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Sing to the Lord, all the earth!
Tell of his salvation from day to day.
Declare his glory among the nations,
his marvelous works among all the peoples!
For great is the Lord, and greatly to be praised,
and he is to be feared above all gods.
For all the gods of the peoples are worthless idols,
but the Lord made the heavens.
Splendor and majesty are before him;
strength and joy are in his place.
1 Chronicles 16:23-27
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Scales
Dana Mahan
“Consider the ant.” Proverbs 6:6

Days of rest beginning, just when the long
week of work comes to an end, but walking in
the general direction of kith and kin I feel my soul, my blessed soul roll like a mule cart
over a stone in the road, causing all the clutter within to jingle and jangle so.
Amix with the sound of cheering on my boys while they swim like butterflies past their
opponents in the pool, warming my pew at church as Kingdom treasurers are
unearthed, reading on the back porch and watching birds dance, suns set, blades of
grass sway.

Lean, bend toward the stillness of Sabbath, away from the toil which has followed me
all the way home, yet again. For that grass, it is in need of a trim. The family car, in
want of a scrub. And preparations for the evening meal should soon begin in earnest.
Or should they not? Should they, could they, would they better be left to the experts at
the deli on the corner? I could fetch some supper there on my way back from the filling
station, where men armed with buckets and sponges might have their way with our
station wagon.

That made unclean by the world shall be declared clean once more, in less time than it
takes to ring the garden service and request an intervention. Maybe they can come
around the following afternoon, and maybe that too will be worth every nickel.
Piles of them I can place on one side of the scale, my time and effort stacked on the
other in this perennial search for balance between earning and spending, which is
reasonable, or saving and giving, because that too makes sense.

Oh I wonder, as I wander about. Looking for ants and considering them.

Do you cash in your mammon, my little friends, so that you can give your unfettered
attention to the people you love, or do you pay over that same attention to the small
corners of life, so that you can allocate your mammon heavenward?

I will spare a thought for the relentlessness of your industry, if you will appreciate the
nature of my quandary, as both are a blessing from the Creator that fashioned you and
formed me, placing us in this world of plenty and tasking us with being stewards
thereof.

Question: Have you found your own balance in the midst of abundance?

Prayer: For wisdom I pray Lord. Let it grease the wheels of diligence as they continue
to turn.

A God For Losers
Marty Brown

A bruised reed he will not break and a smoldering
wick he will not quench, until he brings justice to
victory. Matthew 12:20

This devotional is not original, but a summary of a sermon by Charles Spurgeon on this
passage, a message I found inspiring and encouraging.

When we think of a bruised reed or a smoldering wick, the reed image may not mean
much to us desert-dwellers, but a candle just going out is easy enough to understand.
Both things are worthless, little noticed, used up. Whether in the world or the church,
we notice the famous people, those with power and accomplishment, from Steve Jobs
to the President, from King David to Queen Esther.

But most of us live in the shadows, nobodies, unnoticed. We may be faithful but
unknown, consistently doing our God-given duties without receiving any attention. Or
we may be broken-down wrecks because of our own sin or laziness. Either way, this
passage mirrors the message of the whole Bible, showing God’s heart for the weak
and overwhelmed. Jesus himself came in meekness and gentleness, not seeking
fame or power. There is strong imagery in the Bible of the shepherd seeking the lost
sheep, hopeful stories of Jesus telling the adulterous woman to go and sin no more, or
the father throwing a party for the prodigal son.

It’s quite a jump in this short verse to start with the phrase “bruised reed”, and then to
end in victory, but that is the completely hopeful expectation that we can have in our
God. Even the best of us really are broken-down wrecks, but we have a God who
loves us, not for what we do for him, but because he is a God of the bruised reeds and
smoldering wicks.

Mountains
Austin Sams

I look up to the mountains;
does my strength come from mountains?
No, my strength comes from God,
who made heaven, and earth, and mountains. Psalms 121:1-2

...if you have faith as small as a mustard seed, you can say to this mountain, ‘Move
from here to there,’ and it will move. Nothing will be impossible for you. Matthew 17:20

...if anyone says to this mountain, ‘Go, throw yourself into the sea,’ and does not doubt
in their heart but believes that what they say will happen, it will be done for them. Mark
11:23

The heavens receded like a scroll being rolled up, and every mountain and island was
removed from its place. Revelation 6:14

Mountains

There is a mountain out my window.
Can you see it?
It’s a beacon to those in the city.
The Lord, promised if, I, even me, had faith smaller than a seed,
I would see. See it moved.
What do I do?
When the feelings remain.
Do I doubt? Throw rocks at the hills.
The high tower of the evil one, will be brought down.
I will do it. Nay, not I, but He through me, as I trust.
At His word, this will be moved into the sea.
With one breath, it will cast itself down.
Then, I will see the true Mountain clearly.
Not as rock and rubble, but as Truth and Steadfast Love.

