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June 8/9, 2013                

   

What Commitment? 
Judges 6-8 

Pastor Bob Rice 

 

(Bryan Clark via video): Hey, everybody, our speaker this weekend is Pastor Bob Rice.  Bob is 

married to his wife Cel, and they have three children, nine grandchildren and five great-

grandchildren.  Bob has been on staff since 2004, and is our senior-life pastor.  I’d be the first 

one to tell you, that doesn’t begin to describe everything that Bob does for us here at Lincoln 

Berean.  As a matter of fact, Bob and I have an agreement that we’re both going to retire the 

same date, because I don’t know what I would do without Bob.  He does so many things to serve 

us here at Lincoln Berean, and he and his wife Cel do it with such joy and such servant’s hearts 

that, to me, Bob is a model of what it means to be a Christ-follower, what it means to serve 

Jesus, and really a model of what it means to invest your life in the things that matter.  I would 

say without hesitation, when I grow up, I want to be Bob Rice.  So I think the world of this man, 

and I’m thrilled to have him with us this weekend teaching us, and I’m excited to find out what 

Bob’s favorite Old Testament story is. 

 

Good morning, ladies and gentlemen, you have heard Pastor Clark’s remarks, and I’m here to tell 

you the other side of the story. (laughter) I really mean this with all of my heart when I say to 

you, the family at Berean, that you are so fortunate, we are so fortunate, to have Bryan Clark as 

our shepherd.  Truly, he is a man of God...truly!  (applause).  As Bryan said, I am Bob Rice, and 

I am serving the church as pastor of the adults, senior adults, but over the last few years, Celia, 

Pastor Clark and I have decided that senior life doesn’t mean one foot on a banana peel and the 

other in the grave.  Senior life really means all of you, all of us, and we are working with the 

Lord’s help to bring about what we call an intergenerational group in our church: fifties and up, 

and even some younger.  But we are so excited, Celia and I.  We are very, very pleased to be 

serving the Lord, and serving you, the people of this church.  We do conduct a class; in fact it’s 

occurring right now down the hall—every Sunday morning—and we have been blessed by the 

Lord.  We are now conducting a class of between eighty and one hundred people every Sunday, 

and we thank the Lord.  And the ages range from about thirty-eight up to just a touch past me.  

But we do thank the Lord.  

 

I say this with some degree of reluctance; we have been in Nebraska since 1980.  We are not 

Nebraskans.  We were not born and raised.  Then I say this with a touch of quietness: Celia and I 

are Pennsylvanians. (laughter)  I was born in a little town in western Pennsylvania, in a paper 

mill town.  And as my wife would say, it was the most smelly town she had ever come to.  But I 

was the third of five children born in the late years of the Depression Decade.  Life was 

financially difficult for our family.  We weren’t what we would call today totally destitute, but it 

was a little bit like the song that Johnny Cash sang in his singing: “We owed our soul to the 

country store,” and we really did.  My mother, she was one of the most humble people that I 

have ever known.  She loved the Lord and she insisted that her children would go to Sunday 

school and they would go to church, and we would go every Sunday twice a day, morning and 

evening, summer and winter, and we would walk across our little town of about two miles across 
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to a little white church, a little white Missionary Alliance Church, and that’s where we came to 

know the Lord.   

 

It was interesting, and we are so fortunate here in Berean.  My pastor in that little white church, 

he was a wonderful man.  He really was—loved the Lord, a compassionate man.  He had a 

problem: he was long-winded...long-winded!  It was not uncommon for him to get up and begin 

to speak and carry out the service, and two hours later we could hear him say, “I think it’s time to 

pray.”  And for a little 11-year-old boy, I don’t mind telling you: I was saying, “Amen, brother!” 

(laughter)  It was difficult as an 11-year-old to stay awake, especially in the summer time.  It was 

so hot in that little building.  Oh my goodness, it was hot—no air-conditioning.  All of the 

windows were open, and he was droning on with his message, and I would be napping. And then 

all of a sudden I’d feel a gentle touch on my knee.  It was my dear mother, “Wake up, son.  

Wake up and listen.”  Or I would be almost asleep, and all of a sudden I would hear this 

horrendous thud on the pulpit, and I would hear Pastor Glass saying, “…and if you don’t accept 

Christ as your Savior, you are going to spend all eternity in damnation!”  That woke me up pretty 

quick, I’ll tell you.  

