




















































CHILDREN'S CORNER

The Value of the Bible

How important is the Bible to you?
How often do you read it? How much
trouble would you take to get a Bible?
If you are tired and ready for bed in
the evening and realize that your Bible
is at the other end of the house, would
you take the trouble to go and find it,
or would you simply roll into bed and
with a short prayer go to sleep?

Here is a true story of a man in Africa
who travelled many miles to find a
Bible.

In the remote sandy wastes of the
Kalahari Desert, in the country of
Botswana in southern Africa, lived
some primitive bushmen. They had
never known civilization. They lived
where the white man seldom went and
never stayed. Sekuba, a bushman, was
fully grown but only five feet tall.

When Sekuba and his family crept in
out of the desert cold one night in
1952, they had no idea that their way
of life was about to change forever.
Sekuba kept his bow and his quiver of
poisoned arrows near him.

The bushmen knew nature and knew
her secrets. They knew where to find
the roots that yielded the poison for
their arrowheads. They knew where to
find the shells of wild ostrich eggs that
they could fill with water when it
rained briefly. They knew the
forbidden dessert. They had survived
incredible hardship. But generations of
their way of life seemed to have
almost effaced the image of their
Creator.

Sekuba's family slept. But for him the
night was suddenly brighter than day,
and he talked with one who spoke
from the fire he saw!

The next morning he tried to tell his
wife and family what had happened.
Over and over he tried: They attached
great significance to dreams, but who
had ever heard of a dream like this?

What was the Book he was talking
about? And who was the shining one
who had spoken from the fire, so
bright he could not look at him? Why
must Sekuba go to the east to find the
people who had the Book and could
tell him about God? Why did he feel
he must leave this very day because of
the angel's command? They couldn't
comprehend it.

"How will you speak to the people
you will meet?" They wanted to know.
The bushmen spoke a language that
was different from the Bantu language
in Botswana. No one would ever go
to the bushmen with books since their
language had never been reduced to
writing. It was seldom that Bantus or
whites ventured near them, for with
their poison arrows shot from ambush
they were to be feared.

But Sekuba told his family, "The
Book talks. The shining one taught me
words of the Book. I understood them,
and I will be able to read them."

His family made no attempt to remind
him of the dangers he would find
along the way. They were impressed,
too, by his night vision - impressed
enough to travel with him a part of the
way.

Each day they drew nearer the eastern
border of Botswana, hunting to sustain
themselves. Finally, on the fringe of
civilization, they found some scattered
bushmen who knew a little more about
their Bantu neighbours. Sekuba left
his family near them, and they
believed his promise to return when he
had found the people with the Book.

Clad in his skin loincloth, carrying his
blanket made of animal hide and a
scanty supply of dried meat, armed
with his bow and poison-tipped
arrows, he advanced eastward alone
into the unknown, as the angel had
directed.

Many days later, a hundred and fifty
miles from his original starting place,
Sekuba hesitantly approached the huts
of some African Bantu farmers. The
tribesman at the first hut was startled
and not a little frightened to see a
bushman standing before him. But he
saw that the bow in his hand was
empty; so he did not flee. Sekuba
waited respectfully for him to speak.
"I see you," said the Bantu, according
to African custom.

With dignity Sekuba returned the
greeting and then asked, "Where will I
find the people with the Book?" The
amazed Bantu could find no words for
a moment and Sekuba continued, "I
have come to find the people who
worship God."

"You speak our language!" the
African burst out.
"The shining one taught me," Sekuba
said simply, and then he told more
about his night vision. "Can you take
me to one who can teach me more of
the Book?"

"This is marvellous," exclaimed the
Bantu. "Yes, I can take you to our
pastor. He lives near.""
They started out together, their
progress impeded by excited Bantus
who crowded around, wanting to see
this bushman who had been taught to
speak the Tswana language by a
supernatural being. It was near dusk
when the group - it was a group now,
for others had joined the two along the
way - reached the humble dwelling
that had real windows with glass
panes. They told their excited story,
and then the pastor wanted to hear it
direct from Sekuba.

The little bushman was not awed by
his strange surroundings. Rather, he
was happy for the success of his
mission and glad to tell of the vision
that was responsible for his long
journey. When he had finished, he
asked humbly, "Have I found the
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people who worship God - and have
the Book?"

