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Elisabeth Elliot from Gateway to Joy

When I went back to my jungle station after the death of my 
first husband, Jim Elliot, I was faced with many confusions 

and uncertainties. I had a good many new roles, besides that of being a single 
parent and a widow. I was alone on a jungle station that Jim and I had manned 
together. I had to learn to do all kinds of things, which I was not trained or 
prepared in any way to do. It was a great help to me simply to do the next 
thing.

Have you had the experience of feeling as if you’ve got far too many burdens 
to bear, far too many people to take care of, far too many things on your list to 
do? You just can’t possibly do it, and you get in a panic and you just want to sit 
down and collapse in a pile and feel sorry for yourself.

Well, I’ve felt that way a good many times in my life, and I go back over and 
over again to an old Saxon legend, which I’m told is carved in an old English 
parson somewhere by the sea. I don’t know where this is. But this is a poem 
which was written about that legend. The legend is “Do the next thing.” And it’s 
spelled in what I suppose is Saxon spelling. “D-O-E” for “do,” “the,” and then 
next, “N-E-X-T.” “Thing”-“T-H-Y-N-G-E.”

The poem says, “Do it immediately, do it with prayer, do it reliantly, casting all 
care. Do it with reverence, tracing His hand who placed it before thee with 
earnest command. Stayed on omnipotence, safe ‘neath His wing, leave all 
resultings, do the next thing.” That is a wonderfully saving truth. Just do the 
next thing.

So I went back to my station, took my ten-month-old baby, tried to take each 
duty quietly as the will of God for the moment. One of the very first duties that 
faced me was what in the world I was going to do about the church. We had 50 
newly baptized believers, Christians, who a year before had not been 
Christians. Jim Elliot had been teaching them daily and preaching on Sundays. 
Jim Elliot was not there anymore. There was no other male missionary.

                                                                                         (continued on next page)

Ecclesiastes 3:1 
There is a time for 
everything,
    and a season for 
every activity under the 
heavens.  (NIV)
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Now I happen to be a very firm believer in men taking the leadership in church. I believe that God has clearly 
defined the positions of authority in both the home and the church as belonging to men. So whether you agree 
with me on that or not, let me just say that I get my ideas from the Scriptures and that’s where I had to start 
when I got back to my little jungle station. I was not going to run that church. But I was literally the only person 
around who had the Scriptures. There was nobody else that could teach those believers. So what was I to do?

One of the last things that Jim had said to me when I said to him before he left, “What will I do if you don’t 
come back?” was “You must teach the believers.” So I took two of the young men that Jim had picked out as 
potential leaders in the church. I explained to them that it was not my job to be the head of the church. It was 
their job to take responsibility. I said, “I’m here to help you.”

So on Saturday afternoon, each week after that time, I would call one or the other of these men to my house. 
We would sit down together, translate a few simple verses from Spanish and Greek and English and whatever 
else I could draw on into Quichua. Then these men would get up and preach the sermon, which I had helped 
them make an outline for. I would draw out of them their own understanding of the Scriptures and try to get 
them to give me some illustrations from their jungle experience.

They would get up and preach-not a very good sermon. I could have done a better job. But I felt that it was not 
my job to take over the church simply because I was competent to do it. It was my job to encourage these 
men so that they would become competent.

Then there was the question of a diesel motor. What did I know about diesel generators? We had one for 
electricity, which we used sometimes in the evenings for a couple of hours. So I had to figure out how to run 
the diesel motor. I had to figure out how to keep the airstrip clean. I had to pay about 40 Indians swinging 
machetes to do that, which made me their foreman. I’d never been anybody’s foreman before.

I was teaching a women’s literacy class. We had a boy’s school taught by an Ecuadorian teacher that I had to 
sort of supervise and encourage and pay and do various things that I was not used to doing. I had the medical 
work. I had the translation of the Book of Luke, which Jim and I had finished only in rough draft when he was 
killed. I was going to carry on with that, because, as I said, there were no Scriptures in Quichua. If the church 
was to grow, they had to have spiritual food. So I went ahead with the translation of Luke.

