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Julie Walker had suddenly lost her job as a secretary of the manager of a warehouse which had 

gone bankrupt. The local economy was not doing very well in the town where she lived with her 

parents and younger sisters, so during a fortnight she tried in vain to find a similar job. 

She was not afraid of doing something different, so when she saw an advertisement in the 

newspaper, asking for a person willing to help with the sewing of saddles, she went to see the shop and 

got the job as an apprentice. She asked for the help of the Lord, and soon she was able to do this work 

very well. 

However, the day came that she remembered her previous job and she said to herself, “What an 

unimportant work am I doing! It is inane. Anyone can make saddles and get tender fingers. Nobody 

cares that I am doing this.” 

That afternoon it felt like a mental test. But just a few minutes later she heard a lot of noise 

coming in from the village green and there were people screaming. She jumped to her feet and rushed 

to the door of the shop, to see what was going on. 

There was a horse with a wagon, nobody on the box, and the horse had obviously been 

frightened and bolted. 

“This is terrible,” said Julie to herself. “In a minute the children will come out of school!” 

While she went outside, she saw a young man sprint to the horse and clutch the bridle. 

“O Lord, let the bridle be strong enough, let his hands also be strong enough to hold on, or else 

he will fall under the horse,” she prayed. 

Clasping her hands she saw the young man fall, but hanging on scratching his feet over the 

surface of the street. The horse had foam on his mouth and made strange sounds, trampling and 

stamping with his feet. But then he gave up and stood there, trembling. 

“Bravo!” Julie shouted, and together with other people she went to the young man, who spoke 

calming words to the horse and tapped gently his neck. The eyes of the nervous animal looked wildly 

around yet, and you could hear his breathing. 

A farmer with white hair and a beard came forward, stroked the head of the horse, gave a lump 

of sugar and said, “If the headstall had not been so well made by the saddler, young man, you could not 

have held fast my Buddy. But thank you very much for what you did. People could have been killed. 

Such a horse does not know anymore what he is doing, you know. Praise the Lord that you acted so 

quickly. What is your name?” 

Harry Molhoven, Sir. I am a guest of the Rosmans.” Julie went back to her work and said to 

herself, “I learned a lesson. Nothing is unimportant in the eyes of God. I am a small wheel in a big 

wheel-work. I will always do what He wants me to do. He gives me the health and the strength.” 

She felt very happy. ❖ 
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