mom continued the story.

For seven years Nebuchadnezzar lived in 
the fields, while his servants ruled the land. It is 
amazing to think how God kept his kingdom in 
perfect order without him. At last the poor man 
was able to look up to heaven and realize the 
truth. He wasn’t any super great ruler that could 
do anything he wanted. He was ragged and dirty, 
but how glad he was to think again! He realized 
now that the most high God was in control and 
that His kingdom never ends, and Nebuchadnez-
zar praised Him.

When the humbled man returned to the pal-
ace, he wondered if anyone would even notice. 
But God  gave his kingdom and glory back to 
him, just has He had said. Soon no one would 
have thought that the royal king on the throne 
had ever lived like a beast in the field. But one 
thing, one important thing, was different. And 
Nebuchadnezzar wrote a letter to tell everyone 
all about it. “I want to tell you all the wonderful 
things the high God has done to me,” he began.

Mom stopped the story and smiled. 
“What was that wonderful thing?” 

“That he learned not to be proud,” 
Megan said, hiding a yawn.  

“Yes,” Mom said. “It is bed-
time now. Let us ask God to help 
us to be humble and thankful, so 
we don’t have to learn the hard 
way, like Nebuchadnezzar!”

“I’m sorry I was being 
proud today,” Megan whis-
pered, as she gave Mom a 
good-night hug. “I want to 
be humble and thank God for 
everything!” 

“Me, too,” said Mom.  



You are running a race. It isn’t 
easy. Your legs are tired. You are huff-
ing and puffing. You feel like giving 
up. But up ahead there is a banner and 
people are waving their arms. Listen. 
Do you hear the cheering? “Hurray! 
Keep it up! Your winning!” They are 
cheering for you! Are you going to 
stop and say it is too hard now? Of course not! You are going to do your very best to win, aren’t you? 

You like it when others praise you and cheer for you. We all do. It makes the hard jobs seem easier and more 
worthwhile. No one wants to give up when others think they are going to win! But there are times that no one 
seems to notice how hard we are trying. Maybe the baby is learning to walk or little sister colored inside the lines. 
“Look at you! Good job!” Mom and Dad cheer. “I can do that, too!” you say, but no one pays attention. Instead 
they say, “You have a job to do – get busy.” But the work is hard and it takes so long with no one to cheer you on! 
You feel like giving up, don’t you?  

Wait! Even if you feel discouraged, don’t give up yet. You are doing the right thing when you are obeying. Is 
there really no one to cheer you on? Be quiet and listen. “Don’t try to get attention for doing good things,” Jesus 
tells us in Matthew 6:1-6. “But do it for your Father, who sees in secret, and He will reward you.” Think of that! 
Whatever you are doing, your Heavenly Father is watching. Are you trying to please Him? Then you know He is 
cheering for you. 

Do you know why God doesn’t give us loud cheers? Because He is working on a secret mission. Not many 
people even know about it, because it is only for those 
that have learned to listen with their hearts. Have you? 
Anyone can hear loud and exciting things. But God’s 
voice is usually so quiet that only our heart can hear it. 
No wonder we can’t hear Him if we are busy trying to 
get attention! 

You see, God’s mission is to change us inside – in 
all our secret thoughts and wishes – so we can follow 
Jesus and run the race to heaven. Changing hearts is 
the hardest and most important work in the world, and 
only God can do it. Really, He is the One who deserves 
all the praise and cheering! Our part is just to trust and 
obey Him. We can’t make ourselves be winners, but 
if we stop trying to do things our own way and live to 
please Jesus instead, He has promised to keep us on 
the winning side. And guess who is cheering Jesus and 
those that follow Him? All the angels in heaven! 

Do you want to share in the heavenly cheering? 
Then give up your life to God and trust Him. Read 
His Word and listen to what He wants you to do. Is it 
obeying your parents when you don’t feel like it? Is it 
speaking kindly to someone who is angry or rude? Is it 
asking forgiveness for something you did – or forgiv-
ing those who have done wrong to you? It doesn’t mat-
ter what others think or how they respond. If you do 
what Jesus says, just because you love Him, God will 
be pleased. Listen. Do you hear the cheering?    