 

It was one of those hot July evenings, though, at about the age of 11 that I really didn’t fall 

asleep that whole evening, and I just kept feeling, very strongly, the Lord speaking to me.  Now, 

I didn’t totally understand that; I just knew something was troubling me.  And then finally, the 

pastor, I heard him saying, “Is there anyone who wants to come forward and give their life to 

Christ?”  I looked up at my mother and she nodded her head, and I found myself walking down 

to the little banister, down to the altar, and I gave my life to Christ.  What a joy!   

 

That was my first commitment.  And that brings me to a question that I have for all of you today:  

What about your commitment?  Have you ever made a promise or a commitment to the Lord, but 

allowed yourself to substitute another endeavor over your life’s time?  You thought your idea 

was just as good as God’s, just as good as the original commitment you made to the Lord, and 

then you begin to rationalize, and you began to think, “You know, really, I have an interest in 

this direction.  Maybe I could do this or I could do that.”  It’s very interesting when we think 

about that, and I want you to be thinking about that.   

 

I want to share with you from the Scriptures a very interesting statement that is made regarding 

commitments, and I want you to notice what Solomon says in Ecclesiastes, Chapter 3, Verse 2.  

He says, pointedly, “There is a time to be born and there is a time to die.” 

 

A time to be born and a time to die...I want you to notice where my hands are: there’s space in 

between, and that space, dear people, is a lifetime.  Sometimes it’s short.  Sometimes it’s very 

long, but it’s a lifetime.  And in that lifetime, it’s important to recognize that in that lifetime, 

decisions are made by you and me in the form of commitments.  However, commitments 

sometimes to the Lord tend to be forgotten.  They tend to be overlooked.  People and groups of 

people are very much alike, no matter what era of history it is.  Israel, God’s chosen people even 

made commitments to the Lord, but tended to forget and become disobedient.  Turn with me, if 

you will, if you have your Bible, to Judges, Chapter 6, a most interesting, interesting section of 

Scripture: Chapters 6 through Chapter 8.  We read in Chapter 6, verses 1 and 2, and it says,  
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The children of Israel did evil in the sight of the Lord; and the Lord delivered 

them into the hands of the Midians for seven years.  And the hand of the Midians 

prevailed against Israel, and because of the Midianites, the children of Israel made 

them dens which were in the mountains and the caves and in the strongholds. 
       (*NASB, Judges 6:1-2) 

 

That’s incredible!  Israel, God’s chosen people, they made a commitment.  They made a 

commitment even before they left Egypt, but they made a commitment.  And over the years they 

kept falling back off of it.  And here we see they have fallen again.  And it’s very interesting at 

this point in the history of the Israelites, that a man by the name of Gideon appears.  Now, what 

do we know about this man?  What occurred in his lifetime?  He’s not of royalty; he wasn’t a 

prophet that comes on the scene in a time of great duress for the Israelites.  What do we really 

know about this man?  It’s very interesting when we think about it, that this is a man, just an 

ordinary man.  We don’t know a lot about Gideon, we really don’t, as you read through chapter 6 

to chapter 8.  But we find that we learn that he was truly a true Israelite.  He believed in God 

Jehovah, and he sensed in his lifetime, he sensed a call from the Lord to avenge His people 

through combat...through combat!  The Lord wanted Gideon to make a commitment to help the 

Israelites in their plight against the Midianites.  But instead of joining, instead of joining the 

army of the Israelites, Gideon begins to think a little bit differently.  He says: You know what I 

think I’m going to do?  I think I’m going to collect a few of my buddies, a few more ruffians like 

myself, and I think we’re going to just create havoc for the Midianite armies—sneak in their 

camps, create a hassle; run back out again.  And he did this for a period of time.  Gideon’s 

commitment to Jehovah was very sporadic, and actually very short-lived.  He became the 

combatant; he became the soldier that the Lord wanted—he thought he became that soldier.  But 

his life of commitment was short-lived.  He rationalized a different commitment.  He said, “You 

know, really, I really don’t want to be the soldier.”  We read in the Scriptures—in Chapter 6, 

verses 11 and 12—look at that very carefully.  And we read where it says, 

 

And the angel of the Lord came and sat down under the oak in Ophrah that 

belonged to Joash the Abiezrite where his son Gideon was threshing wheat in a 

wine press in secret, to keep it from the Midianites.  (Vs. 11) 

 

This was a part of his self-employed commitment to keep the Midianites from taking his grain.  

