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Vivid. Passionate. Witty. Poignant. No one tells a story like Tony Campolo.Why stories? Stories

have the power to sneak up on us, catch us unaware, and in the process draw us closer to our

fellow human beings . . . and to God. And when Tony Campolo tells a story, we are captivated

and entertained by the amazing characters and situations he describes.You'll laugh (or wince)

at how one particular missions offering was raised.You'll feel the tragedy of a friend Tony didn't

stand up for.You'll thrill to the "Sunday's comin' " sermon.You'll be moved when you learn about

the childhood event that caused Bishop Tutu to become a priest.These are stories of hope,

doubt, faith, failure, and triumph. Of people standing up for justice, showing mercy, and living

for God. But don't just expect to be entertained by Tony Campolo-though you will be. He just

might change your heart and your life's priorities.Listen well. You might overhear God talking to

you.



Let Me Tell You a StoryTony CampoloLET ME TELL YOU A STORY© 2000 Tony CampoloAll

rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or

transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording,

scanning, or other—except for brief quotations in critical reviews or articles, without the prior

written permission of the publisher.Published in Nashville, Tennessee, by Thomas Nelson.

Thomas Nelson is a registered trademark of Thomas Nelson, Inc.Thomas Nelson, Inc., titles

may be purchased in bulk for educational, business, fund-raising, or sales promotional use. For

information, please e-mail SpecialMarkets@ThomasNelson.com.Scripture quotations are from

The Holy Bible, King James Version.Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication

DataBV422.2 .C34 2000251’.08—dc2100-34985CIPPrinted in the United States of America08

09 10 11 12 QW 22 21 20 19 18Dedicated with hopes and prayerstoNaomi Ruth

Goodheart,My newest granddaughter,Whose story is about to be

toldContentsPrefaceIntroduction1. What We Overhear about God the Father2. What We

Overhear about Jesus3. What We Overhear about the Holy Spirit4. Overhearing More Things

about the Work of the Spirit5. What We Overhear about Becoming a Christian6. What We

Overhear about How to Live the Christian Life7. Overhearing What God Wants to Do in the

World8. What We Overhear about the Family9. What We Overhear about the Church10. What

We Overhear about Work11. What We Overhear about Ourselves12. What We Overhear about

Our Cultures13. What We Overhear about the Future14. What We Overhear about

Warnings15. Time to Wrap UpAfterwordNotesPrefaceOver the years, I have written twenty-six

different books. In them I have told a lot of stories to illustrate the ideas and concepts I was

trying to communicate. I’m not sure that people remember my concepts and ideas, but I’m very

aware that my readers remember my stories. Many have utilized them in sermons or teaching

situations. I have also collected scores of stories that I have never utilized in sermons or in my

writings. I got to thinking that it would be a good idea to put all these stories together in one

book. And so I did.I want you to feel free to use these stories at will. Needless to say, I would

like you to provide credit where credit is due, but it would be a source of encouragement to my

ministry if I knew that these stories were being used to drive home truth and illuminate the

messages of those who seek to communicate the gospel.Since I am primarily a speaker, rather

than a writer, I want to give a bit of advice on how to use stories.The same story can be utilized

to illustrate a host of different truths. As you come across stories in this book, do not think they

can only be used to address the subjects indicated by the topic headings under which they fall.

With some solid employment of the imagination, you will be able to use many of these stories

to highlight points and illustrate truths other than the ones for which I have employed them.In

telling a story, you will have to do a lot of practicing in order to be effective. Often my listeners

think I am telling a story for the very first time because I work hard at seeming spontaneous, as

ironic as that sounds. Timing is everything in the telling of a story. The pauses, facial

expressions, hand gestures, and the speed at which the story is told, all must be carefully

rehearsed if the telling is to be effective.If the meaning of a story is self-evident after making

the application, move on. Explaining a story at length can make your communication seem

didactic.One final warning! No story or illustration perfectly or completely reveals the truth it is

intended to convey. Please don’t use the stories as though they were full explanations of what I

believe and what I think. In most instances, these stories convey the best of the truth as I

understand it, and in some rare cases they may evidence more. As you read them, ENJOY! I

hope they get you to laugh and cry and feel the messages of the gospel with increased



passion.The Bible says that no man “liveth to himself, and no man dieth to himself.” And so it is

with the writing of books. In the writing of this one, special thanks must go to Valerie Hoffman.

She spent huge amounts of time typing out the contents of what you read. Unlike any other

book I have written, this one was put together almost completely via dictation. Valerie had the

unenviable task of listening to my voice droning on for hours from dictation tapes. If you like this

book, please stop and give her a special round of applause.TONY CAMPOLOEastern

CollegeSt. Davids, PennsylvaniaIntroductionMy mother was a storyteller. She was the very

best. She kept the family entertained at dinner, and though she told the same stories over and

over again, we never tired of listening to her. That was because they were never exactly the

same. The words she used, the descriptions she provided, the detailed exchange of comments

between the characters of her stories, seemed better with each telling.In later life, Mom worked

in an old folks’ home, and the management of the home was glad to have her because of her

storytelling. She could keep old men and women entranced. She was able to carry them out of

the mundane setting of the home into a never-never land of wide experiences.I inherited the

propensity for storytelling from my mother, and when I preach, I hardly ever make a point

without illustrating it in some way. Sometimes people question the veracity of the stories I tell.

