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A Day to 
Remember

I t was Friday morning and the doctor’s wait-
ing room was already full of people. After 

checking in at the reception’s desk, I picked up a 
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nearby magazine from one of the side tables and 
walked to the back of the waiting room where I 
nudged myself into one of the few unoccupied 
chairs.

While trying to settle into my cramped sur-
roundings and focusing in on reading my mag-
azine, I couldn’t help but notice that the little 
girl sitting next to me was drawing and happily 
humming a church hymn. To be honest, I’ve 
never been good at memorizing music, but I 
knew for sure that I had heard this hymn be-
fore, and it slowly began to itch at me that I 
couldn’t Bgure out the name of it. Gefore too 
long though, I was able to shut it out of my mind 
and go back to reading my magazine, but as “od 
would have it, what came next I was totally un-
prepared for.

M!y name is !andy? What’s your name”  
Turning to this frail looking little girl sitting 
next to me, I said to her with a soft smile,       
M“regory. NN
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MThat’s a funny name?  she said with a gig-
gle. Gy this time her mom spoke up and apolo-
gized for her remark. Geing a father and uncle, 
her words didn’t bother me in the least know-
ing that kids will without hesitation say what-
ever is on their unbraided mindsjsometimes 
funny, sometimes embarrassing, and sometimes 
sincerely sweet.

As I began to look more closely, I could clearly 
discern that something was terribly wrong with 
!andy, her pale complexion announced to me 
that she was more than qust a sick kid, but dying 
inside that little body of hers and without qust 
cause. In my Huickly traveled thoughts to my 
4eavenly Father, all I could ask was, MWhy a 
child”  !andy’s malady was a fresh reminder to 
me of how horrible of a disease Lin really is, in 
that it shows no mercy to anyone or at any age.

As for !andy though she had such a cheer-
ful spirit about her that not even the impend-
ing cords of death could bind her down. As I 
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watched her draw and color in her masterpiece, 
she drew the outline of a little red heart, then 
looked up at me, and said, MYo you love ;esus” 

Amazed and surprised, I Brst looked to her 
mom for a(rmation, then staring into !andy’s 
pretty green eyes, I said to her, MI most surely do) 
4eSs my Lavior? 

M!ine  too?   she  exclaimed  with  a  hap-
py-bright-giggly smile) as in saying to mejall 
is well with my soul? I must admit that I was 
deeply touched to the depths of my own soul by 
this child’s love, innocence and open a5ection in 
asking me the most important Huestion anyone 
could ever ask, and for this reason she won over 
my heart.

While again admiring her masterpiece, I no-
ticed that one particular ïower 6the seventh oneP 
had been left uncolored) so I had to ask, MWhy is 
the last ïower uncolored”  Dever ask a child a 
Huestion about his or her artwork unless you’re 
prepared for an honest answer. Lhe then went on 
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to fully explain in detail her work of art to meja 
na8ve grown-up. MThe ïowers are tulipsjmy 
favorite? They come up every spring in my front 
yard) mommy says that ;esus’ gives them to me 
every year for my birthday. This year I’m going 
to be seven, but I am real sick, and may not get to 
see the tulips this yearjthat is why I can’t color 
in the last one. 

As I looked again to her mom who was now 
Bghting back a wellspring of tears, I somehow by 
“od’s grace under the heartfelt circumstances 
managed to hold up a smile in front of !andy, 
and with a large lump in my throat said, MI know 
that ;esus would not want you to miss out on 
4is birthday gift) have faith in 4im, knowing 
4is favorite and perfect number isjLeven? N

For lo, the winter is past, the 
rain is over and gone. The -ow;
ers appear on the earthS fong om 
folo2on :1((;(: NKJV)“
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It was Friday morning and the 3oman qudg-
ment hall was already full of spectators. Gound 
by the cruel fetters of priestly prequdice and ha-
tred, ;esus now stood before the ;udgment seat 
of 3oman rule. For the holy and righteous ;udge 
of all the earth was now to be ;udged by the 
wicked standards of the world?