He was so afraid, he decided: I’m going to grow grain for my people, for my family, my friends, 

and I’m going to keep it hidden from the Midianites.  I’m going to do this.  This is my 

commitment.  “I think it’s a better commitment,” Gideon says.  But you’ll notice that...  

 

The angel of the Lord, addressed Gideon. He says, “Oh mighty warrior...”  (Vs. 12) 

 

God had not forgotten.  He said to Gideon, “You are going to be my warrior.”  The angel of the 

Lord addresses him, “Oh mighty warrior.”  He recognized Gideon’s ability and he wanted him to 

rethink the commitment and to follow through on that commitment.  Yes, Gideon really did want 

to serve the Lord.  He loved the Lord; he believed in the Lord God Jehovah.  He wanted to serve 

the Lord, and as we look through these couple of chapters, and especially chapter 6, what we 

begin to see is three things which characterize the man Gideon.   
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First, his faith and belief.  Yes, he truly did believe in God; we’ve already mentioned that.  He 

didn’t follow the way of his father and the men of the city.  You read on there; you read about 

that.  They created altars to Baal; Gideon did not follow that.  He did not believe in going away 

into idolatry.  

 

Belief in God...in Christ?  Yes, I too believed in Jesus as my Savior.  My mother, being a very 

godly woman, God-fearing woman, had a great influence on my life.  And it was through her 

gentle spirit and fervent prayers that I too sensed the call of the Lord in my life.  And I stepped 

forward.  God urged me to make a commitment, and I did.  Then it was the following summer, 

the following summer that I had been asked by my aunt—also a very godly lady, one I loved 

dearly—and she asked me.  She said, “Would you like to go to camp Mahaffey in 

Pennsylvania?”  Now that was a very, very large camp, every bit as large as Maranatha.  And I 

said, “Yes, I’d like to do that.”  Just a child, I thought, “Yeah, get out for the summer, this would 

be great!”  So I went to Camp Mahaffey with her.  But it was during this week—again a hot 

evening in July—and I was listening to this missionary tell of his experiences on the mission 

field serving the Lord.  But you know when I was sitting there at this hot, big tent, I began to 

hear, I began to sense what he was saying about serving the Lord on a foreign mission field, and 

all of a sudden—and I can’t explain it—I just felt the Lord nudging me again.  And He was 

saying to me—I truly think He was saying to me— though I didn’t hear anything, but I just felt: I 

need to go forward.  I need to go up to that missionary and say, “I want to give my life to Jesus.  

I want to give my life to the mission field.”  And before I realized it, dear people, there I was, 

walking up the aisle—the old sawdust floor, big old tent, hot July evening—I was going up to 

commit my life to foreign missions.  It was incredible!  That was my commitment.  And I was so 

excited, so excited for the end of the week to come, when I’d get home and tell my mother: 

“Mom, I committed my life to foreign missions.”  Why was that important?  Because I 

remembered my mother, many times, would say to people—anyone who would listen to her—

“Someday, someday,” she would say, “this boy, this Bobby, is going to be my preacher.”  And 

now I have to admit, I even thought, “I don’t think so.”  (laughter) 

 

Now, there’s a second characterization of Gideon that I want to share with you, and that is the 

characterization of reluctance.  Gideon was a very reluctant man.  When told by the angel of the 

Lord that he wanted Gideon to go in the power and the strength of the Lord to save Israel, 

Gideon truly showed his reluctance.  Look with me on down into Scripture to verse 15.  Notice 

his reluctance is so real, and think about yourself.  I thought about myself, but listen to what it 

says in Scripture.  It says,  

 

“But Lord,” Gideon said, “how can I save Israel?” 

Here it is—he’s rationalizing; he’s finding excuses.  And it says in the Scripture,  

“My clan is the weakest in Manasseh and I am the least in my family.” 

