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My Obituary
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hat would you think if one morning upon waking

s ’s / you were to read your own obituary in the
paper? This actually happened to Alfred Nobel,

originator of the famous Nobel Prizes in the late 1800s. He
woke one morning to see his own picture and obituary in
the paper, proclaiming him “the merchant of death” because
of his experiments with nitroglycerine explosives and
dynamite. It must have been quite shocking to read what the
media thought of him. The obituary—written in a French
newspaper—reported: “Dr. Alfred Nobel, who became rich
by finding ways to kill more people faster than ever before,
died yesterday.” Though the obituary was a mistake—it
was his brother who had died—it made Alfred stop and
think. He objected to the fact that people perceived him as
the “merchant of death” ... despite the fact that he was the
owner of an armaments factory. This led him to create a
fund for the many millions of dollars he finally left when he
died. That money funded the Nobel Prizes that we have today.

When I heard this story today for the first time, I seri-
ously pondered how my obituary would read if people were
to write out my life as they perceived it. I also realized that
God is the one in charge of writing my obituary. How does
He perceive me? What is His opinion of the things that [ do?
Does He see my life as I see it, or are there blind spots that
I do not see?

Let us personalize the story of Alfred to our own circum-
stances today. Most of us are mothers and wives or sisters.
Sometimes we lose our vision in the daily round of duties.
We go steadily on, slogging one foot in front of the other
with no song on our lips, no thanksgiving in our hearts, and
no joy on our faces. We forget about abundant living.

This is so sad. We are here to bring life and joy to others,
yet many times we do not exhibit that life ourselves. What
is the legacy we are leaving to our family and friends, to the
world around us?

If they were to write our obituaries, what would they
say? Would they remember us as women who:

* lived a life of gratitude and praise
walked in the Spirit
had a real prayer life
had compassion on others
were servants
were faithful friends
were gentle and kind
took time to listen to others
were in touch with Jesus -~
were touchable /% / f
were easily entreated /
were full of joy WI/ "
were encouragers
were full of faith

This list could go on and on .

Galatians 5:22-26 gives us a good idea of What the Mas-
ter “obituary writer” is looking for when He looks at us.

But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, long-
suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness,
temperance: against such there is no law. And they
that are Christ’s have crucified the flesh with the
affections and lusts. If we live in the Spirit, let us
also walk in the Spirit. Let us not be desirous of vain
glory, provoking one another, envying one another.
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What a list! If you take this list and break it down, and
think about each of those attributes one at a time, it is quite
challenging to the heart.

Does it really mean that if we have not crucified the flesh
we are not His? I think that many times we live so far short
of all that God has called us to and enabled us to be, that He
must be sad. He asked us to be witnesses of Him, and then
we cloud His image by our very life. All too often our fam-
ily and friends see us as:

* inconsiderate
unthankful
self-confident
complaining
fearful
self-centered
gossiping
uncaring
bold or pushy
untouchable
plastic or unreal
selfish
proud
irritable
angry
frustrated
critical
lazy

How can we expect others to take an interest in our
Master if this is what they see in us in our daily lives? How
can we point them to Him if they do not see Him making
a major difference in our day? How can we expect to bring
them to Jesus if we have not brought our own selves to be
in subjection under Him? After all, what is the drawing fac-
tor? Is it not a life that shines and glows and manifests His
glory? What a poor manifestation I am. What a cloudy glass
through which others need to see Jesus!

It would probably be a revelation to each of us to see
ourselves as others see us. Perhaps even more, it would be a
revelation to see ourselves as God sees us. We need to pray
this prayer: “Lord, open my eyes so that [ might see myself
as You see me.” Then we need to be willing to get up on the
operating table and let God take out any cancer that is crip-
pling our lives. If we are willing to do this, it will make a
profound difference in our homes.

Our children and our husbands see us both at our best
and at our worst. Their observations are valuable. If they
were to be frankly honest with us, it would probably help us
all to be better mothers and wives. It might help us to face
reality and seek the heart of God humbly.

This reminds me of a verse that I saw this morning,
“Therefore will the Lord wait that he may be gracious
unto thee, and therefore will he be exalted.” Is. 30:18 I can
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Mrs. Mary Christian - 36

Mary Christian, age 36, died Wednesday in an auto-
mobile accident. She is survived by her husband John
and 8 children. She was a wonderful wife and mother,
and will be sadly missed by her community due to
her willingness to serve and bless others. She always
had a kind word for everyone she met.

She was known in her neighborhood for welcoming
newcomers and taking meals to the needy.

Her church will miss her dearly, as she was always
ready to bless others. Her radiant faith was testified to
by her love to others and her joyful life. She could be
counted on for wise counsel and a listening ear 24 /7.
Mary had a real talent for making people feel loved
ang welcomed in her home and church.

How would your obituary read?

visualize the Lord bending down and calling our names—
calling us to turn a// our needy areas over to Him. He goes
on to say, “Thou shalt weep no more: He will be very gra-
cious unto thee at the voice of thy cry; when he shall
hear it he shall answer thee.” Is. 30:19

That promise means so much to me. It is a great comfort.
When I have read my obituary and I do not like what I see, if
I call on Him He will answer me and I will not need to weep
anymore. What a mighty God I serve. No matter where |
am, if [ see my need and myself and turn again to Him, He
will answer my cry. | am humbled. I look at my own moth-
ering, at my relationships with others, and I wonder how
long it will take me to be like Him. That is His desire for me.
That is why Jesus died. “He died that I might have life and
that I might have it more abundantly.” Jn. 10:10

My desire is that I might be “a living sacrifice, wholly
acceptable unto the Lord which is [my] reasonable service.”
Ro. 12:1b My desire also is that you might find the same
thing true in your life and that you, with me, might “grow
in grace, and in the knowledge of our Lord and Savior Jesus
Christ.” 2 Pe. 3:18 ~
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