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TEXT: Hebrews 11:8 "By faith Abraham obeyed when he was
called to go out to a place which he was to
receive as an inheritance; and he went out,

not knowing where he was to go."

Some time ago there was a heart-warming story in
Guideposts magazine, entitled, "The Loving Arms of God."
Perhaps some of you saw it. It was written by a woman named
Marion West, whose husband was in the hospital undergoing
extensive treatment. While visiting him, Mrs. West also
became acquainted with another patient, an elderly woman
named The1ma. And soon the two were good friends.

Thelma, it seems, did not believe in God, and, as you
might expect, she was quite lonely and frightened. One day
Mrs. West gave her a beautiful new shawl. And as she placed
it gently around Thelma's frail shoulders, she said, "It's
not from me, Thelma. It's from God. Now it may look like a
shawl, but it's not . . . It's really the arms of God,
holding you and loving you.M

The rest of the story tells of the wonderful
transformation that took place in Thelma's life as her
belief grew that when she wore that shawl she really was in
God's loving arms. And who of us is not like Thelma? Who
is there here this morning who does not sometimes need to be
reminded that we, too, are in God's loving arms? We believe
in God, of course. We wouldn't be here this morning if we
didn't. But what a difference it could make in our everyday
lives if we really felt that we were snugly wrapped in God's
embrace.

Unfortunately, that is something that too few of us
experience. Perhaps, for some, it is because they have been
over exposed to traditions which emphasize the wrath of God.
Big Brother carefully watching in order to catch us in some
indiscretion or other. I think, for instance of the story
about a man who was seen speeding by a helicopter policeman.
The officer radioed his partner on the ground who quickly
stopped the speeder and began to write out a ticket. "How
in the world did you know I was speeding?" asked the
surprised culprit. Still writing, the trooper merely
pointed skyward with his pencil. At which the speeder
moaned, "Don't tell me He's clocking speeders now." It is
pretty hard to think about God's tender embrace when your
concept of God is some kind of Spy in the Sky.