On one occasion, some people took my son aside, when he was just a little boy, and asked,

“When your father tells those wonderful stories, are they really true? In a lot of them you are

the main character. So, tell us, do things really happen the way he says they do?”My son

reflected thoughtfully on the question and answered, “Yes, my dad does tell the truth. But,

when I hear him tell the stories, I always have the feeling that he remembers big!” To such a

charge I will plead guilty, because I often sense extraordinary things in ordinary situations. So

far as I’m concerned, that particular practice is what makes stories really good.When I went off

to study at seminary, my professor of preaching was Dr. Norman Paullin. He was one of the

most loved preachers in the Philadelphia area. He, more than any other preacher I knew, was

able to tell stories in a way that made the listener feel he or she was right there when the

events of the story happened. I remember him saying to us once, “My sermons are like the

Empire State Building . . . They’re just one story on top of another!”Given my mother’s

propensity for storytelling, and that Norman Paullin was my homiletics professor, it should

come as no surprise to my audiences that the substance of what I communicate day in and

day out is generally in the form of stories. One of my critics has said that I use illustrations like

a drunk uses lampposts—“more to support his instability than to illuminate his path.” He may

be right in that accusation. Someone else suggested that I use stories instead of theology as a

basis for my sermons, but I must tell you that, in the end, my stories do not illustrate my

theology—they are my theology. I choose to tell truths about myself, about others, and most of

all about God, not with theological statements, but with stories.Sören Kierkegaard, the Danish

philosopher who made existentialist thought seminal to much of Christian theology in the

middle part of the twentieth century, would have approved of my approach to communicating

truth. He made the point that Jesus preached primarily through storytelling because, according

to Kierkegaard, the gospel is not so much heard as it is overheard! By that Kierkegaard meant

that the Bible is full of stories about all kinds of people, both good and bad, and as the stories

of these people are told, we find ourselves. Perhaps a good example of how that really works

comes from Henri Nouwen’s wonderful sermon on the prodigal son. In that story all of us can

identify with the characters as Jesus describes them. Nouwen makes clear that each of us will

identify, at one time or another, with each of the story’s characters. Each of us can at some

time be likened to the prodigal son. We have all wandered away from a father’s goodness and

adopted a destructive lifestyle, only to discover the futility of it all, and then wanted to go back



and set things right. At some other point, each of us acts like the elder brother of the story,

exhibiting a holier-than-thou self-righteousness, and showing a reluctance to forgive and offer

restoration to the brother or sister who needs it. And ultimately, each of us will have to

someday play the role of the father, who will be challenged to show unconditional love and

welcome the sinner home again.According to Kierkegaard, the gospel is always overheard if it

is heard at all. A didactic message seldom gets through. Generally, we put up our defenses

against direct accusations or directives, and try to ward off truth that is blatantly directed at us.

But, says Kierkegaard, when we hear a story about somebody else, and realize that that

person’s story is also about us, we can, in an unthreatened manner, apply the truth that we

overhear in the story to our own life situations.A friend of mine, Burton Visotzky, who is a

Jewish rabbi, conducts seminars for business executives who work in the Wall Street district of

New York. Once a week he gathers with such people, and together they study the Book of

Genesis. The incredible stories about Abraham and his descendants (which he calls the stories

of an incredibly dysfunctional family) are read and discussed in depth. It is the rabbi’s

contention that these corporate executives have little difficulty finding themselves in the

outrageous characters who appear in the Genesis stories. In Abraham they find a man who,

even in old age, is able to dream dreams and have visions of starting over again and doing

something great. In the deceptions of Jacob they find much that is in their own character. The

jealousies and sexual intrigues inherent in the stories mirror experiences in their own lives. My

friend believes that the stories in the Book of Genesis were written primarily to enable all of us

to reflect on the painful realities of our own lives, and that we will find in them more of

ourselves than we are at first ready to admit.I believe Kierkegaard was right and that my rabbi

friend is right today. So much am I convinced that the gospel is overheard, that I have

organized this book with that as its major theme. The chapter headings all refer to truth that I

believe can be overheard in the stories that are told. The stories give expression to what I

believe about God, other people, and about myself. I hope to tell stories that will enable you to

overhear some truths about human history, as well as provide some understanding about your

own everyday life. Most of all, I hope these stories will help you to understand more clearly

what it means to be a person of faith in our postmodern world.1 What We Overhear about God

the FatherObviously, God is too great for any story to do more than hint as to what the Divine

character is all about. It would take an infinite array of stories to reveal all the truth about God.

