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William Sutherland was a boy who lived in the
state of Maryland. (Flashcard-1) When he was
thirteen years old he received Christ as Savior and
became a Christian. After that, he would often steal
away alone and spend a few minutes talking to God.

When he was fourteen, William began to work in
the bank as an errand boy. The banker soon found
that he was honest, and trusted him with large sums
of money. One of his errands was to carry the payroll
to amill town several miles away. He made this trip
every two weeks; and he always set out in the after-
noon, and returned the following morning.

There were no automobiles in those days, and no
good roads. (Flashcard-2) William had to ride a
pony, leaving the main highway and riding over a
trail that had been blazed through the forest.

As he started out one afternoon, (Flashcar d-3)
his mother said to him, “Son, I’m afraid to have you
carry so much money over that lonely trail.”

“Oh, there is no reason to worry, Mother,”
replied the lad cheerfully, as he swung into the
saddle. “You know | have always made the trip
safely before.

“Yes,” replied the good woman, “but | feel
fearful today. | shall be praying for you while you are
on your way.

William waved to her, as he turned his pony
about and started on his journey. He had placed the
payroll in his saddle bags; and as he looked at them
he said to himself, “How glad | am that my master
trusts me with so much money.”

He whistled and sang as he rode along; but as he
neared the lonely forest trail, a strange feeling of fear
came over him. Hereined in his pony and sat still for
some time, wondering just what he ought to do. Then
astill small voice spoke in his heart. He had heard it
before, and he had learned always to listen and obey.
He rode on to the spot where he must leave the
highway and set out upon the forest trail; then
(Flashcard-4) he slipped from the saddle and knelt
down beside the bushes growing there.

“Dear God,” he said aloud, “I don’t know why,
but I feel very much afraid. Take care of me as| ride
through this lonely place. | believe You will, because
You have written in Your Book, “1 will never leave
thee, nor forsake thee.”

And as William knelt there, alone with God, all
feeling of fear melted away. He arose, mounted his
pony, and rode on with alight in his heart.

The mill men knew he was coming, for they
could hear his cheerful whistle before his pony came
into view. He gave the payroll to the foreman, spent
the night in the little town, and the next forenoon
returned safely to his home.

His mother met him at the door. (Flashcar d-5)
“Son,” she said, “something peculiar happened to me
yesterday while you were away. | was very busy, but
alittle voice seemed to tell me to stop my work and
pray for you. | felt that you were in danger, and that |
should ask God to keep you safe. So | laid my work
aside, went into my room and knelt down, and stayed
there until | was sure that you were quite safe.”

Then William told her how he had felt just before
he reached the lonely forest trail, and how he had
knelt down among the bushes and asked God to
protect him. After that, they often talked about this
strange happening and wondered what it could mean.

William worked in the bank for quite awhile,
and then he went away to college. After he had
graduated, he became a (Flashcard-6) minister. Soon
after this, God called away his good mother to her
home in heaven.

One day William received a letter stamped with
the postmark of atown in a distant state. “I am very
ill,” said the writer, “and the doctor says | shall never
recover. | must see you, as | have something very
important to tell you before I am called away to meet
my God. Please come as quickly as possible.” There
was no name written at the end of the letter. It was
signed, “A friend.”

William turned the letter over and over in his
hand. He knew no one in that faraway place, and for
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atime he was very much puzzled. Then he did as he
had been in the habit of doing for many years - he
slipped away to spend a few moments alone with
God. A voice in his heart kept saying, “Go; someone
isin need, and your work is to minister to every soul
who asks for help.”

“But whom shall | ask for when | arrive?’ asked
William, still perplexed. And the voice answered,
“Only go; God will take care of the rest.”

Hastily packing afew thingsin his traveling bag,
William boarded a train and started for the town in
the far-distant state. Arriving at the end of his jour-
ney, he stepped out upon the station platform. He was
astonished when a gentleman came up to him and
said courteously, “Is this Reverend Sutherland?’

“Yes,” replied the minister, “1 am he.”

“| have been sent to meet you, sir,” said the
stranger. “| have met every train during the past
week. Will you come with me?’

A few minutes later, he led the minister into a
darkened room where a (Flashcard-7) sick man lay.
As they tiptoed into the room, the man looked up
eagerly, and his breath came fast. Holding out his
hand, he asked in a feeble voice, “Is this Reverend
Sutherland?’

“Itis,” said the minister gently, clasping the thin
white hand. “Where have | met you before, my
friend - and what may | do for you now?’

“You have never met me before,” said the sick
man, and his voice sank to a whisper. “I saw you
only once, and that was many years ago. But | have
kept track of your whereabouts all these years. | have
sent for you now, sir, because - | am dying.”

The sick man sank back upon his pillows and
rested a moment; then, fixing hislarge eyes on the
minister’s face once more, he went on, “Mr.

Sutherland, one afternoon many -years ago you were
entrusted with alarge sum of money to take to the
foreman of a certain mill. In awild and lonely spot,
you slipped from your saddle and knelt down by
some bushes and asked God to protect you. Do you
remember it?’