 

I could identify with that.  We were not an overly powerful family in our little town.  I was the 

third child of a family of five.  You know what that’s like, to be the middle child.  It’s important 

to realize at this point that Gideon’s reluctance was the result of his lacking confidence in his 

own ability.  He was overlooking what the angel of the Lord had said, “Go in the power and in 

the strength of the Lord.”  So how did Gideon respond to this directive, based upon his 
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confidence level?  I want you to notice three things as you move on down in the Scripture.  Go 

down the page.  Read that to yourself as I share it with you.  It reads like this:  

 

Gideon said to him, “God, if You will save Israel by my hand as Thou has said, 

behold, I’m going to put a fleece of wool—I’m going to put a fleece of wool before 

You.  And if the dew be on the fleece only in the morning, and it be dry upon the 

earth, then, then I shall know that You will save Israel by my hand.”  (Vs. 36-37) 

 

You know what—read on.  It tells you that God did it.  It says he awoke the next morning and 

collected the fleece and began to squeeze it. Scripture tells you that. He thrust the fleece together 

and he wringed the dew out of the fleece; a bowl of water was received, was collected.  God did 

that that night.  But read on.  There’s good old Gideon, here’s you, here’s me—the human 

nature.  Then Gideon said to God, 

 

“Now, Lord, let not Your anger be hot against me, and I will speak but this once, 

let me prove (can you imagine telling God you’re going to prove Him?) but this once 

with the fleece.  Now this time, I want You to let it be dry upon the fleece but the 

ground be all wet.  (Vs. 39) 

 

Reading on, you’ll notice what happens.  And God did it.  That night it was dry upon the fleece 

only, and there was only dew on the ground.  Awesome!  Gideon lacked the confidence that God 

would be with him.  He was reluctant.  He lacked confidence.   

 

How about me?  How about me, a little guy, growing, getting into my teen years, and I had made 

a commitment and at that moment when I made that commitment, dear people, I was absolutely 

positive that’s what I was going to do.  No, I, just like Gideon, lacked confidence.  I was very 

reluctant.  It raised its ugly head in my life through my teen years.  The idea of even serving the 

Lord in the foreign field, away from the land of opportunity and security, was something that I 

thought: Oh, that’s too much for me.  I don’t think so.   

 

So, through the encouragement of my teachers, and my interest in the world of science, I 

rationalized a different commitment.  And I convinced myself: this is the way to go.  This is what 

I thought.  I said, “You know, I rationalized that being a teacher would be a type of missionary 

for the Lord.  I could teach students good Christian values, by example and instruction.  I felt this 

would help the student to develop a meaningful and fruitful life, and even be an asset to the 

community.  So, I was content.  I was content in my mind.  I had excused myself from foreign 

mission commitment and I decided, “This is the way, the way it’s going to be.”  And I was happy 

with that.  So I was content and that was it.  And so I was going to travel and I was going to go to 

college.  I was going to be a teacher.  It met all of the requirements for me—profession, security, 

opportunity to help students, provide a good home for my wife someday, and children, oh yeah, 

this was it!  This was absolutely the way it should be.  I wouldn’t need to leave the country.  I 

wouldn’t have to worry about adjusting to another culture. Consequently, a missionary 

commitment was no longer on the front burner of my brain.  And I became college bound.  I was 

content.  I convinced myself the Lord said, “Okay, your idea is even better than Mine.”  I 

believed that.   

 



6 

 

Now, at the beginning of my second year in college, things began to change a little.  I never got 

up for breakfast.  I hated breakfast.  I never got up, except this one morning in the second year of 

college.  I happened to wake up early.  I had, I think, an eight or a nine o’clock class. I woke up 

and said, “Eh, I’m awake, I might as well go.  I’m going to go down and get something to eat, 

get a cup of coffee.”  When I entered the dining hall, I just selected a table at random; it didn’t 

really matter to me, and I sat down.  And along comes this very attractive young lady.  She was 

my waitress.  “Whoa, yeah, man, I’d like to get to know you better!”  She waited on us, and I 

must admit—and she will tell you too, my dear wife sitting up there, she’ll tell you—I was a 

little bit obnoxious, just a little bit.  She set me straight pretty quick: “What do you want, boy?”    