There are those who will correctly point out that even my reference to God as “Father” is an

inadequate reference, in that God transcends any of our earthbound understanding of male

and female or father and mother. In the words of Sören Kierkegaard, “God is totally other!” All

that these stories can do is help us feel something of a truth that cannot be put into words.Hide-

and-SeekThe God we worship is a hidden God. He does not force us to confront Him, but waits

patiently for the time to come when we will seek Him out. He longs for us to seek after Him with

heart and mind and soul.A rabbi’s child was playing hide-and-seek with some children. She

went away and hid herself. But the other children acted cruelly. While she was hiding, they ran

away and left her behind.When the little girl realized she had been abandoned by her friends,

she went running home and threw herself into her father’s arms and cried, “Daddy, I was hiding

and nobody tried to find me!” The father hugged his daughter and said, “God understands. He

understands more than you realize.”Indeed, it must be the ultimate frustration of God that we

seldom seek Him out. The Bible says that if we truly seek Him, we will find Him.What God

DoesThe Jewish people in the ancient world were very different from the Greeks. If you had

asked the Greeks what they thought about God, they would have talked about God’s essence.

They would have said such things as, “God is the ground of all being!” or, “God is the unmoved



mover!” They might have used words like “omnipotence,” “omniscience,” and “omnipresence,” in

order to describe what God is.The Hebrew people, on the other hand, did not even try to get at

the essence of God. They knew it was past finding out. Instead of talking about what God is,

the Jews always talked about what God did. If you had asked them about God, they would

have said, “Our God is the One who delivered us from the hands of the Egyptians and brought

us into the Promised Land. Our God is the One who defended us against our enemies, has

guided us, and has made us the chosen people.” The Jews would have talked about what God

has done and is doing and would have contended that all we can know about God is what we

can deduce from His actions. They knew that they were in a covenant relationship with God,

and that God would not break that covenant. They knew that God would go on loving them, no

matter what—because of what He had done.Danny DuttonJesus once said that unless we

become like little children we will not be able to enter the Kingdom of Heaven. He also said that

a little child would lead us. Given these words from Jesus, it might be a good idea to listen to

what Danny Dutton, from Chula Vista, California, had to say about God when he was eight

years old.One of God’s main jobs is making people. He makes them to take care of things here

on earth. He doesn’t make grownups, just babies. I think that’s because they are smaller and

easier to make. That way he doesn’t have to take up his valuable time teaching them to talk

and walk. He can just leave that up to mothers and fathers.God’s second most important job is

listening to prayers. An awful lot of this goes on. Some people, like preachers and things, pray

other times than just before bedtime. God doesn’t have time to listen to the radio or TV on

account of this.Jesus is God’s son. He used to do all the hard work, like walking on water and

doing miracles, and trying to teach people about God who really didn’t want to learn. They

finally got tired of him preaching to them and they crucified him. But he was good and kind like

his Father, and he told his Father that they didn’t know what they were doing, and to forgive

them. And, God said, “Okay!” His Dad appreciated everything he had done and all his hard

work on earth, so he told him he didn’t have to go out on the road anymore. He could stay in

heaven. So, he did.You should always go to Sunday School because it makes God happy, and

if there’s anyone you want to make happy, it’s God. Don’t skip Sunday School to do something

you think would be more fun, like going to the beach. This is wrong! And besides, the sun

doesn’t come out on the beach until noon, anyway.If you don’t believe in God, besides being an

atheist, you also will be very lonely, because your parents can’t go everywhere with you—like

to camp—but God can.It’s good to know that he’s around when you’re scared of the dark or

when you can’t swim very good and you get thrown in real deep water by big kids. But, you

shouldn’t just always think of what God can do for you. I figure God put me here and he can

take me back anytime he pleases.And that’s what I believe about God.H2OThat the doctrine of

the Trinity is beyond our understanding is all too obvious. We Christians make the incredible

claim that God is in three persons, and yet God is one. This is not only a perplexing statement

for Muslims and Jews, but most Christians have difficulty making sense of it. Certainly it is way

beyond me. But then I consider water! When water is cooled to below 32o Fahrenheit it

becomes a solid, and we call it ice. The properties of ice are very different from the properties

of water, yet the chemical formula for ice is H2O, the same as it is for water. If we take water

and heat it up to 212o Fahrenheit it turns to steam, which is a gas.Obviously, the properties of

steam are very different from the properties of water and also very different from the properties

of ice. And yet, the chemical formula for steam is H2O. Isn’t it strange, when we think about it,

that water, ice, and steam each are very distinct, but are still essentially the same? Perhaps

they will help us to understand by analogy that it is one essential God who is expressed in

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.God LovesA friend of mine who served a church in a derelict



section of the city had to face the fact that his congregation was dwindling toward nothing.

People were moving away from the neighborhood or dying, and no new people were moving in.