“Asif it had been yesterday,” said the minister.
“But, my good friend, what do you know about it?’

“Far more than you do,” said the sick man sadly.
“| heard that prayer. | was (Flashcard-8) crouching
among the bushes nearby, with my rifle pointed at
your head. | had planned to kill you, take the money,
and ride away on your pony. But, while you were
praying, something white seemed to pass between us.
| did not know what it was, but | believed that God
had sent it to protect you. | sat in those bushes too
weak to pull the trigger, and watched you ride away -
perfectly helpless to do any harm to you. But it has
haunted me ever since - the thought of what | wanted
to do, and what | would have done if God had not
answered your prayer. | could not meet God without
telling you all this. Can you forgive me?’

Again William gripped the hand of the dying
man, saying in a husky voice, “My friend, as God has
forgiven my sins, | freely forgive you. Ask now for
God's forgiveness, and be at peace.”

The minister stayed with the man for some time,
talking and praying with him, until at last the light
shonein his dark soul, and God forgave his sins.

He died soon after that, and William Sutherland
was asked to preach his funeral sermon. He chose as
his text these words from the Book of Proverbs:
“Trust in the Lord with al thine heart; and lean not
unto thine own understanding. In all thy ways ac-
knowledge Him, and He shall direct thy paths.”
(Proverbs 3:5,6).
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TITULO: SEA ENTREGADO A LA ORACION

William Sutherland era un nifio que viviaen
un estado de los Estados Unidos. (Tarjeta 1) Cuando
tenia trece afos €l recibio a Sefior Jesucristo como
su Salvador y se hizo cristiano. Luego, a menudo
salia a solas para pasar unos minutos hablando con
Dios.

A los catorce afios, William comenz6 a
trabajar en el banco como chico de recados. El
banquero pronto se dio cuenta que él era honesto, y
lo confiaba con gran cantidad de dinero. Una de sus
tareas era llevar la ndbmina a un pueblo que quedaba
avarias millas. Cada dos semanas él vigjabay
siempre empezaba su vigje por latarde, volviendo la
siguiente mafiana.

No habia coches en esos dias, ni buenas
carreteras. (Tarjeta 2) William tenia que montar a
caballo, dejando el camino principal para montar por
un sendero que se habia abierto por el bosque.

Al salir él unatarde (Tarjeta 3), sumadre le
dijo, “Hijo, me da miedo que tengas que cargar tanto
dinero por ese sendero tan solitario.”

“Oh, no hay por qué preocuparse, Mama,”
contestd el nifio alegremente, subiéndose ala sillade
montar. “ Sabes que siempre he tomado este vigje con
seguridad.”

“Si,” respondio la buena mujer, “pero me
siento temerosa hoy. Estaré orando por ti mientras
estés vigjando.”

William se despidi6 de ellad dirigir su
caballo para salir en su camino. Habia metido la
ndémina en sus bolsas; mirandolas, se decia, “Qué
contento me siento que mi jefe me confia con tanto
dinero.”

Silbaba y cantaba siguiendo en su camino;
pero al acercarse a sendero solitario, le entr un
temor inquietante. Detuvo su caballoy se sent6
tranquilo un rato, reflexionando en qué debia hacer.
Luego sintio una vocecita en su corazén. La habia
sentido antes, y él habia aprendido a siempre
escuchar y obedecerla. Monto hasta el lugar donde

dejaba el camino para seguir por el sendero solitario;
luego (Tarjeta 4) sebgjé delasillay searrodillé a
lado de |os arbustos para orar.

“Dios mio,” decia él en voz alta, “No sé por
qué, pero me siento muy miedoso. Cuidame por este
lugar solitario. Creo que |o haras, porque has escrito
en tu palabra, ‘no te dejaré ni te desampararé.’

Y, arrodillado William ahi, a solas con Dios,
todo temor se le fue. Se levanto, se subi6 al caballo,
y siguié montando con alegria en su corazon.

Los hombres del pueblo sabian que él venia,
porgue podian oir su animado silbido antes de ver su
caballo. Le dio landminaa encargado, pasé la noche
en el pueblo, y la proxima mafiana regresd seguro a
Su casa

Su madre lo recibié en la puerta. (Tarjeta 5)
“Hijo,” dijo ella, “algo raro me pasd ayer mientras
estabas fuera. Yo estaba muy ocupada, pero una
vocecita parecia decirme que dejara mi trabajo y
orara por ti. Sentia que estabas en peligro, y que
debia pedirle a Dios que te protegiera. Pues, puse mi
trabajo a un lado, fui ami cuarto y me arrodillé, me
quedé alli hasta que me senti asegurada que estabas
bien.”

Entonces William le cont como se habia
sentido antes de |legar a sendero solitario, y que se
habia arrodillado a orar y pedirle a Dios su
proteccion. A partir de esto, ellos hablaban a
menudo de este acontecimiento tan raro,
reflexionando en qué podria significar.