The pastor, deeply moved, entered his
house and returned with a Bible in his
hand. Sekuba's eyes lighted up. He
clapped his hands softly and bowed
his head as he exclaimed, "That is it!
That is the Book!"

"This is the end of your journey!" the
pastor exclaimed. "You shall stay with
me tonight." He had led the group in
prayer, and the Africans returned to
their huts. Sekuba was made
comfortable in the little hut that served
as the pastor's kitchen. A servant
prepared food for him. Then he lay
down to sleep, happy to have found
the object of his search.

But that night the angel came again.
"This is not the true church," the
shining one said. "You must continue
our search. You must find the'
Sabbath-keeping church and ask for
Pastor Moyo. He will not only have
the Book but also four brown books
that are really nine."

So in the morning Sekuba explained to
his host, "I must leave you. I cannot
stay here. The shining one came in the
night and told me to find a people who
keep the seventh day as Sabbath."

The pastor could not believe his ears.
"This is the chiefs church," he said,
with irritation in his voice. "Would the
chief be wrong? You have not
understood."

Sekuba was respectful, but he was also
firm. "Sir, I have not misunderstood.
These things were shown me plainly.
There are people who worship God on
the seventh day. Please tell me where I
may find them."

Now there was anger. A crowd
gathered. Sekuba was arrested for
defying the chiefs church. But he
never changed his story. Finally he
was set free by the white
commissioner, who felt something
akin to awe as he saw an unlearned
bushman speaking Tswana and
holding firmly to his story of an
angel's instruction.

Safely on his way again, Sekuba spent
the night where darkness found him.
But he was troubled. How could he
find Pastor Moyo? What direction
should he take? Alone in the desert he
talked with the unseen God and asked
Him to direct him, to give him some
sign. Then he fell asleep.

In the light of dawn he saw near the
distant horizon a small, mistlike cloud.
That, in the clear dry air bordering the
desert, he accepted as his sign.
Patiently he followed it. For seven
days and 118 miles (about 180
kilometres) it led him on. Carefully he
avoided roads and men, for one
mistake was enough.

Somewhere - it may have been before
he left the shelter of the
commissioner's court - he had
acquired some European clothes. So
now he did not look so conspicuous as
he entered a little settlement. The
cloud that had gone before him now
disappeared. Would he be able to find
Pastor Moyo?

The next morning a Bantu African
directed him into the village, and he
had no difficulty in finding Pastor
Moyo's home. The pastor was startled
at the sight of his visitor. Like other
Africans, he harboured some fear of
bushmen. But as he studied his face,
he knew that this was no ordinary
African, and he invited him in.

Once again Sekuba told his story in
Tswana while the pastor listened with
growing awe and wonder. And the
little bushman said, as he finished his
story, "I am commanded to find the
people with the Book who keep the
seventh-day Sabbath."

Gladly Pastor Moyo brought out his
worn Bible and assured him that he
had found the people he was looking
for.

"That is it!" Sekuba exclaimed. But he
had one more request. "Where are the
four books that are really nine?"

Pastor Moyo turned to his bookshelf
and brought out the four brown
volumes bearing the title, Testimonies
for the Church.
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Every Seventh-day Adventist is
familiar with these books from the pen
of Ellen White, whose writing bears
the marks and meets every test of
inspiration - nine volumes, at one time
bound for convenience into four
books.

Sekuba was satisfied and delighted.
He said eagerly, "You are the people!"

His journey was ended. But there was
so much more - so much more to
learn. All that day they talked and read
from the Book. For two weeks they
studied together, and Sekuba drank it
all in.

Then Sekuba returned to his own
people with the good news about
Jesus, and Pastor Moyo visited them.
It was discovered that the bushmen,
even with their primitive background,
had phenomenal memories. They were
able to memorize long passages of
Scripture in a short time without
forgetting them.

Sekuba became church elder,
evangelist, and pastor of the first
bushman church. And he retained until
his death in 1957 the ability to speak,
read, and write the Tswana language -
the ability given him by the shining
one who spoke to him from the fire.