The grass in the jungle grows unbelievably fast, so I always having to hire people to cut the grass, to clean out 
the pineapple bed, to cut the branches away from the trail between my house and the airstrip. And I tried to 
decide what to do about a hydroelectric system that Jim had just begun to put in. I didn’t know whether I 
should try to finish that or forget it.

You can imagine how tempted I was to just plunk myself down and say, “There is no way I can do this.” I 
wanted to sink into despair and helplessness. Then I remembered that old Saxon legend, “Do the next thing.”

I remembered a verse that God had given to me before I went to Ecuador in Isaiah 50:7: “The Lord God will 
help me; therefore, shall I not be confounded. Therefore, have I set my face like a flint and I know that I shall 
not be ashamed.”

(continued on next page)
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What is the next thing for you to do? Small duties, 
perhaps? Jobs that nobody will notice as long as 
you do them? A dirty job that you would get out of if 
you could have your own preferences? Are you 
asked to take some great responsibility, which you 
really don’t feel qualified to do? You don’t have to 
do the whole thing right this minute, do you? I can 
tell you one thing that you do have to do right this 
minute. It’s the one thing that is required of all of us 
every minute of every day. Trust in the living God.
Now what is the next thing? Well, perhaps it’s to get 
yourself organized. Maybe you need to clean off 
your desk, if you have a desk job that needs to be 
done. Maybe you need to clean out your kitchen 
drawers, if you’re going to do your kitchen work 
more efficiently. Maybe you need to organize the 
children’s clothes.

I know what an enormous job that is for Valerie, my 
daughter. All of a sudden, the children are coming 
out saying, “I can’t wear this. This is too short or 
this is too long or this doesn’t fit me anymore.” 
What do you do with those things? If you’re going 
to save them for the next child, you’ve got to put 
them somewhere where you can find them. So you 
just do that one thing. Somehow or other, the peace 
of God descends upon us when we take things 
calmly, peacefully and humbly as the next thing that 
God has assigned us to do.

About three years ago, I think it was, my daughter 
and her husband were going away for a weekend 
and taking with them the nursing baby. The baby 
was just a few weeks or months old. Val and Walt 
decided to go off for a weekend. They asked me if I 
could stay with the other children. I was delighted. I 
live on the other side of the continent from my 
children and grandchildren, and I was delighted for 
the opportunity.

So I stayed with them. In the first day, I don’t 
remember ever being so busy in my life. I mean, it 
was “Granny this” and “Granny that” and “Granny, 
will you read us a story?” and “Granny, can we 
have some more juice?” and “Granny, would you 
pull my pants up?” “Granny, would you pull my 
pants down?” “Granny, can we have some juice?” 
“Granny, can we go outside?” “Granny, what time is 
supper?” Until I really thought I would go mad.

Well, my dear sweet daughter had the good sense 
to call me that evening. She said, “Well, Mama, 
how are you doing?” I said, “Wonderfully, Val.” And 
then I said, “But I’m not sure I can make it through 
the next three days.” Then I assured her that her 
children were wonderful children. They’re not 
disobedient. They’re not unruly. Everything was 
going along really very well, when you think of the 
way some households are run. But I said, “I keep 
thinking, ‘Valerie’s got a baby to nurse. That takes 
about six hours a day. How does she do it?’ So tell 
me, Val, how do you do it?”

She laughed and she said, “Well, Mama, I’ll tell you 
how. I do what you told me years ago to do. Do the 
next thing. Don’t sit down and think of all the things 
you have to do. That will kill you. It’s overwhelming. 
It’s daunting if you think of all the things that are 
involved in a task. Just pick up the next thing.”
I find this even in the Scriptures. Tucked in the back 
of the Book of Mark, following the story of the 
Crucifixion, we read this lovely little story. Mark 
15:42: “By this time, evening had come. And as it 
was preparation day (that is, the day before the 
Sabbath), Joseph of Arimathea, a respected 
member of the Council, a man who looked forward 
to the kingdom of God, bravely went into Pilate and 
asked for the body of Jesus. Pilate was surprised to 
hear that He was already dead, so he sent for the 
centurion and asked him whether it was long since 
He died. When he heard the centurion’s report, he 
gave Joseph leave to take the dead body. So 
Joseph bought a linen sheet, took Him down from 
the cross, wrapped Him in the sheet and laid Him in 
a tomb cut out of the rock and rolled a stone 
against the entrance.”