        Cheering? Do You   
Hear the  

When there is a hard job to do, 
many thoughts come to us. Read the 

thoughts below. If you shouldn’t 
listen to it, color the shape black. 

If it’s encouragement from 
God, color it 

gold. 
   



How My Fort Fell Down
One day I thought it would be fun to build a fort up in 

our tree. So first I got two T-posts and a piece of plywood 

and some carpet. I didn’t know how to get the plywood 

in the tree, so I leaned it against the tree and I climbed 

up the tree and stepped on two branches and then 

reached down and picked up the plywood, and leaned it 

on a branch. I grabbed the two T-posts and pulled them 

up in the tree. I put them on two branches and nailed 

them with a hammer. Then I took the piece of ply-

wood that was leaning against the branches and 

laid it on the T-posts. I used three more pieces 

of plywood to build the sides. Then I lifted 

a piece of carpet and laid it on top. I 

went to sit in my tree house, but 

suddenly I heard a little snap 

and it fell! It really scared 

me! All my feelings 

dropped because 

it took two 

days to build. Then God helped me to be 

happy without a tree house. Instead, 

my sister built a nest on top of 

the tree. We had a lot of fun 

playing hide-and-seek 

after that. 

- Elijah, 

age 8

Have
you had

a trouble or
trial? Do you 

know that these are
tests from God and

He wants to help
you pass them? 

Read how God helped
these children pass  their

tests and win.  Will you?  

I hope we can print 
your story 

next!  

Do you have an experience to tell? 
I will send an email notice* before the 
next issue.  I hope to hear from you!

Bur
ied

 Tre
asu

re
s

*email us if you aren’t included



Carolina was helping make 
supper. There was a little 
leftover meat and veg-
etables, so she asked 
if she could make soup. 
It was fun to be a cook 
and make up a recipe all 
by herself! When Daddy 
said, “You made this soup 
by yourself? What a good 
cook you are!” Carolina was happy. 
It felt good to be praised. 

The next night she decided 
she would make soup again. 
“Not tonight. I need help 
with a casserole,” Mommy 
said. “You can be my big 
helper.” Carolina frowned. 

DADDY’S
PRAISE

“But I want to make my own soup,” 
she said again. “I want to be 

praised.” 
 Mommy smiled. “If you 
make your own soup, you 
will be pleasing yourself,” 
she said. “But if you want 
to make Daddy happy you 

will have to be my helper. Do 
you want your own praise, or 

Daddy‛s?” 
Carolina thought about that 

for a moment. She decided she 
wanted Daddy‛s praise and 
hurried to help Mommy in the 

kitchen.

-by Carolina‛s Auntie

My Sick Sheep
One day Momma told me that my 

sheep was sick. I felt really sad, be-
cause I had halter trained her so I could 
take her on walks. We moved her into 
the barn so she would not get the other 
sheep sick, and gave her some electro-
lytes. The next week we gave her some 
more electrolytes and she got a little 
stronger. Then my sister let her out, and 
that was a big mistake. She got even 

weaker. I was really disappointed, because Isabella and I had been work-
ing hard to revive her. We had to get the quad and the wagon and haul 
her into the barn. The next couple days she was still alive, but one day 
Isabella went out and she was dead. I was really sad, but God gave me 
grace and I didn’t even cry. I was very thankful to have her out of the 
barn because two new baby calves were about to be born the next week. 
I am thankful that God knows best. – Paulina, age 10



Recently I got a horse. 

His name is Alabaster. Just 

a couple weeks ago he got off his halter and ran to our landlord’s 

house. I felt like getting rid of him, because I was furious that he 

would do such a thing. But Mama told me that I shouldn’t get rid 

of him just because I was mad. If I wanted God’s blessing then I 

would need to keep him. I thought about that a while and I 

decided that I wanted God’s blessing. So I have been work-

ing with him and I have found that I can love him a lot. 