No, she didn’t say it quite that way.  She said, “What would you like?”  I said, “I don’t know, a 

cup of coffee, I guess.”  But at any rate, it was interesting—I became very interested in who she 

was, what grade she was in the college, what level she was and so on and so forth.  So, through a 

mutual friend, I had the opportunity to meet her.  In a short time, we actually had a few meetings 

on campus.   

 

Now there was a problem, people.  There was a problem.  Remember, Gideon was reluctant.  He 

lacked confidence.  Bob Rice was reluctant, and I lacked confidence.  I was reluctant to ask her 

for a real date because I wasn’t sure that she was really that interested in me, because I had no 

money to spend on girls.  I had no money even to take her to the local coffee shop called Pete’s 

for a cup of coffee.  Then, as only the Lord can do it, He apparently decided that this young lady 

was going to be my mate for life.  I really think God figured that out.  And one day I was sitting 

waiting for the mail when suddenly a letter drops into my box.  And I figured, “Oh, a letter from 

Mom; that’s nice.”  I got one a week from her.  So I went to the box and I pulled out the letter, 

but as I looked at it I realized: Whoa, this is not from Mom.  This scribbling on this envelope is 

my Dad’s scribbling.  It was almost like having to have a Rosetta Stone to read his writing, it 

was so bad. (laughter) And as I opened the letter, out drops a five dollar bill.  He never gave me a 

penny.  He didn’t have it to give, but that day, out drops a five dollar bill.  Wow!  I was rich!  I 

was so rich.  I didn’t have two nickels to rub against each other.  I earned $600 in the summer to 

go to college—that would pay for my room, board, books, everything.  Nothing left over. I was 

broke, until now.  I had five bucks, and I thought to myself: Whoa, five bucks.  I can ask this girl 

out to Pete’s for a cup of coffee and try to get to know her better.”   

 

So, wouldn’t you know it, would you believe it, she suddenly appears at the post box.  And I 

look and I said, “Oh, good morning, Celia.  Hey, would you like to go to Pete’s for a cup of 

coffee?”  You know what, people, she said, “Yeah, I’d like to do that.”  Wow!  She’s going to go 

to Pete’s with me!”  So, away we went.  We walked down to Pete’s, walked in there.  Man, I was 

walking on a cloud.  Sat down, I’m thinking, “Oh, this is cool.”  I said, “Pete, two cups of 

coffee.”  And then she said it.  She says, “No, thank you.  I’ll have water.  I don’t drink coffee.  

I’m a Christian”.  (laughter).  Now, I thought: Whoa, wait a minute!  I have been all these weeks 

not taking you for a cup of coffee because I didn’t have any money, and all you drink is water?!  

Well, I’ll tell you, it was great.  It was great.  It was interesting, but I thought to myself, “You 

know what?  I still have $4.95.  I can take her to the movie, and so I said, “Okay, that’s what I’m 

going to do.”  So I said to Celia, I said, “Cel, how would you like to go to the movie with me?  

Let’s have a real date.”  You know what?  She said, “I think I’d like that.”  Oh man, I’m just 

cooking now!  I’m booking right along.  And so we went to “Oklahoma,” the movie.  It was 

great.  Our first date—it was awesome!  Our relationship, our friendship, lasted for weeks after 
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that.  It was friendly.  Oh, we would walk around campus and talk, and I actually would look for 

her on campus.  Every day between classes I would run over to the main building and I’d be 

looking for Celia.  Sometimes I saw her and sometimes I didn’t.  But when I did, I was just...I 

was in seventh heaven. 

 

And then, one winter night in January in Pennsylvania—snowing—snow starting to build up, a 

couple inches of snow, Celia and I decided that evening to take a little walk.  So we were 

walking—hand in hand, no less!—we had advanced to hands, that was awesome (laughter).  We 

were walking across the campus and we stopped by the steps leading up to the library, because 

that was the closest building to her dormitory.  Now, for you young ladies in the crowd, she had 

to be in the dormitory, her curfew was 7:30 in the evening.  We guys, we could stay up all night; 

they didn’t care, but the ladies had to be in by 7:30.  So we get to the library and in my mind I’m 

thinking all this time, “Oh my goodness, I want so much to give Celia a smooch.  I want her to 

know how much I like her.”  So I’m standing there and we’re kind of holding hands, as some of 

you have done this, you know what I’m talking about, and I’m doing this—back and forth—

reluctance, lacking in confidence to take a hold of this girl, and I was shifting back and forth for 

two reasons.  One, I wasn’t sure she would let me give her a smooch, and, secondly, my feet 

were freezing and I only had moccasins on.  She told me sometime later, she said, “You 

remember that night?”  I said, “Oh, do I remember that night!”  She says, “I was hoping that you 

would get around to giving me that kiss that I knew you wanted to do, because I was freezing to 

death too!”(laughter).  But you know, I did reach out, I finally overcame my lack of confidence.  