Can’t you imagine the disciples and Mary and 
Martha and the other bewildered women, sitting in 
absolute dejection and perplexity when their Lord 
and Master and King had just died? They couldn’t 
think of one single thing to do. Here came this 
godly man, who looked forward to the kingdom of 
God, who bravely went in and asked for the body of 
Jesus. He could think of one thing to do. He did the 
next thing. That must have been a tremendous 
cheer and encouragement to those discouraged 
people.”
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We Need You!! 
Hey, Everyone!

During this time of healing and moving forward in our church, we need you.

We need your:

• Presence - We can accomplish so much more together! The more the merrier.

• Support - Pray for everyone in our MUMC family, our sick, those grieving, caregivers, community, state.  Also, 
pray for the District Superintendents and those choosing our future pastor.

• Tithes - If you are tithing, thank you.  If you are not, please consider sending something.  Whether it’s $5 or $100, 
we want to pay our bills and have money to use for missions, materials and activities.  Mail to MUMC, P.O. Box 
548, Meadville, MS 39630 or visit our website at: www. meadvilleumc.com/give 

• Ideas - Can you think of something that may be a good idea for our children, our young adults, … please let me 
know and I’ll share with the appropriate person and committee.  

• Concerns - Small or large, let me know.  If something needs to be done around the church, let me know.  If 
someone needs visiting, let me know.

One of my roles in our church is a lay leader.  A lay leader is a representative of everyone that attends our church.  If 
you have concerns, ideas, praises, please let me know.  We have many people and committee that all work together 
to make Meadville UMC a living and loving extension of the body of Christ.  If you feel led to participate in a certain 
committee or activity in church, please let me know.

The United Methodist Book of Discipline declares:  “The mission of the church is to make disciples of Jesus Christ for 
the transformation of the world.”

We all know of areas in our lives we need to work on.  I know I do.  To follow Jesus, we need to grow spiritually by 
practicing Christian habits such as prayer, Bible study, private and public worship, acts of service, and loving others.

Let us all ask ourselves what we can do to show love to others.  Please join us on Sunday morning for 11:00 AM 
Services.  Our Sunday morning messages are being recorded.  They may be viewed on Facebook.  For more 
information call or contact Carol or Samantha Sivils in the church office.

Hope to see you in church soon.  Please come when you are able.  Call me or text me with concerns, ideas, prayers, 
needs.

Carol Oglesby
601.334.4493

http://meadvilleumc.com/give
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HYMNOLY 101 
 hymn  (n) from the Greek hymnos meaning: a song of praise to God

"Trust and Obey"

John H. Sammis

The United Methodist 
Hymnal, No. 467 

“When we walk with the Lord in 
the light of his word, 

what a glory he sheds on our way! 
When we do his good will, he abodes with us still, 
and with all who will trust and obey. 
Trust and obey, for there’s no other way  
to be happy in Jesus, but to trust and obey.” 

Many readers of this column grew up singing this 
familiar gospel song in Sunday School classes, worship 
services, revival meetings and other gatherings of the 
church. 

Gospel songs often take a kernel of Scripture and 
weave a personal or first- person reflection around the 
chosen passage. We are not sure of the text upon which 
the author, John H. Sammis (1846-1919), based his 
hymn. Some sources suggest 1 John 1:7, but, as UM 
Hymnal editor Carlton Young points out, there does not 
appear to be any substantial resemblance to this 
passage and the content of the hymn. 

Hymnologist Kenneth W. Osbeck cites 1 Samuel 15:22: 
“And Samuel said, ‘Hath the Lord as great delight in 
burnt offerings and sacrifices as in obeying the voice of 
the Lord? Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to 
hearken better than the fat of rams.’” Perhaps this is the 
best we can do in this case.

