
Preacher’s Pen  by Gene McCoy 
 Monsoon miseries plague the region 
as a record rainfall wreaks havoc. As I 
write this column I am well into day 
number two of round-the-clock work 
that has included digging, drilling, 
crawling, rigging, monitoring and 
praying. 
 The song recorded by 
Credence Clearwater 
Revival when I was in 
High School keeps running 
through my mind. It asks, 
“Who’ll Stop the Rain?” The 
answer to that question is 
the One to whom I have 
been praying, asking that He 
do just that. “Lord, please stop the 
rain!” 
 Ol’ Noah has been on my mind a 
lot, also. I have been preaching his 
sermon to myself. You know the one 
about making preparation for the 
coming flood. How many times I have 
related to Noah’s certain frustration that 
people did not heed God’s warnings to 
their own doom. Now I am on the 
other end, disappointed in myself for 
not having made adequate preparation 
despite the forecast of three consecutive 
days of thunderstorms. 
 Oh, it isn’t that I failed to make 
some preparation. But the preparations 
I had made were admittedly incomplete. 
I had done enough months ago to get 
me through for the time being. But I did 
not have the time then — so I thought 
— to finish the job properly. I would 
get back to it “at a more convenient 
time.” Now I am recalling my sermon 
based upon the words of Governor 
Felix (Acts 24:25). Well, now I’m back 
at it. But there isn’t anything convenient 
about the timing! How I would enjoy 
my comfortable bed right now. 
 My prayers to God have also 
included thanksgiving that my 
circumstances are temporary. Even if 
my basement flooded, the damages 
could be repaired and my loss would be 
insignificant when compared to the 

plight of many people I know. 
 My thoughts turn to those who are 
inundated by cares and concerns — 
both physical and spiritual — and 
whose minds are dominated by regrets 
that they did not heed multiple 

warnings. Some of my 
acquaintances 
are battling 
physical 

challenges that are 
life threatening. Others 

are facing eternal death as 
a result of their 
negligence to heed 

God’s warnings and to 
accept 
His offer of life. 
 The loss of 
sleep due to my 
round-the-clock vigil and the regret that 
I did not adequately tend to business at 
what was actually a more convenient 
time could have been avoided had I 
made prudent preparation. Likewise, 
there is no need for people to live in 
anxiety and with regret as they face 
eternity. The lesson Jesus illustrated by 
the two builders (Matt. 7:24-27) should 
be heralded and heeded. 
 Christian, don’t leave undone your 
responsibility to sound the warning 
(read Ezek. 3:16-21) about the coming 
flood. Dear friend outside of Christ, 
please heed the warnings and make 
preparation today. Take it from me 
when I say it will not be more 
convenient when the flood waters are 
rising and closing in around you! Submit 
to the Lord today and be submerged in 
the waters that will save you (1 Pet. 
3:21) — the crimson flow that will make 
you white as snow. 
 Now please excuse me while I go 
back to babysitting my sump pump. 
 
P.S. Thank You, Lord, for the rain. But 
thank You, too, for making it stop! Oh, 
and thank You for the lessons that 
can be learned only when it rains. 

Read  

Job 27:7-23 