He was only able to survive financially by earning money on the side. For instance, he had an

arrangement with some of the local undertakers to take the funerals nobody else would

take.My friend was a saintly pastor and, like all true saints, he did not realize it. He did not

recognize the significance of his own life, nor the importance of the stories he could tell about

his everyday experiences. Thus, it was always to my advantage to ask about what was going

on in his life, because the stories he would never use in his own sermons were stories I could

greedily gobble up and use in mine.On one occasion I asked if he had any good stories to tell

me, and he answered with the expected, “No.” I zeroed in. “Well, on Tuesday at eleven o’clock

in the morning, what were you doing?” I thought that by forcing him to think about some

specific point in the past week, he would reveal something he deemed unimportant, but that I

would see as incredibly significant.“Oh! Tuesday at eleven o’clock,” he said. “Now that was

fascinating. Early that morning the undertaker down the street called me on the telephone and

told me he needed somebody to conduct a funeral for a man who had died of AIDS. None of

the other ministers wanted to have anything to do with this funeral because of that—and also

because there was every indication that all the people who would be attending the funeral

would be homosexual.”I asked, “What did you do?”“I took the funeral,” he answered, “and about

thirty homosexual men showed up. As I read Scripture, prayed, and spoke, they never once

looked up at me. Their heads were bowed. They stared at the floor. They seemed to be afraid

of making eye contact with me. I ended up speaking to the tops of their heads.“When the

service was over, we went out and got into the assigned automobiles and followed the hearse

out to the cemetery. They stood on one side of the grave, and I stood on the other as the

casket was lowered down into the hole that was to be the dead man’s grave. I read some more

Scripture and said some more prayers.“As I spoke to these men, they stood like statues, each

of them frozen in place. They had dazed expressions in their eyes and seemed to be focused

on nothing. They just stood there, without a nerve or a sinew moving.“After I said the

benediction, I motioned to leave, but none of them moved. I turned back and asked, ‘Is there

anything more I can do for you? Is there anything more I can say?’“One of them answered,

‘Yeah! They usually read the Twenty-third Psalm at these things. You didn’t read the Twenty-

third Psalm, pastor. Would you mind reading it?’“And so I read the Twenty-third Psalm to them.

Then another of the men said, ‘There’s something that Jesus said about the Spirit of God

blowing and landing anywhere He wants to land, and on anybody. Could you read that part of

the Bible to me?’“I turned to the third chapter of John and read to those men about the Spirit

blowing where it listeth like the sound of the wind, but how we cannot know from where it

comes or where it is going.“Then one of them said, ‘Pastor! There’s a part of the Bible that I

really like. It’s about how nothing can separate us from the love of God. Do you know what part

I’m talking about?’ I answered, ‘Of course I do!’ And I opened my Bible to the eighth chapter of

Romans and read to them, ‘Neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither the

present nor the future, nor any powers, neither height nor depth, nor anything else in all

creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God that is in Christ Jesus our Lord.’”As

Jim told me that story, I hurt inside. When I heard about these men hungrily listening to the

words that told them there was nothing— NOTHING—that could separate them from the love

of God I hurt, because I realized that these men were hungering for God, but they would never

set foot inside a church. And I knew why they would never set foot inside a church. They would

never do so because they were convinced that church people despised them. And do you know

why they believe that church people despise them? It is because church people do despise



them!When I tell this story, people often mistakenly assume that I have some unorthodox views

about what is acceptable behavior so far as the Bible is concerned. That is not the case. I am

not approving of any lifestyle that I think runs contrary to the first chapter of Romans. I am

expressing my disapproval of a church that fails to love people that God will never stop loving!

God’s ChildrenThe God we worship is a God who loves all people of all races and tribes. This

is articulated well in a Hasidic story that tells of a great celebration in heaven after the

Israelites are delivered from the Egyptians at the Red Sea, and the Egyptian armies are

drowned. The angels are cheering and dancing. Everyone in heaven is full of joy. Then one of

the angels asks the archangel Michael, “Where is God? Why isn’t God here celebrating?” And

Michael answers, “God is not here because He is off by Himself weeping. You see, many

thousands of His children were drowned today!”Things We WantThere are those who say that

if God loves us, He should answer our prayers. But we should recognize that sometimes it may

be that God doesn’t answer our prayers because He loves us.Sören Kierkegaard tells the story

of a schoolboy who refuses to learn. His teacher tries hard to get him interested in his

schoolwork and to apply himself to his studies. But the boy shrugs off her concerns and pays

her little attention. She begs him to cooperate. She pleads with him to let her teach him, but he

refuses. He just wants to play.Eventually the teacher says, “Okay. Tell me what you want to do,

and you can do it.”The boy says he would like to just sit in the back of the room and make

some drawings and sleep a little bit, and spend some time doing nothing at all. The teacher

tells him that he can, and he is allowed to do exactly what he wants.Kierkegaard ends the story

by saying, “The boy got what he asked for because the teacher had given up on him.” He then

goes on to say, “Beware when God answers prayer!” He suggests that we sometimes get what

we want because God has given up on us. On the other hand, God may refuse to give us what

we want because He loves us.This point is especially real to me because of an incident when

my own father did not accede to a desperate request. I was about eight years old when I went

to a Saturday matinee at the movies and saw a cowboy film about Hopalong Cassidy. I was so

impressed with that cowboy hero that I went home and told my father that when I grew up, I

wanted to be a cowboy. I really meant it! I was intense! I was passionate about it!The good

news is that my father didn’t give me what I wanted. Wouldn’t it have been a weird situation if,

when I was seventeen and asked him about going to college, he had exclaimed, “College!

