Choices They Made

A young man was going house to house one summer selling books. He was lame and had much trouble walking. At one house where he stopped, the lady rudely turned him away.  When he was leaving she saw he was lame and called him back. “I didn't know you were lame,” she said, “I will buy a book.” He wasn't selling sympathy, he was selling books, and he let her know it. She asked him if being lame colored his life. He made a remarkable reply: “Yes, but thank God I can choose the color.” (Pastor Richard Gray)

There is a story told about the beginning of the Reformation. There was a man by the name of Martin of Basle. He came to a knowledge of the Truth, but he was very afraid to make a public confession. So he wrote on a leaf of parchment: “Oh merciful Christ, I know that I know the Truth, Oh Holy Jesus. I acknowledge Thy sufferings for me. I love Thee! I love Thee! I love Thee! Then, with this covenant he wrote in hand, he removed a stone from the wall of his chamber and hid it. It was not to be discovered for more than 200 years. About the same time, Martin Luther found the Truth as it is in Christ. He said out loud in a public area, “My Lord had shown mercy to me before men, and I will show mercy to men before kings.” The world knows what followed. We’ve all heard of Martin Luther but we have never heard of Martin of Basle. Why? They both wrote a covenant, but one put the covenant in a wall and the other lived it. (Christopher Ian Chenoweth)

Were it left to me to decide whether we should have government without newspapers, or newspapers without a government, I should not hesitate a moment to prefer the latter. (Thomas Jefferson)

Both the hummingbird and the vulture fly over our nation’s deserts. All vultures see is rotting meat, because that is what they look for. They thrive on that diet. But hummingbirds ignore the smelly flesh of dead animals. Instead, they look for the colorful blossoms of desert plants. The vultures live on what was. They live on the past. They fill themselves with what is dead and gone. But hummingbirds live on what is. They seek new life. They fill themselves with freshness and life. Each bird finds what it is looking for. We all do. (Steve Goodier, in Quote)
We who lived in the concentration camps can remember the men who walked through the huts comforting others, giving away their last piece of bread. They may have been few in number, but they offer sufficient proof that everything can be taken from a man but one thing: The last of his freedoms -- to choose one's attitude in any given set of circumstances, to choose one's own way. (Viktor E. Frankl, in Man's Search for Meaning)

And then one day, the queen fell ill. The king frantically summoned his finest medical advisors. The king wept. The king prayed. The queen died. And the king changed. The fairy tale was finished. A nightmare was only beginning. For once upon a time, there was a king who threw himself into a life of dissipation and drunken revelry, who seized those who had been his friends and tortured them and impaled them on stakes and burned them alive, a sadistic beast of a man who murdered children, even his own. History almost forgot the saint he was, remembering instead the demon he became. For after thirteen years of glory and goodness, that nation's most benevolent ruler became its most evil. His mind, twisted by grief and determined to destroy the haunting memories, became in its torment the supreme instrument of destruction. But don't let it be forgotten -- that the kingdom bathed in blood was once wrapped in dreams. And that the king, more than a king, the czar of all Russia, with his bride by his side was Ivan the Wonderful. Only when she, Anastasia, was gone -- when the light in the czar's heart was extinguished forever -- the fiend that remained was Ivan the Terrible. (Paul Aurandt, Destiny and 102 Other Real Life Mysteries, p. 240)

Lord George Gordon Byron and Sir Walter Scott were gifted writers and poets who lived in the late 18th and early 19th centuries. They were both lame. Byron bitterly resented his infirmity and constantly grumbled about his lot in life. Scott was never heard to complain about his handicap. One day Scott received a letter from Byron which said, “I would give my fame to have your happiness.” What made the difference in their reactions to suffering and their attitudes toward their disabilities? Byron was known as a man of doubtful moral standards. Scott, on the other hand, led a courageous life that exemplified his high standards and values. (Rev. Billy Graham, in ‘Til Armageddon)
How they chose their last names:

Nicholas Cage – from comic book character Luke Cage

Rock Hudson – from Hudson River

Michael York – from York brand cigarettes

Lionel Barrymore – from an actor’s name on billboard

Edward G. Robinson – from name he heard in a play

Kirk Douglas – from Douglas Fairbanks Sr. (World Features Syndicate)
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