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THE RIPPLE EFFECT

"A little leaven leavens all the dough. "
--I Corinthians 5:6

I do not know what the practice is in the theological seminaries
today, but when I was a student it was required that every aspiring
ministerial candidate had to preach a trial sermon in the seminary
chapel. This was in itself no real problem because I had already been
preaching for a year while attending school. The only difficulty in
the situation was that the environment was very artificial, there being
present as the congregation only a smattering of students and a couple
of professors.

The situation was just tense enough to cause me these many years
later still to remember the title of my sermon and the story on which
I based it. The story was so intriguing to one of my professors that
he called me into his office, asked me where I got the story and dis
cussed it with me at some length. It is that same story I wish to share
with you this morning, even though I shared it with some of you once
before.

It seems that there was a poor Chinese farmer who lived on a small
piece of land with his only son. One day a horse wandered onto the
farm and stayed. No one coming to claim the horse, the father deter
mined to keep it as his own, whereupon all of his neighbors gathered
to congratulate him for now possessing a horse. He responded to their
congratulations by answering, "Who knows whether this be for good or
for ill?"

Possessing now a horse, the farmer's son took to riding it and one
day while doing so fell off the horse and broke his leg. The neighbors
once more came, this time to commiserate with the farmer over this
unfortunate accident. But again, the farmer replied, "Who knows
whether this be for good or for ill?"

Shortly thereafter one of China's numerous bandit chiefs came
through that section of the country looking for young men he might
draft into his army. He took many men from that district but he did
not take the Chinese farmer's son for he was incapacitated with a
broken leg. Once more the neighbors gathered to offer their congratula
tions and once more the old farmer insisted, "Who knows whether^ this
be for good or for ill?"

The story could of course go on almost endlessly like the thousand
and one tales of Scheherazade and there could be other questions raised
by it than the one I raised in my sermon title so many years ago in the
seminary chapel. The title of that sermon was a question, "Coincidence
or Providence?" That is not the lesson I wish to draw from the story
this morning.