I reached out and I gave her a nice little soft hug and gave her a little smooch, on the mouth, not 

on the cheek—that’s for moms.  On the mouth!  And you know what?  She responded.  Whoa, I 

floated to the men’s dorm.  I floated.  You’ve heard of the shot heard round the world.  People, 

this was the kiss that lasted for 56 years! (applause).   

 

Remember the commitment that I had made to missions to the Lord as a child, and how I altered 

that commitment?  There I was, graduated from college. I was a teacher; I was now married; I 

had a family of three children.  We made sure our children attended Sunday school and church.  

We taught them values, or tried to.  All three of the children have accepted the Lord as their 

Savior.  We love that, and they’re serving the Lord today as teachers and serving in the church.  

We praise the Lord for that.  Each year for ten years after we were married, the Christian 

Missionary Alliance held a missionary conference.  Missionaries come from all around the world 

and we have this big conference.  And every year at the close of the conference, the Lord would 

tug my heart, and I mean this sincerely, I would feel such a guilt—what about that commitment 

you made, for foreign missions?  And I tried for ten years to tell the Lord, “I’m doing what You 

want me to do.”  Finally, Celia says to me, after ten years of hearing this, she says, “Honey, 

either you do something about this or you shut up forever.”   

 

But, like Gideon, I showed my reluctance in my confidence in myself that I could do it.  And I 

was sure that I did not want to subject my family and three children to living in a distant land.  I 

thought, “Wait a minute, what about Gideon?  Gideon had fleeces that he put before the Lord.”  

And I thought to myself, “Yeah, but what fleeces do I have?  I don’t know what fleeces I have.”  

So Cel and I decided: Okay, here’s what we’re going to do.  We’re going to write a letter to the 

Alliance headquarters in New York, and we’re going ask them, “May we be general 

missionaries?  Go out as evangelists?  Serve the Lord on the mission field?  We’re willing to do 
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that.”  And it was no time at all, we got a letter back.  And this is what it said: We were told, “No 

way. First of all, you’re too old.”  We were only thirty years old.   “Secondly, you have too many 

children.  You’re only allowed two.  You have three.  And thirdly, you don’t have any Bible 

background, training, or missionary training.”  So I went before the Lord, and I said, “Okay, 

Lord, here it is, these are my fleeces (tongue in cheek), I said, and these are doors that are 

impossible to open.  Now, Lord, if You really want me on the mission field, You’re going to 

have to do something about it.”  And He did.  The Lord, through our pastor in Delaware at the 

time, where we were living and teaching, had a friend, Dean of Instruction at Crown College in 

Minnesota.  I’ll make a long story short.  The word came back: “We’re looking for a science 

instructor.  You’ll fill the bill.  What we’re going to do is we’re going to give him a salary half of 

what he’s making in public school.”  I was making $3600 a year; they were going to cut that in 

half.  “But,” they said, “we will let your wife and you go to school here—you can be a professor 

for an hour, then you can be a student, and a professor”—and that went on for several years.  

“And then we will let you go to Nyack, New York, up around West Point, and we will let you do 

your seminary work to get your Master’s degree.”  I said, “Okay, Okay, Lord, I give up.  We’ll 

do it.”  Away we went.  That was quite an experience.   

 

The question happened during seminary work at Nyack.  I had been studying Equador, figuring I 

was going to go to the mountains, to the Quito Indians.  That was my thesis.  Then a phone call 

came, saying to us, “We don’t want you to go to Equador.  We want you to go to (what was then) 

Irian Jaya, Indonesia,” which is today called Papua, over by Australia.  I said, “Whoa,” like 

Gideon, “whoa, wait a minute!”  Reluctance is coming back up again.  Where is this place called 

Irian Jaya?  I found out four things about it through research: First of all, it was the most 

primitive island, isolated, Stone Age culture.  It was the most primitive island in the world.  

