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Hierdie een het ‘n groot les vir ons almal. 
Lees dit.  Jy sal dit waardeer. 
“Trust me.” 
 
                                    GIVE EVERYTHING 
 
Two years ago my family and I were at the park, on a main highway near our home, 
enjoying an afternoon of watching my oldest daughter play softball. 
I had noticed the man, in dirty clothes, sitting at one of the far tables near the street, 
with all his earthly belongings in a single shopping cart. I then noticed him walk our 
way and I tried to make myself invisible (probably as invisible as he feels every time 
someone ignores his outstretched hand.) 
To my relief he was only going to the drinking fountain for water. I was so relieved, I 
didn't even consider reaching into my ice chest full with cold bottled water and offer 
him one. I just allowed him to continue to drink the questionable quality of water 
from the public park fountain. 
After he finished his drink he lingered for a moment to watch the girl's game. Many 
thoughts passed through my mind as I looked at him. 
How old was he, if he had children, how did he get into the position to be living on 
the streets? He walked back to his cart without asking anyone for anything. 
As the day in the park continued, my two sons, Ages 9 and 3 where playing kickball 
on the grass around the outside of the ball field. 
I was absorbed by the softball game, but I can still remember the scream my older son 
made, "ERICK STOP!"  As I turned I could see the ball my son had kicked being 
chased by my younger son directly toward the highway, loaded with fast moving cars. 
I screamed my son's name and began to run the 40 or so yards to the street.  To my 
amazement the man in the dirty clothes with the cart jumped up and ran in front of my 
son only a few feet from the highway. The kick ball continued into the street to be 
bounced along by several cars. I reached them both a few seconds later and 
immediately began to thank the man who so unselfishly protected my son from harm. 
I tried to give him all the money I had in my pocket. All he said was, "that's OK man, 
I just wanted to help." I begged him to take the money, and finally he reluctantly did 
and walked back to his cart. 
Ironically, here was someone just an hour earlier I was trying to ignore so he wouldn't 
ask me for spare change. Now I would gladly give everything I had for his act of 
kindness. It's truly amazing how our vision can change so quickly. No longer was he 
just a man in the dirty clothes with a cart. 
He was looking like a big beautiful Guardian Angel. 
  -- 
David Sims 



 
Ek sluit hierdie e-pos aan jou af met die volgende uit ons Here se Woord. 
 
HEB 13:2  Vergeet die gasvryheid nie, want daardeur het sommige, sonder om dit 
te weet, engele as gaste geherberg.  
HEB 13:3  Dink aan die gevangenes asof julle medegevangenes is, en aan die wat 
mishandel word, as mense wat self ook ‘n liggaam het.  
                   
Judas 1:24-25 Aan Hom nou wat magtig is om  julle vir struikeling 
te bewaar en julle sonder gebrek voor sy heerlikheid te stel met gejuig, 
25. aan die alleenwyse God, ons Verlosser, kom toe heerlikheid en 
majesteit, krag en mag, nou tot in alle ewigheid!  Amen. 
 
Groete 
Sakkie 
 
Indien u hierdie e-pos lees en wel gereelde e-pos van my wil ontvang, 
stuur asseblief u volle e-pos adres in die “subject box” na sparsons@absamail.co.za 
Moet asseblief nie ‘n leë e-pos stuur nie. 
Aangesien ek blind is en gebruik maak van ‘n sagteware program waar  
die rekenaar met my praat, sal ek nie weet of dit ‘n foto of leë e-pos is 
wat ek ontvang nie.  In albei gevalle sal my rekenaar net stil bly. 
 
 
 
 


