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world! We can change the face of the earth!
'But we must believe it. We must confess it. We must talk

about it to one another. And we can do it!'
There was a stirring in the bin. The other grains began to

murmur excitedly among themselves. 'He's right you
know... We've really got to believe this... It's time someone
presented a positive approach... Imagine1 World<hanging
power in our hands!' And so on.

In the process of all this, one shrivelled-up little grain was
pushed over the edge of the bin into the ground.

'Hey! Stumpy!' called Slick. 'What are you doing down
there? Why don't you stay in the bin with the rest of us?"

'Not my fault!' shouted Stumpy. 'You pushed me out!'
But his words were lost to the excited crowd in the bin.

Soon they were singing songs about life and vigour and
growth and miracles and changing the world.

Then they talked about all the great things they could do.
They spoke to each other about the enormous potential that
lay within them. 'Why,' they said, 'We can do anything
through the life that is within us.'

Stumpy lay there listening to all the celebration. 'What am
I going to do?' he lamented. 'How can I ever get back to the
bin?' He felt very lonely.

Then something else happened that was even worse. A
farmhand walking by kicked the ground with his heavy boot.
A clod of dirt, dust and straw shot into the air - and so did
Stumpy.

'Oh!' he cried as he spun dizzily around. 'What will happen
to me now?'

He hit the ground with a thud. He lay there bruised and
winded. The sounds of the grain in the bin could be heard no
more. All was silent and he felt so alone.

'Poor old Stumpy,' said Slick, when he saw him being
kicked away.

'He's really lost his reputation now.'
It was Slick's policy always to gather the right people

around him.
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full and rich and pregnant with life.
And as the days passed, it changed colour again, now

becoming rusty and brown. And in the head was - Stumpy?
No, for Stumpy was dead. But there in his place were dozens
of others like him - indeed, more than like him, for some
were more like Slick and Husky, fuller and richer. Out ofone
shrivelled, small grain, who had died, had come multiplied
life.

Everything that Slick had said was right of course. It was
just that he had forgotten one thing.

'Unless a grain of wheat falls into the ground and dies, it
remai~ only a single seed. But if it dies, it produces many
seeds. The man who loves his life wiU lose it, while the man
who hates his life in this world will keep it for eternal life. '
(John 12:24-25).
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