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the master weaver
i have often made references to corrie ten boom, a
survivor of the holocaust and a saint of God, now gone
to her reward. during corrie’s presentations to
audiences, she would often hold up the back side of a
blue cloth of embroidery with hundreds of tangled
threads hanging down from it. many wondered if she was
holding up the wrong side by mistake.
as she held up the messy side of the embroidery, she
would ask, “does God always grant us what we ask for in
prayers? not always. sometimes He says, 'no.' that
is because God knows what we do not know. look at this
piece of embroidery. the wrong side is chaos. but
look at the beautiful picture on the other side – the
right side.”
triumphantly, she would flip the cloth over and reveal
an extravagantly embroidered crown – symbolizing our
crown of eternal life. the crown was beautifully
stitched with threads of many colors but also gold,
silver, and pearls. "(in our lives) we see the wrong
side, but God sees His side all the time. one day we
shall see the embroidery from His side and thank Him
for every answered and unanswered prayer.”
"although the threads of my life have often seemed
knotted,
i know, by faith, that on the other side of the
embroidery there is a crown."
- corrie ten boom, my heart sings

through events like the story below, God was building
up the faith of corrie and betsie (her sister) to
strengthen them for the things to come. He was
embroidering from the back side.
------one night i tossed for an hour while dogfights (war
planes) raged overhead, streaking my patch of sky with
fire. at last i heard betsie stirring in the kitchen
and ran down to join her.
she was making tea. she brought it into the dining
room where we had covered the windows with heavy black
paper and set out the best cups. somewhere in the
night there was an explosion; the dishes in the
cupboard rattled.
for an hour we sipped our tea and talked, until the
sound of planes died away and the sky was silent. i
said goodnight to betsie at the door to auntie jans’s
rooms and groped my way up the dark stairs to my own.
the fiery light was gone from the sky. i felt for my
bed: there was the pillow. then in the darkness my
hand closed over something hard. sharp too! i felt
blood trickle along a finger.
it was a jagged piece of metal, ten inches long.
“betsie!” i raced down the stairs with the shrapnel
shard in my hand. we went back to the dining room and
stared at it in the light while betsie bandaged my
hand.

“on your pillow,” she kept saying.
“betsie, if i hadn’t heard you in the kitchen ...”
but Betsie put a finger on my mouth. "don’t say
it, corrie! there are no 'ifs' in God’s world. and no
places that are safer than other places. the center of
His will is our only safety — oh corrie, let us pray
that we may always know it!
- excerpt from "the hiding place"
------dear friends, occasionally God gives us a glimpse at
what He is weaving into the fabric of our lives. that
momentary peek at glory gives us the courage to soldier
on, knowing that nothing happens by accident.
no thread of experience — good or bad — is wasted.
when it appears to be that way, we just have to remind
ourselves that we are simply looking at the backside of
an embroidery. and the One weaving it together, knows
precisely what He is doing.
“life is but a weaving”
(the tapestry poem)
“my life is but a weaving
between my God and me.
i cannot choose the colors
He weaveth steadily.
oft’ times He weaveth sorrow;

and i in foolish pride
forget He sees the upper
and i the underside.
not ’til the loom is silent
and the shuttles cease to fly
will God unroll the canvas
and reveal the reason why.
the dark threads are as needful
in the weaver’s skillful hand
as the threads of gold and silver
in the pattern He has planned
He knows, He loves, He cares;
nothing this truth can dim.
He gives the very best to those
who leave the choice to Him.”
- corrie ten boom
"be strong and courageous. do not fear or be in dread
of them, for it is the Lord your God who goes with you.
He will not leave you or forsake you." deut 31:6
"i know that the experiences of our lives, when we let
God use them, become the mysterious and perfect
preparation for the work He will give us to do." corrie ten boom
"we have the Spirit as our witness. even as He
breathed life in the beginning, that breath gives us a
relationship with Him now which will fold into
eternity, and so, shall we ever be with our Lord. just
trust Him." - linda jennings

maranatha!

