MEMORY VERSES

Did you ever encounter a familiar smell that instantly transported you to the place where you first experienced it? Maybe your senses pealed from the din around you a certain sound or voice that triggered an old memory you’d all but forgotten. I know it has happened to me.
This phenomenon might explain my reaction to nails. I seldom see a nail that I’m not reminded of two memory verses that I was taught long ago in a youth class at the First Baptist Church in Nashville, Arkansas. The class was actually an after school activity for recently baptized Christian youth. Memory verses were an integral part of the study. As a way to reinforce the message of each verse, we were challenged to look for everyday situations where the verses might apply. Two verses stand out in my memory because of a minor incident that lead me to a lasting personal connection to the verses. 
The verses are these:

Matthew.25:40b: … Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.

Ecclesiastes 9:10a: Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might…
This is what happened. We repeated the verses out loud until at some point the source of the two verses faded until only the words remained. The words melded together to form one verse even though part was from the Old testament and part was from the New. It became: “Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might for Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”

“After the class as usual I left the church and headed straight for home. I walked along the sidewalk in front of the stores on Main Street. I crossed the side street between the First National Bank and the Nashville Drug store. The words to my memory verse were circling around my head like so many tiny tweety birds over the head of a cartoon character who had just taken a knock to the noggin. I had just about made it across the street when I noticed something in the street. Boys and fish are nearly always attracted to something metallic and shiny. I saw a long slender piece of metal. On closer inspection I realized it was just a nail. I didn’t want an old bent rusty nail even if it was a little shiny in a spot or two from its time lying about on the roadway. I started to move on. “But wait!” something said. Maybe it my conscience maybe something else, but that memory verse came rolling past my consciousness one more time. This time instead of just a bunch of words, it began to mean something. If I left the nail where it was someone would eventually have a flat because of it. If I just kicked it to the curb it might eventually find its way back out to where it could cause harm again. The solution guided by the verse was to pick up the nail and carry it to a safe place for disposal. The hand found something to do and (“do so with thy might”) taking the trouble to do it right so that everyone whether little or big (“unto the least of these”) would be saved from the danger of that one nail.

Many years have passed since that day on Main Street but when I see a nail any nail am reminded of the verse(s) and the story.
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