Secondly, it was a very hot climate.  It was 2 ½ degrees off the Equator.  It had no 

communication to the outside world to speak of, and our three children would have to leave us 

when they turned into ninth grade, high school.  We didn’t like that.  This is going to be the 

hardest adjustment that we would have to make.  But, much like Gideon, I wanted some 

reassurance that God would be with us.  And we find in Chapter 7, verses 1 and 2, we read how 

early in the morning Gideon and his men set out, under the direction of the Lord, to go and listen 

to a dream of one of the Midianites. Read that down there in chapter 7.  And Gideon heard the 

man say, “I had a dream, and the dream was that we were wiped out, and it had to have been the 

sword of Gideon.”  That was...that was the coup de grâce.  Gideon said, “I will obey.” That was 

the third characterization of Gideon: I will obey.   

 

Now for me, the time of decision had come.  The Lord answered all the fleeces I placed before 

Him.  We knew all of the doors were open, and that was it.  We packed up and away we went.  

Our journey was filled with adventure and food and culture and sharing the gospel with an 

animalistic people, some who had been cannibals—active cannibals when we got there, active!  

But I was told by the other missionaries, “Ah, Bob and Cel, don’t worry about it.  Cannibals only 

eat their enemies.”  I want to tell you, folks, Celia and I were the friendliest missionaries on that 

island. (laughter)   

 

One of the things that helped me to find that reassurance of my obedience to the Lord was our 

very first Christmas.  They had built us a house out of coral block, cement floor, cement walls, 

the whole bit, no glass windows, screening, very hot.  It was so hot every day, 365 days a year. 
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Here it was Christmas season and I was abruptly reminded that we were adjusting to this culture 

one evening, when we lying on the floor, the cement floor, spread eagle on our backs, Bermuda 

shorts and shirts, the family of three and Celia and me, singing Jingle Bells.  That’s tough, but I 

realized we had adjusted.  Another way that I realized we had adjusted to this culture and it was 

the will of the Lord was, it was a Christmas season—the same Christmas season—we were 

walking up the trail toward our house, very dark.  It gets very dark in the tropics—as you can 

believe.  And my flashlight, the rim of the light, was fairly far in front of us; our son and two 

girls were walking ahead of us.  Our oldest girl, Robin, twelve years old at the time, saw this 

limb lying across the trail, and she goes to step over the limb, but as she was stepping over, it 

moved.  She screamed.  The other two kids screamed.  I ran with the flashlight.  At that time, 

some of the Danis, some of the national boys, some of the natives, came running out of the 

jungle from their huts.  “What’s going on, Two-on, what’s going on?”  And they started 

pounding what I thought was the limb.  It turned out to be a 6-foot python.  That was scary, and I 

realized we had arrived.  We had adjusted.  It was most interesting.   

 

Yes, there were many incidents over the ten years that allowed us to give praise to the Lord.  We 

watched our son—we thought we had lost him one time—and Celia and some of the ladies went 

on a hunt for Scott, and they found him down in the village, and he was enjoying life as a Dani.  

He was eating the birds’ eggs and the cicadas, but of course they did roast the cicadas, and my 

wife said, “You don’t do that.”  And he said, “But it’s something to eat.”  And so we realized we 

had all arrived.  Ten years serving the Lord in the foreign field, which we would not exchange 

for any amount of money.  We really would not.  It was wonderful.   

 

Coming home for our year’s furlough to go back in the third term, we felt, both Celia and I, felt 

the Lord saying, “No, it’s time for you to stay home.  You have done the job I wanted you to do.  

Now there’s work here.”  And Celia and I both told the Lord, we really did, we said, “But, Lord, 

we need a house; we need a job, and we need clothes.”  And the Lord answered the prayer.  We 

didn’t have to put a fleece out. The Lord just answered the prayer.  A man stepped up, said, 

“Here’s some money for a new house down payment.”  Along came an administrator, and he 

said, “You’re looking for a job in teaching?”  Celia said, “Yes, we are.”  She did not apply at 

Lincoln Christian.  They came to her.  They said, “We’ve got a job for both you and your 

husband.”  I spent four years there; Celia spent twenty-two years there.  I went on to Malcolm.  