- AutumnGrace, age 12

Runaway Horse

My sister and I have quite a few bunnies that we breed and sell, giving what we earn to those 
in need.  Oliver is an important bunny in our breeding program, and even more special because I 
raised him ever since he was a baby.  Oliver has always had a funny quirk of chewing off his fur.  

This can be dangerous if he eats too much, so we try to make sure he has lots of other 
things to chew on, and so far he has been okay.  But one morning last week, he wasn’t.  

As I paused at his cage to fill up his feeder and water can, I saw him hunched up in the 
corner of his cage with his eyes closed.  The fur around his neck was all chewed off.  He 
had seemed fine just yesterday, but bunnies can get sick and die very quickly.  I patted 
him gently, but he didn’t move.  I put some treats near his nose, but he didn’t even sniff 

them.  When rabbits act like this they are usually too far gone to save.  
My sister came down to see him and we prayed together for him.  

“God,” I said, “this is your bunny.  If you want him to 
die that’s fine.  I know you could provide even 
a better bunny for us.  If it is your will though, 

please heal him.”  I knew God had heard and 
he would do whatever was best.

The next morning when I peeked in the 
rabbit shed, half expecting to find a dead 

bunny to bury, Oliver was bouncing around in 
his cage, as lively as ever.  It was a miracle—a 
special “I love you” gift from God.

- Aunt AmandaG
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A Place for
Do you know that God cares? 
Whether our needs are big or small, God 
wants us to talk to Him and ask for His help. When good things happen, it 
pleases God that we are thankful. Let’s remember to pray for each other!

I really want to build a tree house because 
we have some big trees and I know how to build. If we don’t 
do it, I need God’s help not to be disappointed. - Elijah, age 8

I would like God to help me listen to the Holy Spirit better. 
- Niklanna, age 14

Please pray that I will be nicer to my friends at school - Emma, age 9

I would like prayer that I would stay strong in the Lord and keep on believing even 
when I feel discouraged. I would also like prayer that God would give 
me wisdom to train Pumpkin Bill, our calf. - Isabella, age 12

Pray that my rabbit has babies. - Paulina, age 10

I am very thankful that our cow, Buttercup, had her baby, Pumpkin Bill, safely. 
I am also very thankful for godly friends. - Isabella, age 12

Thank God for a baby calf. Also that my sister’s broken arm is healed. - Paulina, age 10

I’m happy that God gave me a body. I’m glad that I have a family. I’m 
thankful that they live with me. I’m glad that we have baby calves. 
Sometimes I want Jesus to come back. I’m glad that I have a chicken. And 

I want peace inside my heart. - Becca, age 6

I am very thankful for a new healthy calf and for a warm 
barn that the animals can sleep in. - Niklanna, age 14

Requests

Thanksgiving

 Prayer

One day I was reading a book about an Indian girl that had a horse. 
As I was reading I started wanting a horse and coveting the girl’s life. I 

felt that God was telling me to put the book down and go outside 
to play with my own pets. So I put down the book and went 
outside. I had a wonderful time enjoying my own pets and 
I also had a feeling that I was obeying and serving God in 
my heart. -  Niklanna, age 14

Listening to the Holy Spirit



Part Three: The Conquest

        “If we suffer, we shall also reign  
    with Him...” 2 Timothy 2:12

The communistic leaders of the 
orphanage are determined to break up 
Walter’s band and destroy their faith. 

Faced with hunger and robbed of their 
New Testaments, the future looks very dark. But Walter clings to the promises of God and sets himself 
to endure it all for Jesus’ sake. 

A famine was settling over the country, and soon food supplies began to run out in the orphanage. 
The Communist directors decided to send the children out to raid from the gardens and orchards around 
them. “Those who bring back food will be rewarded,” they said. “But if you stay here, you shall have 
nothing to eat.” The manager of the home looked directly at Walter and his little band. 

When the younger ones gathered around Walter for advice, he encouraged them to be faithful to do 
what was right. “It would be better to starve than to sin against the Lord Jesus by stealing,” he reminded 
them. “He has promised to never leave us or forsake us, so let us tell Him all about it.” 