What do you mean you want money for college? When you were eight you told me you wanted

to be a cowboy. You said it with such passion, and you pled with such earnestness, that I made

sure your dreams would come true. I spent the money I had saved for you on a thousand acres

of land in Texas, along with a horse and a hundred head of cattle. It’s all waiting for you,

because that’s what you pled for. That’s what you said you really wanted!”I’m glad to say that

my father did not give me what I thought I wanted when I was eight years old, so that he might

one day give me something I really needed. He didn’t want me to have what I thought I wanted,

because he knew, eventually, it wouldn’t be what I wanted at all. And so it is with God.Booker T.

Washington once said that he prayed, “God, help me to understand Your mind.” And God

answered, “Booker, that’s a little too much for you to handle. Let’s try a peanut.”Working It

OutSören Kierkegaard tells the story of a boy trying to learn arithmetic. The teacher gives him

a book full of problems to solve. In the back of the book there’s a listing of the answers to the

problems, but the teacher instructs the boy never to look at the answers in the back of the

book. Instead, he is to work out the answers for himself.As the boy does his homework, he

cheats. He looks in the back of the book and gets the answers beforehand, finding it much

easier to work out the problems if he knows the answers in advance. Kierkegaard points out

that while it is quite possible for the boy to get good grades this way, he will never really learn



mathematics. As difficult as it may prove to be, the only way to become a mathematician is to

struggle with the problems himself, not by using someone else’s answers, even if those

answers are the right ones.It’s obvious that on life’s journey we are faced with problems, and

we sometimes wonder why Jesus doesn’t just spell out the answers so that we know exactly

what to do. According to Kierkegaard, God doesn’t give us the answers because He wants to

force us to work out the problems for ourselves. It is only by struggling with the problems as

they present themselves, day in and day out, that we can develop into the kinds of mature

people God wants us to be.God As the Hound of HeavenGod has been described as the

Hound of Heaven. What that means is that there is no way to escape Him. No matter where we

go or where we try to hide, when we turn around, there is God. Certainly, that’s what David was

trying to tell us in Psalm 139:7–8, when he wrote, “Whither shall I go from thy spirit? or whither

shall I flee from thy presence? If I ascend up into heaven, thou art there: if I make my bed in

hell, behold, thou art there.”Watching over Me with LoveAs a boy growing up in the city, it was

somewhat dangerous for me to walk to school all by myself. So my mother paid Harriet, a

neighborhood girl a few years older than I, to be responsible for getting me to and from school

each day. Harriet was paid five cents a day for this service.As I grew older, I became very

conscious of what I believed was an enormous amount of money going into Harriet’s hands. So

I went to my mother and told her that there was no need for her to pay Harriet any longer, that

she should give me the nickel each day, and I would walk myself to school. I assured her that I

could do it with no problem at all. I kept on begging and begging until my mother gave in and

said, “Okay! If you’re very careful, I’ll give you the nickel a day, and you can put the money in

the bank and save it to buy Christmas presents for your sisters.”That seemed like a good idea.

So from that time on I walked myself to school, collected the money, and did not allow the

Campolo wealth to leave the household.Years later, when my mother had passed on, I was at a

family get-together with my sisters and I reminded them of my independent spirit, even when I

was a child. I reminded them of how I walked myself to school, and how I needed no one’s help

in getting there and back each day, and how that translated into good presents for them at

Christmas time.My sisters laughed at me and one of them said, “Did you think that you went to

school alone and came home alone? Every day when you left the house Mom followed you.

And when you came out of school at the end of the day, she was there. She always made sure

that you didn’t notice her, but she watched over you coming and going, just to make sure you

were safe and that nobody hurt you. Didn’t it ever occur to you that there was something

strange about the fact that when you knocked on the door she didn’t answer right away, and

that it always took a minute or so before she opened the door of the house to let you in? That’s

because she would follow you home then sneak in the back door. When she opened the front

door and let you in, you were always left with the impression that you had been on your own,

when in reality she had been watching over you all the time.”And so it is with God!The Bus

DriverGod being the Hound of Heaven was made clear in a testimony I heard from a man in a

church in England. He was a bus driver in London. One day his boss told him that Billy

Graham, an American evangelist, had come to town, and that a lot of people had to be bused

in from towns and villages around about London, so they could hear him speak at Wimbley

Stadium. “My boss told me I was to go pick up some people and bring them in to hear this

famous American,” he said, “and I did what I was told to do. As people were getting off the bus

to go into the stadium, one of them turned and asked, ‘Why don’t you join us? Why don’t you

come in and listen to Billy Graham? I’m sure you need what he has to say.’ But, I turned down

the invitation.“The following year, I moved to New York City. I got a temporary work visa and

again took a job as a bus driver. One day I was told that Billy Graham was going to speak at



Madison Square Garden, and that people in communities as far away as Philadelphia were

coming to hear him. So, I drove down to Philadelphia and picked up some church folks and

drove them up to the Big Apple. As they were getting off the bus, one of them stopped and

asked if I would join them. He told me that I would benefit a great deal from what Billy Graham

had to say. But I turned him down.“I married an Australian, and a few years later found myself

in Sydney, Australia. Once again, I took a job driving a bus. And once again, I was told that Billy

Graham was in town and that I was to drive some church folks to the stadium where the

evangelist would be preaching. I did, and as the people were getting off the bus, a man said,

‘Why don’t you come in with us? It would do you a world of good, and it would make me very

happy. You really need to hear what this man has to say, mate!’ I figured there was no escaping

it. No matter where I went, I was confronted with this Billy Graham. So I went in to hear him

speak. It was then that I fell under conviction and made a decision to give my life to Christ.”We

should recognize that our God is a God that will not let us go. He will chase us to the ends of

the earth and in love make sure that we have the opportunity to hear His voice, calling us to

surrender to Him.The God of JoyDo It AgainMy friend Earl Palmer, who pastors the University

Presbyterian Church in Seattle, Washington, introduced me to the works of Lord Chesterton.