The Lord provided—it was incredible!  Six years after living in Lincoln, we then moved over to 

Hallam—and you know the story.  You’ve heard the story—on May 22, 2004—one of the 

largest tornadoes ever to hit the country of America.  It hit over in that area.  It was an incredible, 

horrific night.  You’ve heard that story.  And we should have been killed but, by the grace of 

God, we survived the most horrific night of our lives, even worse than living on the island with 

cannibals.  And during Cel’s fifteen days in the hospital and at Madonna, and my recovery from 

injuries, not quite as critical as hers, we came to the realization, the realization that God did have 

more for us to do.   

 

That fall we were attending here at church—from about 1987 on I had been teaching the older 

adults—and Mark Kremer called us into the office one day—that fall of 2004.  And he said to 

Celia and me, he said, “We, the directors, would like for you to consider stepping up as part-time 

pastor.”  I looked at Cel; Cel looked at me, and we both shook our heads, “No.  No, thanks.  

We’re retired.  We retired from teaching.  We’re done.  We’re going to relax.  We’ve done the 
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Lord’s work.  That’s it.”  He said, “Well pray about it.”  Wrong!  Wrong!  You don’t pray about 

something the Lord wants you to do and think you’re going to get away with it.  Mark handed us 

a packet of paper—about that thick—I forget how many pages.  Celia could tell you, but many.  

“This is just a job description.  Take that home, read it, pray about it.  Come back and see me in a 

couple days.”  We went home; we read through it.  We went back and sat in his office and said, 

“Mark, there’s no way.  There is no way that part-time work will cover this much work.  It takes 

two weeks to do one week’s work.”  Mark had an answer.  He said, “And what would you 

suggest you would do?”  We said, “We will teach.  We will visit, and we will counsel, and that’s 

it.”  “Done!”  Mark said, “Done. You’re in!”  But you know what, dear people?  We are now 

finding this day—up to this day—that doesn’t do it.  When you’re in the Lord’s work, you don’t 

count the minutes.  You just don’t count the minutes; you don’t count the hours.  It’s getting so 

you don’t even count the days.  But praise be to the Lord!  The Lord gives us new strength every 

day.  We carry out the Lord’s work; we are doing so many things for the Lord, and without 

grumbling.  We love it, and as pastor said about retirement—people come to Celia and me and 

say, “When are you two ever going to retire?  You’re seventy-five years old.  When are you 

going to retire?”  My answer and Celia’s answer, is, “When we wake up one morning in Heaven; 

then we’re retired...then we’re retired.”   

 

And that brings me back to the question that I had asked you at the beginning: What about your 

commitment?  Did you make a commitment?  Think about it, now, did you make a commitment 

to the Lord, and you rationalized that commitment to make it fit what you wanted to do?  You 

feel you’re very happy in what you’re doing—and you very well may be—and that may be 

where the Lord wants you.  But it’s interesting; some of you are saying to yourself right now, 

“But I feel a nudging every once in awhile.  I feel the Lord wants me to do something different 

but I’m thirty years old; I can’t change.”  You can change.  Don’t be reluctant.  Pick up the very 

characteristics that Gideon had—that I fit myself into and said I had them.  I had faith in the 

Lord.  I was reluctant, but then I became obedient—and my family became obedient.  You too 

have faith in God.  You, too, perhaps, are reluctant.  You too need to be submissive and obedient 

to what the Lord wants.  Don’t be reluctant.  Ask the Lord what it is that He wants you to do, 

apart from what you’re doing right now.  And, dear people, I’ll tell you right now, “If you don’t 

listen to the Lord, at least pray about it, have an open heart, you may miss out on one of the most 

fantastic experiences of serving the Lord, and so that one day you will also hear, “Well done, my 

good and faithful servant.” 

 

Our Heavenly Father, we thank You for this hour, the beautiful music.  We thank You, 

Lord, for Your Spirit and Presence in this sanctuary.  We thank You, Lord, for Your 

gracious mercy.  Bless, Lord Jesus, those before us; bless the musicians behind; bless 

this hour and bring glory to Yourself.  Thank You.  In Jesus’ Name, Amen. 
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