William trabajé en el banco por largo tiempo,
y luego se fue ala universidad. Después de
graduarse, se hizo (Tarjeta 6) ministro. Pronto
después, Dios llamo a su buena madre a su hogar en
el cielo.

Un dia, William recibi¢ una carta con el
matasellos de un pueblo en un estado distante. “ Estoy
muy enfermo,” decia el escritor, “y el médico dice
que nunca recuperaré. Tengo que verlo porque tengo
algo muy importante que decirle antes de
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encontrarme con Dios. Por favor venga lo mas antes
posible.” No habia nombre al final de la carta. Sdlo
estaba firmada, “un amigo.”

William volteaba |a carta entre sus manos.
No conocia anadie en ese lugar tan lgjos, y por un
tiempo estuvo muy perplejo. Pero luego, hizo lo que
ya era habito de afios - pasd unos momentos solo con
Dios. Una vocecita en su corazon le decia. “ Ve,
alguien tiene necesidad, y tu trabajo es atender a
todos los que pidan ayuda.”

“ ¢Pero por quién pregunto cuando |legue?’
dijo William todavia perplejo. Y lavoz en su corazon
le contesto, “ Sdlo ve; Dios se ocupara de lo resto.”

Rapidamente empacando unas cosas en su
maleta, William abord6 €l tren y partié hacia el
pueblo en el estado distante. Llegando al final de su
vigje, se desmonto sobre el andén de la estacion.
Quedd atonito cuando un sefior sele acerco y le dijo
cortesmente, “¢Es usted el Reverendo Sutherland?’

“Si,” respondio, “ Soy é.”

“Me enviaron para encontrarlo, sefior,” dijo el
desconocido. “He esperado cada tren durante esta
semana. ¢Puede venir conmigo?’

Después de unos minutos, dirigié aWilliam a
un cuarto oscurecido donde (Tarjeta 7) habia un
hombre enfermo acostado. Entrando ellos
tranquilamente al cuarto, el hombre alz6 la vista
ansiosamente. Estrechandole la mano le preguntd con
voz débil, “ ¢Es usted el Reverendo Sutherland?’

“Si soy,” le dijo el ministro suavemente,
cogiéndole la mano delgada y blanca. “ ¢De donde
NS conocemaos, mi amigo - y en qué puedo
servirle?

“Usted nunca me ha conocido,” dijo el
enfermo, y Su voz se apaciguo a un susurro. “Yo lo vi
una vez solamente, y fue hace muchos afnos. Pero me
he mantenido informado de sus paraderos todos estos
afos. Lo he llamado ahora, sefior, porque - me estoy
muriendo.”

El enfermo se hundié sobre la almohada, y
descansd un momento; luego, con sus grandes 0j0s

fijados en el ministro de nuevo, continud, “ Sefior
Sutherland, una tarde hace muchos afios, a usted se le
dio cargo de una gran cantidad de dinero para llevar
al encargado de un pueblo. En un sitio solitario y
silvestre, usted se bajo de su caballo y se arrodillé al
lado de unos arbustos a pedirle a Dios que lo
protegiera. ¢Se acuerda de eso?’

“Como si fuera ayer,” dijo William. “Pero
mi buen amigo, ¢qué sabe usted de eso?’

“Mucho més que usted,” dijo el enfermo
tristemente. “ Yo escuché esa oracion. Yo estaba
(Tarjeta 8) agachado entre los arbustos cercanos,
con mi rifle apuntado a su corazon. Intentaba
matarlo, llevarme el dinero, y escaparme montado en
su caballo. Pero, mientras usted oraba, algo blanco
parecia pasar entre nosotros, no sabia lo que era,
pero crei que Dios lo habia enviado para protegerlo.
Me senté entre |os arbustos muy débil para disparar,
y lovi austed irse- estando yo completamente
incapaz de lastimarlo. Pero eso me ha obsesionado
desde entonces - pensar de |o que intentaba hacer y
lo que habria hecho si Dios no hubiera contestado su
oracion. No puedo encontrarme con Dios
sintiéendome asi. ¢Me puede perdonar?’

De nuevo William |e cogié lamano a
hombre moribundo, diciéndole con voz baja, “Mi
amigo, como Dios ha perdonado mis pecados, yo
libremente lo perdono a usted. Pida ahora el perdon
de Dios, y descanse en paz.”

William se quedo con el hombre por un
tiempo, hablando y orando con él, hasta que por fin
el hombre invitd a Cristo Jesls en su corazon y vida,
y Dioslo perdond.

No mucho luego él murid, y pidieron que
William Sutherland predicara el sermén funebre.

El escogio de texto estas palabras del libro de
Proverbios. “Fiate de Jehova con todo tu corazon, y
no te apoyes en tu propia prudencia. Recondcele en
todos tus caminos, y é enderezara tus veredas.”
(Proverbios 3:5,6). Il

This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 1
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 2
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 3
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 4
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 5
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 6
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



Be Prayerful - 7
This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



This visual was offered on a donation basis at www.sImtss.org