With heavy hearts they all knelt together, pouring 
out their troubles to their faithful Friend. “Dear Jesus, 
please help us! I am so hungry,” began little Johnny. “I 
do not want to sin against You. Even when the nurses 
say I must go steal from the neighbor’s garden, I will 
not do it.” He began to cry, and his sister, Annie, put her 
arms around him. “Yes, help us, dear Jesus,” agreed the 
others. “Give us strength and protect us. Keep us from 
being made to steal!” 

In the days of hunger and suffering that followed, 
the comforting promises of God gave the young sol-
diers hope. Though Walter could no longer read from 
the New Testament, the words of life were hidden deep 
in his heart. Often the Lord brought a verse to his mind 
just when it was most needed. “If we suffer, we shall also reign with Jesus,” he encouraged the other 
children when they were punished for not joining the raiding party. “He sees the sparrows fall, and He 
knows everything that troubles us.” 

As good soldiers, the young Christians had to endure much hardness to please Jesus. And it wasn’t 
in vain. Though most of the other orphans ignored or mocked their desire to do right, some began to 
desire the peace and hope they had. One girl was especially interested. Alexandra was fourteen, a little 
older than Walter, and had recently come to the orphanage. Her father had been a bitter communist 
and had taught her to be an atheist, but she couldn’t help but admire these brave children who suffered 
so patiently. 

“Why do you love each other so much and always speak kindly?” she asked Walter one day. “Don’t 
you feel angry and want to hit the manager when she laughs at you? How can you bear it all?” 

    The true story
         of a lame boy 
                           who became a hero of faith 
                                 under Soviet Communism 

Walter’s 
War



“It is because we love the Lord Jesus,” he said simply. “I used to be hateful and cruel, but Jesus 
changed my heart. When I think about how much He loved me and suffered for me, I want to be like 
Him.” He looked down at Johnny who clung to his hand, and smiled. “You see, our God is love and He 
tells us to love one another as He loved us.”   

“Could there be a God of love after all?” Alexandra wondered. “All this selfishness and hate makes 
everyone miserable. Is it possible to be happy if we give up trying to serve ourselves and serve this Lord 
Jesus instead?” As she watched the lives of His faithful followers, Alexandra became convinced.  Soon 
another heart was conquered by the love of Jesus and ready to join in the battle of right.

“Where do those brats get their stupid ideas?” the director asked Alexandra one day, after the chil-
dren hid so they wouldn’t be sent out raiding for food. “Aren’t they hungry?”

“It is wrong to steal from other people, and you know it,” the young believer replied boldly. “We 
will soon have to stand before God who will judge us for our deeds. What will you say then?”

“You know better than to believe such nonsense,” the director said scornfully. 
“It isn’t nonsense,” Alexandra replied. “Don’t you feel convicted that you are doing wrong? If you 

repent and believe in Jesus, you will be forgiven!”
The face of the director turned red with anger. “So 

you also have fallen for their lies. We will see who will 
repent soon enough,” she muttered, as she turned away. It 
wasn’t long before the children learned what she meant.

“Look, Walter!” Annie said excitedly, a few days 
later. “We have been all given red stars to wear on our 
hats!” The bright red stars had been sent by the Com-
munistic leaders and soon all of the children were danc-
ing around with delight. Except Walter. A troubled look 
came across his face as he looked at his cap, and Annie 
knew something was wrong. He slipped outside as a 
rousing Revolutionary tune began to play. It wasn’t long 

before the little band had followed Walter into the tall weeds behind the barn. 
“Why aren’t you glad about your star? Why don’t you put on your cap?” they asked, gathering 

around him. 
“Sit down and I will tell you,” Walter said, hushing them. As they all settled in the grass, he contin-

ued. “I think wearing them is a sin before Jesus, so that’s why I’m not happy about them.”
“Why is it a sin, Walter?” asked several voices at once. “See, they are so pretty!”
“Don’t you remember seeing these red stars on the caps of the soldiers who took Papa away?” 

replied Walter. “They are worn by all the soldiers who come here and they all seem to be bad people 
who get very angry, and curse and drink. They do not believe in God. No, they mock and curse Him and 
blaspheme the Name of Jesus Christ!” The children’s faces became sober as they looked at the blazing 
eyes of their older brother. “If such people as that wear the red stars, we who believe in God and love 
the Lord Jesus should not wear them!”