The hymn was inspired in 1886 when the composer of 
the music, Daniel B. Towner (1850-1919), was the music 
leader during one of Dwight L. Moody’s famous revivals. 
Towner provided the following account cited by Moody’s 
musical partner, Ira D. Sankey, in his biography, My Life 
and the Story of the Gospel Hymns: 

“Mr. Moody was conducting a series of meetings in 
Brockton, Massachusetts, and I had the pleasure of 

singing for him there. One night a young man rose in a 
testimony meeting and said, ‘I am not quite sure—but I 
am going to trust, and I am going to obey.’ I just jotted 
that sentence down, and sent it with a little story to the 
Rev. J. H. Sammis, a Presbyterian minister. He wrote 
the hymn, and the tune was born.” 

Sammis is said to have composed the lines of the 
refrain upon receiving the letter:

“Trust and obey—for there’s no other way 
To be happy in Jesus, but to trust and obey.” 

As is the case with most gospel songs, these lines 
provide the central theme around which all of the 
stanzas were written. The text and tune first appeared in 
the 1887 collection, Hymns Old and New, and the hymn 
has been included in countless hymnals since then. 
Methodist hymnals in the United States have carried it 
since 1897. 

Sammis was born in Brooklyn, N.Y., and was a 
successful businessman in Logansport, Ind. Through his 
work with the YMCA he was called to the ministry, 
attended McCormick and Lane Seminaries, and was 
ordained as a Presbyterian minister in 1880. After 
serving congregations in Iowa, Indiana and Minnesota, 
he joined the faculty of the Los Angeles Bible Institute. 

I can imagine that many a sermon has been based on 
these three words, and following the singing of this 
hymn at the conclusion of the sermon, many 
worshippers have headed home humming or whistling 
the refrain, providing a lyrical way to take the theme with 
them. 

Dr. Young points out that this hymn “is concerned with 
the rewards of trusting God’s word and obeying God’s 
will.” The ultimate reward, a heavenly one so common in 
hymnody, appears in the final stanza when the hymn 
writer muses that “in fellowship sweet we will sit at his 
feet.” 

Taken from https://www.umcdiscipleship.org .

https://www.umcdiscipleship.org


Operation Christmas Child 

October’s suggested gift item is a hand-written 
letter and photo.  Kids love to see who their gift is 
from.  This makes each Shoebox more personal 
for the giver and recipient.  The extra effort of 
including a note puts the finishing touch on this 
amazing gospel opportunity.  

Meadville Messenger October, 2021

Do the Next Thing

From an old English parsonage down by the sea
There came in the twilight a message to me;
Its quaint Saxon legend, deeply engraven,
Hath, it seems to me, teaching from Heaven.
And on through the doors the quiet words ring
Like a low inspiration: “DO THE NEXT THING.”

Many a questioning, many a fear,
Many a doubt, hath its quieting here.
Moment by moment, let down from Heaven,
Time, opportunity, and guidance are given.
Fear not tomorrows, child of the King,
Trust them with Jesus, do the next thing

Do it immediately, do it with prayer;
Do it reliantly, casting all care;
Do it with reverence, tracing His hand
Who placed it before thee with earnest command.
Stayed on Omnipotence, safe ‘neath His wing,
Leave all results, do the next thing.

Looking for Jesus, ever serener,
Working or suffering, be thy demeanor;
In His dear presence, the rest of His calm,
The light of His countenance be thy psalm,
Strong in His faithfulness, praise and sing.
Then, as He beckons thee, do the next thing.

Elisabeth Elliot (1926–2015) popularized the following old 
poem—a piece of  commonsense simplicity and clarity 
which has encouraged many anxious and weary saints.

COLEMANISM:  
“You can’t take your money 
with you, but you can send 
it on ahead.”
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Celebrate!   
October
Birthdays 

and 
Anniversaries

5:30 PM 
Auxiliary 
League 
Meeting 
Fellowship Hall

5:00 PM
Prison 
Ministry 
(Liberty)

5:00 PM
Prison 
Ministry 
(Liberty)

5:00 PM
Prison 
Ministry 
(Liberty)

5:00 PM
Prison 
Ministry 
(Liberty)