Prayer: Jesus, help me to trust you to move the mountains in my life that seem
impossible to budge. I trust that in Your perfect timing, You will say “Go” and it will be
done.

The Roman Candle
Alan Voelkel

Trust in the Lord with all your heart and
lean not on your own understanding.
Proverbs 3:5-6

One of the great benefits of growing up in Bogota as the son of missionaries was
exposure to the wonders of the Colombian way of life with all of its idiosyncrasies,
customs, and cultural nuances. Christmastime was a particularly rich season of
celebration, embellished with fabulous feasts of grilled meats, extended weeks of
holiday, and most notably, a profusion of inexpensive fireworks and hot air balloons
sold from tiny shacks which sprung up ubiquitously around town to supply the city's
inexhaustible passion for pops, bangs and booms. (Of course this was long before
Pablo Escobar and the narcos initiated their reign of terrorist bombings in the late 80's
when those familiar sounds took a much darker turn).

On brisk, cool December nights, the sky would light up with swarms of hot air balloons
darting across the sky. Billowing clouds of sulfurous smoke rose from all over the city
punctuated by flashes of brilliant color from exploding skyrockets and streaked with the

contrails of spent cordite from the wakes of shrieking "whistlers." For the older set it
must have been a month-long ordeal, testing patience and building saintly endurance,
but for a teenager with surging testosterone, it was heaven on earth. (To this day the
smell of burnt gunpowder brings back a flood of warm, profoundly nostalgic memories!)

Spinners, Whistlers, Roman Candles, Volcanoes, M80s, Skyrockets, Torpedoes,
Helicopters; the fireworks came in all different shapes and sizes and degrees of
potency, fabricated in-country throughout the year by a tiny cottage industry of
desperately poor people in preparation for the holiday season. In December tiny
shacks popped up seemingly on every corner to sell these wares, disappearing just as
quickly after New Years Day. In the evenings the city crackled, sizzled and thumped
like a war zone, fog mixed with smoke swirling through the streets as groups of kids
ran through them with flaming torches chasing down the hot air balloons that fell from
the sky once their wicks expired. Glorious madness!

What all this had to do with the birth of the Savior being celebrated defies explanation,
but it certainly never stopped the whole city from having a great time.

On our first Christmas in Bogota my brother and I became enchanted with the
electrifying drama unfolding in the city around us. Watching kids our age shoot off

fireworks up and down the street predictably engendered in our minds a single burning
question: how can we get our hands on some of that stuff too? After about a week our
father gave in to our merciless badgering and showed up at the house with a bag full of
fireworks for us to shoot off. Giddy up!

Of course dad was a cautious and protective man, and insisted on supervising the fun.
"No one else's dad is doing that," we protested, but dad was adamant. That evening
we had our first experience: igniting some Roman Candles. I suppose he started with
these because they certainly were among the more benign specimens of fireworks.
These emitted a shower of sparks along with the occasional burst of color, basically a
glorified sparkler. No explosions! No bangs! No danger!

Keen observations of our neighbors lead us to ascertain that Roman Candles fell into
the province of females, the very old and the very young. The were certainly not quite
macho enough for two virile young bucks like ourselves. To add insult to injury, dad
insisted that we could not hold the candle in our hands. "Why not?" we vehemently
protested. Everyone else did! After some heated discussion, dad compromised
somewhat and told us we could hold it only if we tied it to the end of a broom stick and
gripped the other end of the stick in our hands. Our dismay at this solution was
palpable. How lame was that! But dad said it was either that or nothing.

We could feel the condescending and sneering looks of everyone on the block as my
brother held out the stick with the Roman Candle lashed to the end while I lit the fuse
and got out of the way. The fuse burned into the end of the Candle which sputtered
once or twice, and then exploded suddenly with a blinding blast of fire, knocking us to
the ground.

