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Needing the Lord's Help 

by J.P. de Klerk 

 
Christina Standish had promised, that she would again write an article for the Christian monthly 

for girls and boys of the Church. In the past year she had done that three times, and the editor was very 

pleased with that and had asked her to do it again. He had only a few contributors. 

She had also received encouraging comments from readers, which was comforting, but it did 

not make this work any easier. She felt a great responsibility and while the dateline approached, she 

became nervous. 

She got that strange feeling that there was someone whispering in her ear, “You cannot do it. 

You are not a professional. This time you won’t be ready in time. You will be the laughing stock of the 

whole monthly.” 

Outside the sun was out again. She heard the blackbirds, finches and thrushes through the open 

windows. 

Christina forced herself to bring the pieces of paper together on her desk—the thoughts she had 

scrawled down in the past weeks (even on the very edge of a newspaper), reacting upon things that 

happened. She saw the hand of the Creator in everything; she saw that nothing happened by chance. 

God had His own plan with this world. She wanted the next generation to see that more clearly in all 

the small things of every day in these confusing times. 

When finally she got it nicely together at the typewriter, she discovered a lot of mistakes and 

decided to do it over again. 

It went well, till she was half way and there was chaos around her: Christina’s children came 

home with injuries and quarrels, there were phone calls, a postman came with a registered letter. 

But her article had to go in the mail that day. 

She just typed a line, when her neighbor, Bill Powell, came to the backdoor with some 

capsicum and tomato plants, because he had too many of them for his garden. He was a kind, elderly 

man. She drank a cup of tea with him, but she was on pins and needles. 

When she sat again behind the typewriter, she typed quickly without looking at the keyboard, 

what she always used to do, but this time she was too much in a hurry. Something went wrong! When 

she looked at the paper she saw a chaos of letters. 

She had hit the wrong keys, word after word. If she had not stopped, the result would have been 

worthless. Despite her best intentions Christina moaned and said, “Oh, Lord, help me! All goes 

wrong!” Then she did the whole lot over again, and it went without any trouble. 

That evening, when the children were to bed and her husband sat reading the newspaper, in a 

comer of the living room, she reflected. She made for herself a comparison with the bigger 

responsibilities, obligations and commissions in life. 

We are weak people of ourselves, easily distracted, stumbling, trying, searching, hitting the 

wrong keys without noticing it. The result is that what we produce is never perfect, never good enough. 

How often we make a hopeless mess of things! 

Yes, thought Christina, I need the Lord’s help with everything, every day. I can’t do a thing 

without Him. ❖ 
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