You and I need to make no long,
tiring, dangerous journey to find the
Book. You probably have one sitting
on your table in your house. By
comparison to the bushmen, the light
that floods our path is blinding. Do we
follow it as carefully, as persistently,
as did the little man from the African
bush? Do we value our Bible as much
as he did? Do we search it as
diligently at he did? I hope you do,
because Jesus has many wonderful
things to tell you in His Word. Search
for it like you would for gold and
silver and start today.



THE ROLE OF LIVE FOODS FOR
HEALING WHEN ILL

People whose digestive impairments limit the
use of uncooked food should utilize live foods
as much as possible, and to whatever extent
they can. Their aim for restoration of normal
function should not be with the use of drugs
or surgery. Instead they should use rest and
short fasts, followed by a gradual
implementation of improved eating and living
practices, adapted to the limitations of that
individual.

Their goal should be the gradual achievement
of a diet predominantly consisting of
uncooked foods, because the nutrients
available in live foods are many times greater
than those remaining after food has been
cooked or otherwise processed.

Live foods improve the total internal
environment. Sluggish bowels begin to
move, eventually cleaning out waste that has
been lodged in the folds of the intestines for
months and even years. The layer of mucous
that forms in the intestines when cooked food
predominates is removed, greatly increasing
efficiency in the absorption of nutrients.
Food wastes do not stay in the bowels long
enough to putrefy. The transit time of live
food in a healthy body is 20 to 24 hours,
while cooked food may take up to three days
or longer.

Some scientific researchers and medical
doctors now recognize the value of raw food,
both in health maintenance and for
improvement or remission in chronic
illnesses.

In the past is has been believed that it was
more difficult for a person with digestive
problems to digest raw foods. In reality
cooked food takes longer to digest than raw
food. Also, raw foods are less stressful on

patients with poor digestion. It may be easier
for these persons to have their live foods cut-
up, or chopped up fine. Fresh raw juices may
be the best method to use for a few weeks
until digestion gets back to a more normal
condition.

ENZYMES - The enzyme is perhaps one of
the greatest arguments against the practice of
cooking anything that can be suitable eaten
raw. Raw foods contain many enzymes
essential to health. Enzymes are destroyed by
heat over 122 degrees Fahrenheit.

Enzymes in fruit and vegetables play a vital
role in the metabolic activity of plant cells.
Among other things, they are what cause
fruits and vegetables to ripen. Sprouting
grains and seeds greatly increase their vitamin
content, and so they are most nutritious if
eaten raw.

Our bodies contain many enzymes of their
own, but the consumption of raw fruits and
vegetables enhances the action of the
enzymes in our bodies. They are an essential
factor in the proper digestion and assimilation
offood.

Enzymes play a wide range of essential
activities in all of the body's functions. A
diet low in, or devoid of, raw food enzymes
can result in an abnormal drain on the body's
own enzymes resulting in poor health and
premature aging.

This is only a summary. If you study this
subject you will understand more details of
the vital importance of enzymes, as found in
raw fruits and vegetables, and their benefit in
the healing process when a person is ill.

Sister Kathleen Ross - Alberta, Canada
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NEW YEAR'S MEETING
The young people of Streetsville church had prepared a program, which they presented to
the members and visitors on New Year's Eve.

First, Brother Radek spoke about the importance of missionary work and brought
examples from the Bible of the faithful men of God. Others participated also with stories
and testimonies.

Raquel and Reina Conde presented an interesting dialogue between a building inspector
and the owner. The spiritual lesson of the talk was that we all are building a house of
faith—our characters—and in all things we must follow the building code, the Bible.

After special songs and music, we moved to the dining hall where the young people
presented to each one a menu with several choices of meals and drinks. After the meal,
personal testimonies were presented and proposals for the New Year. We closed with a
prayer that this new year will be blessed and that each one will do better this year than the
past year in the service of God.

Group of organizers.
Joaquin and William filling the orders.
Anita making sandwiches.



Brethren in Finland.

The impression that work is degrading has laid thousands
in the grave. Those who perform only manual labor
frequently work to excess, while brain workers suffer for
want uf the healthful vigor physical labor gives. If the
intellectual would share the burden of the laboring class to
such a degree that the muscles would be strengthened, the
laborers might devote a portion of their time to mental and
moral culture. Those of sedentary and literary habits
should take physical exercise. Health should be sufficient
inducement to lead them to unite physical with their mental
labor.. Test #6 pg. 192
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