He made me aware of Lord Chesterton’s belief that “God may be the only child left in the

universe, and all the rest of us have lost our capacity for joy and wonder, because of sin.” I

picked up that theme from Earl and the suggestion for this story. It’s a story built around the

question of how God made daisies. Did God just say, “DAISIES, BE!” or did He do it in a

childlike way?I’m a grandfather now. (Grandchildren are God’s reward for not killing your own

children.) I love to play with my grandson, Roman Campolo, when he comes to visit. When he

was just a little tyke, we had a game. I would throw him up in the air, catch him, bounce him off

my knee, then set him on the floor. I could always count on him yelling, “Do it again, Pop-Pop!

Do it again!” And I would. And each time, he would yell, “Do it again!” with more joy and more

enthusiasm than the time before. He never once said, as teenagers do, “Been there. Done

that.” After doing it fifty times he was all the more exuberant, screaming at the top of his lungs,

“Do it again, Pop-Pop! Do it again!!”And so, I ask again, how did God create daisies? Did He

just say “Daisies, be!”? Or after He created the first little daisy, did something childlike inside

the heart of God yell, “Do it again!”? So God created daisy number two. And once more,

something inside of God said, “Do it again!” And daisy number three was created. And then

four, five, and six. And, each time God clapped His hands and shouted, “Do it again! Do it

again! Do it again!” And fifty billion trillion daisies later the great God of the universe is still

jumping up and down, clapping His hands and yelling, “Do it again! Do it again!”Once, after

telling that story, a dignified man came up to me and said, “I’m offended by your idea that God

should be a God of childlike joy. It just seems so inappropriate.” I didn’t answer the man, but

something inside of me said, “Mister, that’s what’s wrong with your theology.”One More

RideThat our God is a God of joy was certainly understood by my son, Bart, when he was just

a little guy. When he was nine years old I took him to Disneyland in California. Nowadays,

there’s a huge general admission, but back in the old days you bought tickets for the rides you

wanted to enjoy.At the end of the day, as we were leaving, little Bart turned to me and said, “I

want one more ride on Space Mountain!” I told him we were out of tickets and out of time. He

responded, “Jesus wants me to go!”Intrigued by his theological claim to be able to read the

mind of God, I asked where he got such an idea. He responded, “From you! Sunday, when you

were preaching, you said that whenever we cry, Jesus cries. You said that He feels everything

we feel. Well, if that’s true, then when I’m having a really happy time on the roller coaster, He’s

really enjoying Himself too. So, I know He wants me to have one more ride on Space



Mountain!”That’s not bad theology. I am convinced that God so empathizes with us that our

emotions are experienced by Him. One of the reasons God sent His Son into the world was

because, in feeling the pain and sorrow of our lives so acutely, He wanted us to be relieved of

them so that He could be relieved of them. No wonder Jesus said, “I have come that my joy

might be in you, and that your joy might be full.”By the way, Bart did get another ride on Space

Mountain.2 What We Overhear about JesusPerhaps the most incredible claim we make about

the man Jesus, is that He is actually God. We Christians believe that in Jesus, God became

one of us, so that we might get a glimpse of what God is all about.AntsImagine a man who

loved ants. Out behind his house he had an anthill, and every day he would go out and yell at

the ants, “I love you! I love you! I love you!” Of course, the ants never got the message since

they were ants and he was a man, and humans can’t communicate with ants by shouting at

them. So the man did something more than just shout. Each day he would bring them sugar,

pieces of bread, and other goodies to enjoy. And as the ants devoured the good things he

would yell at them, “They’re from me. They’re from me. I love you, I love you!” Still the ants did

not get the message. But in this make-believe story the man had magical powers, and he was

able to transform himself into anything he wanted to be. What he wanted to be must seem all

too obvious. To communicate with ants there was only one thing to do: transform himself into

one of them.So he did just that! He became an ant and went in among them. He told all the

other ants about the goodness of the great man who had hovered over them. He told them how

much that man loved them.The other ants could not help but be curious and asked, “How come

you know so much about that man?” To which this special ant replied, “Because I am that man.