October 01 Ed Herring
October 01 Sandy Hester
October 04 Campbell McDonald
October 06 Emma Claire Stebbins
October 07 Isaac Sivils
October 07 Elliot Stebbins
October 07 Matt & Mary Kay Holt 
October 08 Elizabeth Rushing
October 09 George Rushing
October 09 Gary & Vana Hurst
October 10 Ed Youngblood
October 11 Brett & Vista Herring
October 13 Victoria Herring
October 15 Ryan Cowart

October 17 Ollie Mae Youngblood
October 18 Andrew Smith
October 18 Howard Herring
October 19 Sharyn Davis
October 19 Ashley Priest
October 19 Josh & Victoria Herring 
October 20 Libby Shelton
October 20 Nathan & Anna Grace 

Shideler
October 25 Jacob Bradford
October 26 John Smith
October 31 Austin McCormick

10 AM - Jolly 
Elders 
12 PM - Grief 
and Loss 
Support 
Group

9:45 AM Sunday 
School
11 AM 
Morning Worship
4 PM Charge 
Conference

9:45 AM Sunday 
School
11 AM 
Morning Worship

9:45 AM 
Sunday School
11 AM 
Morning 
Worship

9:45 AM Sunday 
School
11 AM 
Morning 
Worship

6 PM Worship & 
Word
• LightSource 

Students
• M2 Kids

6 PM 
M2 Kids
LightSource

5 PM Prison 
Ministry 
(Meadville)

5:30 PM - 
Finance Com 
Meeting

6 PM 
M2 Kids
LightSource

6 PM 
M2 Kids
LightSource

5 PM Prison 
Ministry 
(Meadville)

5 PM Prison 
Ministry 
(Meadville)

5 PM Prison 
Ministry 
(Meadville)
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	Do the Next Thing
	Do The Next Thing
	Worship & Word wednesday

