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in whet GuJ~ha5 dorre-in their lives-. Now I ask myself, what is it that 

really means the rat race, what is the rat race. Have you ever thought 

about where that really came from. Well when you really analize this 

idea of the rat race it came fron^ experiment s^that were made with mice. 

Now isn't that brilliant. Isn't that wonderful that you've known that.

The rat race. Well what really happened was this. What they did to 

make this experiment, they put (gce in a cageynd they put water for them 

to get but then they put several inches of sand and down in the sand they 

buried the food. And when the mice got in the cage and they would drink 

the water but then they would begin to smell the food and they begin to 

dig for the food. Just about the time they would get to the food, they 

would put it a little deeper. And they'd dig a little deeper. About the
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time they got to where the food was they'd put it a little deeper,

then they wou a little deeper) And finally after about

a week of that they (twanged the whole scheduler Then they put the

food on top of the sand. The water and food were there but you

know what the mice did. They not only ate the food and drank the

water but they kept on digging holes. And they dug down in that

sand until the day that they died. They got used to the sec

gain) There was no food down in the sand any more. So they had all

the food they could eat, they had all the water they could drink

but they got in^a rat race) And the rat race was digging holes.

Now our problem today is that we live by secondary gains. We live

by the secondary things of this life. The result of that is that we

don't come to the praise of His glory. You know the secondary gain

thing says that we should develop our own abilities. The secondary 

gain says that we ought toMletermine our own destiny. The secondary

gain says we ought to actualize our own potentialities, the secondary

gain says

gain says

gain says

gain says

The secondary gain says that this is the only life we are doing to live 

so we need eat, drink, and be merry and make the most of it, the 

secondary gain says that's ther^'y nothing to eternal significance, but 

when you come to the primary tIMls I tj and you begirfto think about the
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It kind of reminds me of the old farmer who always wanted to ride in a plane. 

He knew the county fair was coming and they always had plane rides, these old 

bi-planes with these two open cockpits. So he saved up his money and he and 

his wife went to the fair. He went to bargain for he and his wife to ride in 

the plane. The man siad, "It's twenty dollars. Ten dollars apeice." He said, 

"I can't pay that. That's too much money." He said, "You have to pay that

if you are going to ride with me." He kept coming back to the man and badgering 

him and badering and finally he said, "Look I'llmake a deal with you. I'll 

take you up in this plane and if you promise not to say one word, not to scream, 

not to holler, not to say one single, solitary word and you don't say a word 

on the whole trip I'll let you ride free. If you holler once, if you say one 

thing one time then it's going to cost you forty dollars, double." Double or 

nothing he decided to take it.

Got in the plane. The man took them up. Did everything he could think about. 

Loop the loops, stalls, dives, everything, not a word. Landed the plane, 

parked it, looked at the man and said, "That was fantastic. I did things up 

there I had never done before. I even scared myself and you never said a word. 

How did you do it?" The man said, "Well, it was relly hard, particularly when

my wife fell out on that last loop the loop."



I couldn't help but thinkof a true story, supposedly, that a man told me, a 

minister told me about a minister friend of his. This minister friend of his 

had never been endowed with very good looks. He was quite ugly, to be frank.

I had known this man and I could corroburate in that. He himself once said, 

"The day they passed out the looks I thought they said, 'hooks', and 1 said I 

didn't want any," that is what he said about himself. But had the most 

beautiful little girl that you could ever lay your eyes on. He tells that 

on one Saturday she was dressed all up to go to a birthday party, to one of 

the neighbors and she had a little time before she had to leave and it was 

Saturday morning and he didn't have much hair and what he had needed washing 

and it was sticking out all over. He had on an old sloppy shirt and he hadn't 

shaved and there was a growth of beard on his face and he was still a little 

sleepy. So he had his little girl in his lap and he was reading to her some 

Bible stories about man being created in the image of God. Where she was 

sitting she could look inthe mirror and saw his igage and sawher image. There 

came a break in the reading she said, "Daddy, where you created in the image 

of God?" He said, "Yes, darling, I was." She thought for a minute and said, 

"Daddy was I created in the image of God?" He said, "Yes you were." There 

was a silence and she said, "I have just been thinking. He's certainly doing

a lot better work lately than he used to do.
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It's really stupid--for want of a better word! But the world is saying, we need the 

answer. And God is saying, I have got the answer, and you are too dumb to use it. The 

President says, I think that we are on Mie brink of Armageddon. And the same book 

that talks about Armageddon talks about the way that we can stall Armageddon. I have 

the profound feeling that if thi6 world turned around and accepted Jesus Christ as 

Lord, you wouldn't even have/to have a rapture. YOu wouldn't have to have a tribulation. 

God would say, I'll change the whole plan. I'll just come down and live with you Myself, 

because peace rules and reigns. Hallelujah. Hallelujah. Well, praise the Lord in this 

place.

But you know, we kind of remind me of the battleship that was out in the ocean. 

And they were headed right for these lights that were down the way. And so this very

arrogant, sophisticated captain got on his radio and radioed what he thought were those 

lights and said, please turn 10° to the north. The radio came back and said, we can't, 

you turn 10° to the south. Well that irritated the captain, and he radioed back, This 

is a captain, and I am saying to you, please turn 10° to the north. The radio came 

back, this is a first-class seaman, we cannot, please turn 10° to the south. It really 

irritated the captain and he radioed back and said, this is a battleship, please turn 

10° to the north. And the answer came back, this is a lighthouse, please turn 10° to 

the south. That's kind of the way that we operate, because you see, in each one of 

us, there is a little robot that has been so conditioned and so pre-conceived and so 

trained, that we buy what the world gives us. Dermis Waitley (?) wrote a little poem 

and said, My Robot or My Self-Image, Who I y. He said,

I have a little ,robot that comes around with me.

I tell him wlyAt I am thinking, I tell him what I see.

I tell my Tittle robot all my hopes and fears.

He listens and remembers all my joys and tears.

At first my little robot followed my command.

But after years of training he's gotten out of hand.

He doesn't care what's right or wrong, or what is false or true.