I became one of you because only by becoming one of you could I communicate how much I

care for you, and let you know what I’m really like.”The PrinceIn John 1:14 the writer tells us

that God became a human being, and that in Him we got a glimpse of what the glory of God is

all about. Sören Kierkegaard picked up this theme when he told about a prince who fell in love

with a maiden of his kingdom. But he was afraid to go to her as a prince. He thought that if he

appeared with all the symbols of majesty, she would be awed and left with no real choice but to

marry him. He didn’t want her awe. He wanted her love. And so, he took off his princely

garments and put on the clothes of a peasant. Then, he went to the marketplace where she

worked, got to know her, and wooed her. He went to her as one of her own kind, won her

affection, and only then revealed to her who he really was.There is no doubt that the God who

loves us took on our nature and became one of us in order to communicate with us. Who could

withstand the glory of the Almighty? God had to empty Himself of that (Philippians 2) and take

on the form of a human being. It was through this special human being that the fullness of God

was revealed to us. And now we know Him.The RaceI saw another good illustration of the

incarnation in the 1996 Olympics. An American runner, Derek Redmond, was entered in the

400-meter race. For years and years he had practiced for this race, with his father as his trainer

and coach.During his heat, Redmond was well out in front of the pack when his Achilles tendon

snapped. He stopped running but did not drop out of the race. In a struggling limp he pulled

himself forward, dragging his wounded leg behind him. The crowd stood and cheered the

wounded runner on, but the pain was so great and the wound so serious that it was doubtful he

could make it. Suddenly, a middle-aged man jumped over the guardrail onto the track, caught

up with Derek, put his arms around his waist, and helped him all the way to the finish line. It

was his father!When the race was over, Redmond told the press, “He was the only one who

could have helped me, because he was the only one who knew what I’d been through.”And so,

the God of heaven comes down alongside each of us to carry us the rest of the way. He is the

only One who can, because He is the only One who understands what we’ve been through



and what lies ahead.The HousewifeMy friend and prominent radio preacher Steve Brown

eloquently describes a housewife who was washing dishes in the kitchen sink one day after the

children had left for school. She looked at one particular plate. She stared at it for a long time

and asked over and over again, “How many times have I washed this plate? How many times

have I dried it? How many times will I wash it and dry it again?” She then set down the plate,

took off her apron, packed a few of her belongings, and left.That night she called home to tell

her husband that she was all right, but that she just could not come home again. From time to

time, over the next several weeks, she would call just to see how her husband and children

were doing. But she would never tell them where she was, nor accede to the pleas from her

family to return.The husband hired a detective to search for her, and after picking up a few

leads, the detective tracked her down. She was in another state, living in a small apartment

over a luncheonette where she had a job as a waitress. Her husband set out immediately to

bring her home. When he found the place she was staying, he knocked on the door of her

upstairs apartment. She opened the door, saw him, and did not say a word. She went into the

bedroom, packed her belongings, and silently followed him out to the car. Then, in silence, he

drove her back home.Several hours later when the two of them were alone in their bedroom he

finally spoke, and he asked her, “Why didn’t you come home before? Over the phone I begged

you to return. Why didn’t you come?”The wife answered, “I heard your words, but it wasn’t until

you came for me that I realized how much you cared and how important I was to you.”It can be

said that though the prophets of the Hebrew Bible may have tried to tell us about God’s love,

we never really got the message until God showed up among us. He broke into history and

became one of us, and as one of us, showed us His love.A True FriendThrough Jesus, God

told us that we were His friends. Some hint of what that friendship might be like is found in a

commonly circulated story about a couple of soldiers in World War I.One night, as the struggle

settled into trench warfare, a lieutenant commanded his men to sneak across a field and attack

the enemy. Obeying the officer’s command, the men inched their way out of their safety and

began to crawl toward the enemy. Suddenly, gunfire rang out! Bullets flew in almost every

direction! The frightened men scurried back to their own trenches as quickly as they could and

hunkered down.When the gunfire ceased it was eerily almost still, except for the moaning and

groaning of one of the men who had been left behind on the field, wounded. The man kept

crying for his friend George, begging him to come and save him. George, in turn, pled with the

young lieutenant to be allowed to go. But the young lieutenant said “No” over and over again,

trying to explain that he didn’t want to lose another man in what would be an obviously

foolhardy rescue attempt. “I’ve lost him. I don’t want to lose you too,” the lieutenant shouted. But

the young recruit kept pleading and finally, in exasperation, the lieutenant said, “Okay! If you

want to get yourself killed, go ahead! I’m tired of listening to your whining. Go out and get

yourself killed, if that’s what you want to do!”The young soldier sneaked over the edge of the

trench and inched his way along the ground, crawled to his friend, grabbed him, and slowly

pulled him back to safety. He got his wounded friend back to the trench, and after pushing him

over the edge of the trench, George fell in on top of him. But it was too late—he was dead.The

lieutenant yelled, “George, I told you there was no point to your bravery. Why did you risk your

life? You put the entire unit in jeopardy. And for what? There was no point to what you did. You

were a fool!”George answered, “I was no fool. When I got to him he was still alive, and the last

words he said were, ‘George! I knew you’d come!’”That’s what a friend does. And that’s what

Jesus did for us. In our despair and hopelessness, He left the safety of heaven and came to us,

and took us into His haven of rest.What He Did for UsWhen we talk about what Jesus did for

us on the cross, there are many dimensions to be explored. When He died on that tree and



took the punishment for our sins, He provided deliverance for us. On Judgment Day, we need

not be threatened with the fear of condemnation, for as it says in Romans 8:1, “There is

therefore now no condemnation to them which are in Christ Jesus.”And there’s more good

news about what Jesus did for us! Not only did He take the punishment for our sins, but He

forgets that we ever sinned in the first place. To tell the truth, I would not want to go to heaven if

God remembered. I can imagine showing up and having God say, “Campolo! We’ve been

waiting for you!” Thank God, that when we yield to Christ our sins are blotted out, buried in the

deepest sea. They are remembered no more (Acts 3:19 and Psalm 51:9).Exactly When It

HappenedA young man was working his way among the people in the gate area of an airport.