	Now I happen to be a very firm believer in men taking the leadership in church. I believe that God has clearly defined the positions of authority in both the home and the church as belonging to men. So whether you agree with me on that or not, let me just say that I get my ideas from the Scriptures and that’s where I had to start when I got back to my little jungle station. I was not going to run that church. But I was literally the only person around who had the Scriptures. There was nobody else that could teach those believers. So what was I to do?
	One of the last things that Jim had said to me when I said to him before he left, “What will I do if you don’t come back?” was “You must teach the believers.” So I took two of the young men that Jim had picked out as potential leaders in the church. I explained to them that it was not my job to be the head of the church. It was their job to take responsibility. I said, “I’m here to help you.”
	So on Saturday afternoon, each week after that time, I would call one or the other of these men to my house. We would sit down together, translate a few simple verses from Spanish and Greek and English and whatever else I could draw on into Quichua. Then these men would get up and preach the sermon, which I had helped them make an outline for. I would draw out of them their own understanding of the Scriptures and try to get them to give me some illustrations from their jungle experience.
	They would get up and preach-not a very good sermon. I could have done a better job. But I felt that it was not my job to take over the church simply because I was competent to do it. It was my job to encourage these men so that they would become competent.
	Then there was the question of a diesel motor. What did I know about diesel generators? We had one for electricity, which we used sometimes in the evenings for a couple of hours. So I had to figure out how to run the diesel motor. I had to figure out how to keep the airstrip clean. I had to pay about 40 Indians swinging machetes to do that, which made me their foreman. I’d never been anybody’s foreman before.
	I was teaching a women’s literacy class. We had a boy’s school taught by an Ecuadorian teacher that I had to sort of supervise and encourage and pay and do various things that I was not used to doing. I had the medical work. I had the translation of the Book of Luke, which Jim and I had finished only in rough draft when he was killed. I was going to carry on with that, because, as I said, there were no Scriptures in Quichua. If the church was to grow, they had to have spiritual food. So I went ahead with the translation of Luke.
	The grass in the jungle grows unbelievably fast, so I always having to hire people to cut the grass, to clean out the pineapple bed, to cut the branches away from the trail between my house and the airstrip. And I tried to decide what to do about a hydroelectric system that Jim had just begun to put in. I didn’t know whether I should try to finish that or forget it.
	You can imagine how tempted I was to just plunk myself down and say, “There is no way I can do this.” I wanted to sink into despair and helplessness. Then I remembered that old Saxon legend, “Do the next thing.”
	I remembered a verse that God had given to me before I went to Ecuador in Isaiah 50:7: “The Lord God will help me; therefore, shall I not be confounded. Therefore, have I set my face like a flint and I know that I shall not be ashamed.”
	(continued on next page)
	What is the next thing for you to do? Small duties, perhaps? Jobs that nobody will notice as long as you do them? A dirty job that you would get out of if you could have your own preferences? Are you asked to take some great responsibility, which you really don’t feel qualified to do? You don’t have to do the whole thing right this minute, do you? I can tell you one thing that you do have to do right this minute. It’s the one thing that is required of all of us every minute of every day. Trust in the living God.
	Now what is the next thing? Well, perhaps it’s to get yourself organized. Maybe you need to clean off your desk, if you have a desk job that needs to be done. Maybe you need to clean out your kitchen drawers, if you’re going to do your kitchen work more efficiently. Maybe you need to organize the children’s clothes.
	I know what an enormous job that is for Valerie, my daughter. All of a sudden, the children are coming out saying, “I can’t wear this. This is too short or this is too long or this doesn’t fit me anymore.” What do you do with those things? If you’re going to save them for the next child, you’ve got to put them somewhere where you can find them. So you just do that one thing. Somehow or other, the peace of God descends upon us when we take things calmly, peacefully and humbly as the next thing that God has assigned us to do.
	About three years ago, I think it was, my daughter and her husband were going away for a weekend and taking with them the nursing baby. The baby was just a few weeks or months old. Val and Walt decided to go off for a weekend. They asked me if I could stay with the other children. I was delighted. I live on the other side of the continent from my children and grandchildren, and I was delighted for the opportunity.
	So I stayed with them. In the first day, I don’t remember ever being so busy in my life. I mean, it was “Granny this” and “Granny that” and “Granny, will you read us a story?” and “Granny, can we have some more juice?” and “Granny, would you pull my pants up?” “Granny, would you pull my pants down?” “Granny, can we have some juice?” “Granny, can we go outside?” “Granny, what time is supper?” Until I really thought I would go mad.
	Well, my dear sweet daughter had the good sense to call me that evening. She said, “Well, Mama, how are you doing?” I said, “Wonderfully, Val.” And then I said, “But I’m not sure I can make it through the next three days.” Then I assured her that her children were wonderful children. They’re not disobedient. They’re not unruly. Everything was going along really very well, when you think of the way some households are run. But I said, “I keep thinking, ‘Valerie’s got a baby to nurse. That takes about six hours a day. How does she do it?’ So tell me, Val, how do you do it?”