When we got up our ears were ringing. We were shocked to see that the end of the
broom stick was shattered and charred, pieces of the blackened rope dangling off the
end. It was a sobering, graphic metaphor for the vagaries and unpredictability of life
that father was trying to protect us from, a lesson he was good enough not to bring to
our attention, and one which quite likely spared us losing a few fingers along the way
as did several of our friends at school in subsequent years.

It also reinforced for me the wisdom of my father... both of them. When it seems in life
that His words and precepts are overbearing, illogical and/or dated, I often remember
the end of that stick and thank Him for saving me from the consequences of foolish
and impulsive decisions and actions that may at first glance seem innocuously
harmless, and sometimes even devilishly irresistible.

Prayer: Father God, you are good to us and your words are a lamp unto our feet. May
I hear and heed your voice this day. Thank you for blessing us with your wisdom and
saving us from ourselves and our endemic foolishness.

Independence Day 1982
Alan Voelkel

In the same way, the tongue is a small
part of the body, but it boasts of great
things. Consider how small a spark sets a
great forest on fire. James 3:5

We stood at the foot of the mountain gazing out across the valley of Constanza. At
4,000 feet Constanza is one of the most temperate cities in the Dominican Republic,
carved out of the pine forests which still shroud the mountains around the city. In the
evening gloom we could see the grow-lights gleaming in orderly symmetry in the
greenhouses of the Japanese rose gardeners across the valley who made their

fortunes shipping flowers to Miami. It was a peaceful town, with only the crowing of
cocks, the braying of a distant mule, the sound of a machete chopping wood in the
forest and the put-putting of a motorcycle disturbing the quiet whoosh of the wind in the
pine branches.

I was just 24 years old, tasked with directing the efforts of a group of student volunteers
from Ohio who spent two weeks helping to build a school in one of the surrounding
village under the auspices of Food for the Hungry. In the evenings the group retired to
the campus of an abandoned seminary on the outskirts of town, enjoying a hot meal
and cold bucket-baths after a grueling day mixing and pouring concrete by hand. We
also enjoyed a time of worship and sharing.

Following the evening meeting one of the leaders approached me and inquired if it
would be okay to shoot off some fireworks as this was the 4th of July. Some of their
kids bought some in Santo Domingo the week before and saved them for the occasion.
"Why not?" I said. I always liked fireworks, and it seemed like just a little harmless fun.

We waited until nightfall to maximize the visual effects, and then the group gathered
ceremoniously to set them off. The boys pulled out the goods: strings of firecrackers
whose fuses were entwined so as to set off in rapid-fire sequence. They had ten or

fifteen strings of these, and once ignited there was no stopping them. Soon the
evening crackled with the machine-gun like pops. It was all over in ten minutes and the
kids went off to bed. I climbed up a small hill behind the seminary to savor the view of
the city lights and to spend some time alone.

My attention fixed on a squadron of jeeps skittering out of the military base in the
middle of the town, zipping out to the roadways around the seminary. Soon one came
up the road towards us and I jogged down the hill to see what they wanted. The
Sergeant and his men seemed very nervous and fidgeted with their weapons as they
peered into the darkness. They wanted to know if we knew anything about some
gunshots heard in the forest. I laughed and showed them the carcasses of the
firecrackers. Somewhat relieved, they asked me to please accompany them back to
their base to explain these circumstance to their superiors. I grabbed my camera and
jumped into the jeep with them.

What I did not know then was that the president of the Dominican Republic, Antonio
Guzmán Fernández had committed suicide that very day and the military was unsure
whether it was in fact a suicide or an assassination. All the military bases in the country
were put on high alert, but especially the Elite Battalion of Mountain Green Berets
billeted in Constanza, as the forested mountains around the city were considered to be

the likeliest staging ground for guerrillas to mount a revolution, much as Castro had
done in Cuba.

We pulled up to the gates of the base and were greeted with an impressive tableau of
chaos and pandemonium. Just outside the gate a group of soldiers had rounded up a
motley collection of local suspects (basically all the males with long hair). Through the
gate we could see troop transport vehicles loading up with soldiers and armaments,
attaching wheeled howitzers to the tow hitches. Tanks and jeeps careened around the
yard, with hundreds of soldiers dashing out of their way as they hustled to throw on
gear and fall in with their units. This was a Battalion on the cusp of combat.