“What shall we do then?” asked Annie. “Surely they will make us wear these bad stars!”
“I have a plan,” said Walter. “Let’s tear off the stars, and write on slips of paper: ‘I AM A SHEEP 

OF JESUS.’ Then we will pin that on instead of the stars. Let them wear the mark of the devil—we will 
wear the Name of Jesus!”



“Oh, yes!” agreed the others eagerly. Walter pulled out a knife, along with paper and a pencil. 
Alexandra began to busily write the new titles, while Annie helped pin them on. In a few minutes 

the stars had tumbled into the mud at their feet, 
and the young believers were happily wearing their 
new emblem.

Of course, it wasn’t long before the Communistic 
director found out. “What impudent and rebellious chil-
dren you are!” she said, her eyes blazing with anger as 
she tore off the paper strips. “Sheep indeed! We’ll hear 
what nice bleats you’ll make when your punishment is 
over! You will be given no food until Tuesday and spend 
the rest of the afternoon in the cellar!”  

Down into the dark, cold cellar the children were 
taken by the socialist nurses. Small sharp stones were 
scattered over the floor, and for the next several hours 
they were made to kneel with bare knees on top of them. 
Soon the awful pain caused moans and cries to escape 
from their clenched teeth. “Lord Jesus, help! O God, give us strength – it is so hard! We need you!” But 
no one begged for mercy from the hardened nurses. They knew their only comfort would come from 
heaven. As little lambs, they cried to their great Shepherd, who heard and saw it all. 

As they quivered in pain and weakness, trying bravely to muffle their moans, an unseen Presence 
knelt among them. Through his pain Walter sensed it, and a quiet strength filled his spirit. “Remember, 
God’s own Son came to suffer for us,” he said, ignoring his own agony as he tried to encourage the 

others. “He was crucified – to save us from 
sin and eternal death – they drove big nails 
through His hands and feet – and a crown 
of sharp thorns on His head – like those 
ones in the back of the orchard. How it must 
have hurt – when I pricked my hand with 
one, it hurt for several days!” As he spoke 
the words, the Savior they loved so dearly 
seemed very near. 

The minutes ticked slowly, painfully 
by in the dark cellar. But their hearts were 
comforted as they remembered the story of 
Christ’s death. Now they realized how much 
pain He had endured! “But Jesus suffered a 
hundred times more than we are suffering,” 
Walter said earnestly. “And He prayed for 

His tormentors, even after all they did to Him, remember?” Though they were only children, their 
faith was encouraged. And the God they trusted did not forsake them. He gave them strength to endure 
bravely until the cruel punishment was over. 

After this, the little band of believers had to suffer much for their faith. “Jesus said that we would be 
hated by all for His name’s sake, but whoever endures to the end will be saved,” Walter often encouraged 



the others. “And remember also that if we confess Him before men, He will confess us before His Fa-
ther in heaven. Isn’t that a wonderful promise?” he said, his eyes shining with an inner joy. It was that 
heavenly welcome that they now lived for. “Lord Jesus, you know our suffering – help us to be faithful 
to You,” they often prayed. “Help us endure to the end!” And their faith and prayers were not in vain. 

Afterwards:
Because of the great famine the orphanage was soon closed and the children were scattered to the 

villages around or sent to live with relatives. What became of the faithful soldiers of Jesus? Only God 
and the angels know, but here and there we hear stories. Many of the littlest ones suffered until they were 
called up to that wonderful heavenly home that Jesus had prepared for 
them. In that place there is no more pain or hunger or darkness anymore. 
How wonderful to have all their tears wiped away, as they hear the lov-
ing words of their Master: “Well done, good and faithful servant. Enter 
into the joy of your Lord!” 