9ilate in his cross-examination of the Accused 
asked, MWhat accusation do you bring against 
this !an”  6;ohn U7K2…P. As in as much as the 
darkness hates the light the false charge ïung 
forward, MAn evildoerjworthy of death?  Cn-
moved by the inïamed fury of satanic hatred, 
;esus stood calmly silent before 4is malice ac-
cusers MOike a lamb that is led to slaughter, and 
like a sheep that is silent before its shears, so 4e 
did not open 4is mouth.  6Isaiah 1—K0P.

9ilate couldn’t help but notice that ;esus’ vis-
age was serene, and that 4e bore the coun-
tenance of godliness without guilt or shame. 
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Gelieving ;esus to be innocent of the priests’ 
trumped charges, and only a threatening adver-
sary to the pious and pomp ;ewish dignitaries, 
9ilate inHuired of 4im, MAre 'ou the Ming of the 
;ews”  6;ohn U7K——P.

With the 4oly Lpirit’s  eyes of conviction 
looking upon 9ilate’s heart, ;esus answered, 
MAre you saying this on your own initiative, or 
did others tell you about !e”  6verse —JP. 9i-
late’s national pride then did answer, M I am 
not a ;ew, am I”  6verse —1PK declaring it was 
;esus’ own nation and priestly magistrates who 
had delivered 4im up as a malignant malefac-
tor. With the Lpirit’s convictions slighted, ;esus 
in turn declared to 9ilate’s reasoning as to 4is 
mission in not seeking an earthly throne, M!y 
kingdom is not of this world. If !y kingdom 
were of this world, then !y servants would be 
Bghting, that I might not be delivered up to the 
;ews) but as it is, !y kingdom is not of this 
realm.  6verse —:P.
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9ilate in his self-understanding said to 4im, 
MLo 'ou are a king”  6verse —0P. ;esus answered, 
M'ou say correctly that I am a king. For this I 
have been born, and for this I have come into 
the world, to bear witness to the truth. Rvery-
one who is of the truth hears !y voice.  6verse 
—0P. 9ilate in not knowing what to believe or 
how to obtain it, self-inHuiringly asked,NMWhat 
is truth”  6verse —7P.

The truth is that ;esus died that fateful Fri-
dayjgiven up by 9ilate to be cruciBed on a 
cross. As with 9ilate, we too must ask ourselves, 
Wuhat is tr?th”I Is it the voice of the angel 
who declared, MFor behold, I bring you good 
news Nfor today in the city of Yavid there has 
been born for you a Lavior, who is Ohrist the 
Oord.  6Ouke 2KUP-UUP. Is it the voice of the !agi 
who inHuired, MWhere is 4e who has been born 
Ming of the ;ews” For we saw 4is star in the 
east and have come to worship 4im.  6!atthew 
2K2P. Is it the voice in the wilderness who cried 
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out, MGehold the Oamb of “od that takes away 
the sin of the world?  6;ohn UK2…P. Is it the voice 
out of the heavens at ;esus’ baptismal-anoint-
ing that declared, MThis is !y beloved Lon, in 
whom I am well-pleased.  6!atthew —KU0P. Is it 
the voice of the demon who cried out, MWhat do 
I have to do with 'ou, ;esus, Lon of the !ost 
4igh “od”  6Ouke 7K27P. Is it 9eter’s voice of 
confession, MThou art the Ohrist.  6!ark 7K2…P. 
Is it the centurion’s voice that said after ;esus 
breathed 4is last breath, MTruly this man was 
the Lon of “od?  6!ark U1K—…P. Is it doubting 
Thomas’ voice of renewed belief, M!y Oord and 
my “od?  6;ohn 2PK27P. Er perhaps it is some-
one else like !andy’s giggly voice in declaring to 
you and mejWL *ove Ves?sSIN4eSs my Lavior?NN
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