	She laughed and she said, “Well, Mama, I’ll tell you how. I do what you told me years ago to do. Do the next thing. Don’t sit down and think of all the things you have to do. That will kill you. It’s overwhelming. It’s daunting if you think of all the things that are involved in a task. Just pick up the next thing.”
	I find this even in the Scriptures. Tucked in the back of the Book of Mark, following the story of the Crucifixion, we read this lovely little story. Mark 15:42: “By this time, evening had come. And as it was preparation day (that is, the day before the Sabbath), Joseph of Arimathea, a respected member of the Council, a man who looked forward to the kingdom of God, bravely went into Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus. Pilate was surprised to hear that He was already dead, so he sent for the centurion and asked him whether it was long since He died. When he heard the centurion’s report, he gave Joseph leave to take the dead body. So Joseph bought a linen sheet, took Him down from the cross, wrapped Him in the sheet and laid Him in a tomb cut out of the rock and rolled a stone against the entrance.”
	Can’t you imagine the disciples and Mary and Martha and the other bewildered women, sitting in absolute dejection and perplexity when their Lord and Master and King had just died? They couldn’t think of one single thing to do. Here came this godly man, who looked forward to the kingdom of God, who bravely went in and asked for the body of Jesus. He could think of one thing to do. He did the next thing. That must have been a tremendous cheer and encouragement to those discouraged people.”
	“When we walk with the Lord in the light of his word, what a glory he sheds on our way! When we do his good will, he abodes with us still, and with all who will trust and obey. Trust and obey, for there’s no other way to be happy in Jesus, but to trust and obey.”
	Many readers of this column grew up singing this familiar gospel song in Sunday School classes, worship services, revival meetings and other gatherings of the church.
	Gospel songs often take a kernel of Scripture and weave a personal or first- person reflection around the chosen passage. We are not sure of the text upon which the author, John H. Sammis (1846-1919), based his hymn. Some sources suggest 1 John 1:7, but, as UM Hymnal editor Carlton Young points out, there does not appear to be any substantial resemblance to this passage and the content of the hymn.
	Hymnologist Kenneth W. Osbeck cites 1 Samuel 15:22: “And Samuel said, ‘Hath the Lord as great delight in burnt offerings and sacrifices as in obeying the voice of the Lord? Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to hearken better than the fat of rams.’” Perhaps this is the best we can do in this case.
	The hymn was inspired in 1886 when the composer of the music, Daniel B. Towner (1850-1919), was the music leader during one of Dwight L. Moody’s famous revivals. Towner provided the following account cited by Moody’s musical partner, Ira D. Sankey, in his biography, My Life and the Story of the Gospel Hymns:
	“Mr. Moody was conducting a series of meetings in Brockton, Massachusetts, and I had the pleasure of singing for him there. One night a young man rose in a testimony meeting and said, ‘I am not quite sure—but I am going to trust, and I am going to obey.’ I just jotted that sentence down, and sent it with a little story to the Rev. J. H. Sammis, a Presbyterian minister. He wrote the hymn, and the tune was born.”
	Sammis is said to have composed the lines of the refrain upon receiving the letter:
	“Trust and obey—for there’s no other way To be happy in Jesus, but to trust and obey.”
	As is the case with most gospel songs, these lines provide the central theme around which all of the stanzas were written. The text and tune first appeared in the 1887 collection, Hymns Old and New, and the hymn has been included in countless hymnals since then. Methodist hymnals in the United States have carried it since 1897.
	Sammis was born in Brooklyn, N.Y., and was a successful businessman in Logansport, Ind. Through his work with the YMCA he was called to the ministry, attended McCormick and Lane Seminaries, and was ordained as a Presbyterian minister in 1880. After serving congregations in Iowa, Indiana and Minnesota, he joined the faculty of the Los Angeles Bible Institute.
	I can imagine that many a sermon has been based on these three words, and following the singing of this hymn at the conclusion of the sermon, many worshippers have headed home humming or whistling the refrain, providing a lyrical way to take the theme with them.
	Dr. Young points out that this hymn “is concerned with the rewards of trusting God’s word and obeying God’s will.” The ultimate reward, a heavenly one so common in hymnody, appears in the final stanza when the hymn writer muses that “in fellowship sweet we will sit at his feet.”
	Taken from https://www.umcdiscipleship.org .
	Do the Next Thing
	From an old English parsonage down by the sea
	There came in the twilight a message to me;
	Its quaint Saxon legend, deeply engraven,
	Hath, it seems to me, teaching from Heaven.
	And on through the doors the quiet words ring
	Like a low inspiration: “DO THE NEXT THING.”
	Many a questioning, many a fear,
	Many a doubt, hath its quieting here.
	Moment by moment, let down from Heaven,
	Time, opportunity, and guidance are given.
	Fear not tomorrows, child of the King,
	Trust them with Jesus, do the next thing
	Do it immediately, do it with prayer;
	Do it reliantly, casting all care;
	Do it with reverence, tracing His hand
	Who placed it before thee with earnest command.
	Stayed on Omnipotence, safe ‘neath His wing,
	Leave all results, do the next thing.
	Looking for Jesus, ever serener,
	Working or suffering, be thy demeanor;
	In His dear presence, the rest of His calm,
	The light of His countenance be thy psalm,
	Strong in His faithfulness, praise and sing.
	Then, as He beckons thee, do the next thing.
	Elisabeth Elliot (1926–2015) popularized the following old poem—a piece of  commonsense simplicity and clarity which has encouraged many anxious and weary saints.
	COLEMANISM:
	“You can’t take your money with you, but you can send it on ahead.”
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