As the people waited for the boarding announcement to be made, he was handing out copies

of that little booklet The Four Spiritual Laws, doing a faithful work of evangelism.There was an

elderly African-American man slumped in a seat in the waiting area, sound asleep. He was a

dignified figure with white curly hair and a fashionably tailored suit. This old man was as sound

asleep as a man could get, but the young evangelist was not about to be deterred by that. He

tapped the man on the knee. When the old man woke, he was extremely startled. He blurted

out, “Where am I? What’s going on? What’s happening?” The persistent young man simply and

sternly asked, “Sir! Are you saved?”“Yeah,” said the old man. “I guess I’m saved! I suppose I’m

saved! Yes! I’m probably saved!”“That’s not good enough!” the young man responded. “Can

you tell me exactly when you were saved?”“Not exactly,” the old man answered. “It was almost

two thousand years ago!”Now that’s good theology. Our salvation is dependent on what Jesus

did two thousand years ago. That’s when our salvation was purchased and when we were

delivered from the punishment for our sins. We may have just found out about it recently, but

Jesus did what needed to be done long ago and far away, on an old rugged cross.
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TamLam, “WONDERFUL BOOK!. I bought this book for myself many years ago after seeing

Pastor Tony at FBCG. I have also bought it as a gift for friends. I lost my copy and had to buy it

again. I like to keep notes in it.”

Avid Reader, “I Finally Got a Chance to Read It. I bought this book a few months ago, but my

wife snatched it up. When I finally got a chance to read it, I found that it was what I

expected.Tony Campolo has been a travelling evangelist for years. His sermons are peppered

with interesting stories that illustrate the points he tries to make. This book contains all or most

of those that he routinely uses in sermons.The reader will find most stories interesting and

several stories awesome. It's a great collection of stories, but it's not the same as hearing Tony

tell them in person.”

ltempleb, “Campolo always a treat!. Tony Campolo is the "story teller of story tellers." His

stories communicate the truth of life, the Gospel, and come out of a life through which God

has so profoundly revealed Himself. A book definitely worth your time and it comes in

wonderful "bite-size chunks" that even if you have only a few minutes, you can still mine a

jewel.”

Ridgefield, CT, “Worth every single penny!. I could not put the book down. Now that I'm

finished, I look forward to reading it again! The stories are humorous, inspirational, memorable

and touching. Most importantly however the stories are wonderful illustrations of the Kindgom

of God at work here on earth. They provide a highly effective way of communicating the

Christian faith without being "preachy".”

Maestra Mariposa, “Inspiring and Uplifting. I loved this book. I thoroughly enjoyed each of

Tony's stories and the messages each story got across. Tony connects readers to Jesus in an

indirect, thought-provoking way and brings us closer to God through the people and events of

his life. Not all the stories are his. Some are "borrowed" from others, but each conveys a very

important message, the most important of which being "GOD LOVES YOU!"”

Lil Peg, “Avid reader. Tony Campolo is, next to Max Lucado my favorite author of all. I give as

gifts to a lot of people. This book is his bestr - especially the one about the birthdaty party -- we

need to be "jesus with skin on" --”

Bob Zuidema, “Great Book!. Full of stories of situations Tony Compolo found himself in. Some

of them are very funny. All of them give a perspective of how Christianity can affect everyday

life.”

History Buff, “Pure Campolo....but with an error. This book is fun, but as another said--not as

good as hearing him in person.A correction, however. Mohandas K. Gandhi (the Mahatma) was

born in India, educated in England, and struggled against apartheid in South Africa before

returning to India to begin his Satygraha movement. He was jailed in South Africa for various

civil disobedient acts. Gandhi was a Hindu: not a Jain, not a Buddhist. He was not related to



the Nehru family (Indira Gandhi was Nehru's daughter), nor to the Kashmiri Gandhi family

Indira married into.”

Peter, “One of my all time favourite Christian Books. Having lent out my copy of this book I

recently bought it again along with his new book of stories "Stories that feed your soul". This

book, "Let me tell you a story" has to be one of my all time favourite Christian books. Tony

Campolo tells the funniest stories that have the most profound messages. The book is packed

full of them. Sadly his new book has far fewer stories and the best ones tend to have been

repeated from this book. So if you are thinking of buying one of these two books then I

recommend you get "Let me tell you a story".”

Original Harry, “It's good....... Interesting insights and some useful material.......”

Dee, “Phenomenal. Great book, beautifully written! The stories just draw you in, you can see

the characters come to life! Highly recommended”

LenHenderson, “Five Stars. good read”

The book by Tony Campolo has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 74 people have provided feedback.
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