The Sergeant escorted me into the fort and up some stairs into the war room where
dozens of officers crowded around a huge table covered with a relief map of the
Dominican Republic. A radio operator in the far corner delivered cryptic messages from
remote units and from the military Central Command in the Capital. The officers
pointed and shouted out orders, gesticulating at remote hamlets on the map and
moving little cardboard tokens around the board as they spoke. The fear and anxiety
was palpable, and despite the coolness of the night the Colonels and Generals had
sweat running down their cheeks. No one even looked at me. I was told to stand
against the wall while the Sergeant whispered something to his Lieutenant, who

whispered to his Captain and so on, until finally the din in the room grew silent as the
second in command delivered the message to the General. He turned with a scowl and
peered my way.

They all gathered around and demanded that I give account. I held up the cardboard
remains of one of the firecrackers for them all to see and explained that today was the
4th of July, American Independence Day. They all looked at each other in stunned
disbelief, and then busted out laughing. I could see the tension lifting off their
shoulders, so I whipped out my camera and asked if I might memorialize the occasion
by snapping a photo. They quickly nixed the idea. I was escorted down the stairs and
back to the jeep along with all of the sub-commanders who fanned out across the base
to dismantle and diffuse the wild chaos boiling in the parade grounds. The revolution
would have to wait for another day.

Later that night I reflected on the cascading series of events that a couple of bucks
worth of fireworks set off that night, a textbook case of Chaos Theory. The
inconsequential "flapping of butterfly wings" in an abandoned seminary on the edge of
town rippled across the valley and all the way to the capital city and back. Who knows,
perhaps even the Pentagon was notified given the close military alliance between the
DR and the USA.

So too, our "inconsequential" careless words and actions ripple across relationships,
family structures, communities and even generations, whether for good or for evil. A
single word can demolish a human heart, or conversely, propel it to new levels of
greatness and accomplishment. And one day, we will give account for them all.

Prayer: Father, impress upon us the critical importance of each day and of every
conversation. Thank you for giving us the gift of language and communication. May the
power and the consequential nature of words weigh on our hearts this day, and may
they be a source of life and love and blessing for everyone with whom we come in
contact today.

God’s Strength Vs. My Strength
Shasta Brown

Seek the Lord and his strength; seek his presence
continually! 1 Chronicles 16:11

“Dear Lord,” I prayed Sunday morning, 6:20 AM before going to work, “Please protect
my hands, guide them as I help others today, guide the hands of all the nurses who are
on today, and Lord, please protect all our patients, please let there not be any
emergencies, any rapid responses or codes.” And off I went to work. An hour and ten
minutes later I called the first rapid response. An hour later they were swept away to
the ICU. Two hours later another patient was vomiting blood, another ICU transfer.
Unlike many of the people I work with, I am not superstitious. There are so many
“knock on wood” moments at work that I ignore. Yet I couldn’t help but wonder, why
didn’t God hear my prayer?

I’ve been feeling incredibly weak and incredibly tired recently. A perfect recipe for me to
feel incredibly needy. I know God heard my prayer on Sunday, and perhaps he didn’t
answer my prayer according to my will, but he did answer it. When I turn inwards for
my strength, I am searching for strength reserves in empty vessels. I have none. Not
just physical energy (which I also often lack), but spiritual and emotional strength to
“finish the race and complete the task the Lord Jesus has given me…” (Acts 20:24). I
need to seek the Lord and His strength!

Question: What are some areas in your life where you consistently look to your own
strength? How can you surrender those areas to God this week?

Prayer: Lord, I praise you for allowing us to enter into your presence and ask for your
strength. You are an almighty God! Lord give me the strength to complete the tasks
you set before me for your glory, not my own. Help me to turn continually to you and
your strength. In your name I pray, amen.

Satisfy us in the morning with your unfailing love, that
we may sing for joy and be glad all our days.

Psalm 90:14

Devotion Writing Guidelines
Quarterly assignments are due on the last Wednesday of either December, March,
June or September, prior to the publication month of that season. Please send your
submissions by email in Word or Pages format to vineyarddevotional@gmail.com.
Devotionals are to begin with a key verse (please write it out). The purpose of the
Vineyard Devotional is to share and encourage the body of God's work & glory. We
welcome different writing styles to achieve this goal. Examples include, but are not
limited to: Scriptural study, poetry, personal witness/testimony, etc.
Please include a closing question and a closing prayer. The question should challenge
readers to think concretely about their faith and ignite thoughts for further discussion.
Please limit each entry to 350-400 words (including the key verse, the closing question,
and prayer).
The devotional is just one way to enter into intentional community with the body;
please send a photo with your entry so we know whom to greet with an extra smile and
a thank you.
Thank you for joining in the conversation. May His name be glorified.