Walter, their faithful leader, was left to serve on longer for the Lord 
Jesus he loved so well. It was a few years later that a singing kitchen 
maid told his story. 

“Who taught you that beautiful hymn?” asked a visitor, curiously. 
Under the Communistic government it was rare to hear such music, 
especially from a young girl. She looked up from the dishes she was 
washing with a bright smile and replied. “I come from a village many 
miles from here, and my whole family sings these songs. We pray, too, 
and bring all our needs to Jesus. Many people call us names and think 
we are wrong. But it does not matter what others think, because we live 
to serve Jesus. We believe that He died for us, and so of course we must love Him!”

“You must have a very happy home,” the visitor said.
“Oh, but it wasn’t until Walter came home. You see, he is my crippled brother and Father and Moth-

er sent him off to an orphanage when he was little because he was such a trouble. But he learned about 
the Lord Jesus there and came to love Him with all his heart. So when the orphanage closed and he was 
sent back home, he wanted to read to us from the New Testament and teach us songs about the Lord. 

At first Mother and Father didn’t like it, and scolded him. We were really quite a quarrelsome family 
and couldn’t get along. So they refused to listen to what Walter was reading. But dear Walter just prayed 
more often and earnestly. He continued to read the Bible, and after awhile they would listen now and 
then. At last Father and Mother believed the gospel of Jesus, and what a change it made! Soon the rest 
of us children repented and believed in Jesus. We all began to pray and learn the songs together, and 
now other people gather in our home with us. Sometimes as many as forty or fifty come, and we all hear 
Walter read the New Testament.”
       And so it was that Walter, once the bitter young cripple, lived on to share the conquest of Jesus 
Christ, as more hearts were won for the kingdom of love.   

“They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. He that goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed, 
shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him” (Psalm 126:5, 6).

- Revised from “Little Lame Walter,” published by Grace Press
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Dear Reader,
What banners are you waving today? Complaints or 

praise? Worry or peace? Pride or humility? We pray this 
issue will be an encouragement to you in living for Jesus 
on the Highway of the King. May we hold up His banner of 
love and bless those around us!

Do you have something to share or questions to ask? 
We are glad to receive your letters and emails. You can also 
call 503-769-7567 and ask to talk to “Miss Laura.”

For older ones who want to be challenged and encour-
aged in Christian living, Foundation Truth is published for 
youths and adults. Online issues and other literature are 
available at timelesstruths.org.

We are a God-fearing family that includes Rick and 
Krista Erickson, and their daughters: Laura, Kara, and 
Amanda. The publishing of Treasures of the Kingdom is 
mainly done by Laura and Amanda, as we look to the Lord 
to provide content and direction.

The paper is freely sent to those that request it. You will 
be kept on our mailing list unless you request otherwise. If 
the Lord leads you to send anything, please note that since 
we are not a business we cannot cash checks made out to 
Treasures of the Kingdom.

  In the King’s service,
   The Editors

Treasures of the Kingdom
PO Box 1212, Jefferson, OR 97352

e-mail: totk@timelesstruths.org
website: totk.timelesstruths.org

SEND TO:

How many flags and banners can you find? 
There should be 95 including this one:

  This work is licensed under the Creative Commons Attri-
bution License. (To view a copy of this license, visit http://
creativecommons.org/licenses/by/3.0/ or send a letter to Cre-
ative Commons, 559 Nathan Abbott Way, Stanford, California 
94305, USA.) Basically, you can copy any or all of this maga-
zine, unless otherwise copyrighted, as long as you give credit 
and make clear our licensing terms; for example: “Republished 
from Timeless Truths Publications (timelesstruths.org), licensed 
under a Creative Commons Attribution License.”
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       - How My Fort Fell Down
       - Daddy’s Praise
       - My Sick Sheep
       - Runaway Horse
       - God to the Rescue
       A Place for Prayer 
       - Listening to the Holy Spirit


