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Perspective

by Jamie Buckingham
Senior minister

Most growth is imperceptible. Before our grandsons, T.J. and
Dusty, moved back to Palm Bay, we would occasionally visit
them in Georgia. "My, how you've grown," we'd say. Now
they and their parents are living with us, we don't say that
anymore. Growth can only be viewed over a long period of
time.

Wise people understand you can't force growth. Plants grow
at their own speed. You can't pull on them and make them
g}:ow faster. If you do, chances are you'll destroy or deform
them.

The same is true with ideas. Ideas take time to grow. You
Elant the seed, water it, fertilize it, let the sun shine on it, per-

aps wait for it through the winter, and eventually it begins to
ﬁrow. Even then the growth is imperceptible. But if you come

ack a month later, you'll see ro%:'ess. ‘

We've been going through this kind of growth in the Tabernacle. Some
growth we can see. The new building. Increased attendance. All those
children and young people. But it's the growth of concept, of ideas, which
is the toughest to see.

Yet when folks who have missed only a few weeks come back, they are
saying, "Things are different here." They're right. Things are changing.
Ideas are growing. But you don't wrench these new concepts into being.
They have to grow into being because they are planted in people, some of
whom are dormant, some of whom are battling with the weeds in their

. the things we need to spend money for.

lives, some of whom are plowed ground.

I've found, for instance, that I often have
a new idea long before its time. If I try to
force this change on people, they resist. But
if I plant seed and then provide the proFer
climate, it will germinate and sprout. It's
not unusual for me to plant an idea and a
year later hear the one who rejected it come
forth with the same idea in a meeting —
and think it originated with him. My
friends tell me I sometimes do the same
thing — which is why we need one another
— and why we should be patient with our
ideas.

My dad once told me the story of the
bright young pastor who accepted a country
church. At the first meeting of the official
board he insisted the church adopt a budget.

"No, sir." The old chairman stiffened.
"This church has never had a budget and
never will."

The other board members, scowling, nod-
ded their heads. The pastor wisely apolo-
gized. No budget. There was a sigh of relief
?roulr;d the table as the old men relaxed. This young pastor wasn't so bad af-
er all.

"Tell you what let's do," the pastor said. "T'll bet it would be a lot easier
on the treasurer if we took a sheet of paper and in one column put down
the amount of money we need each year, and on the other side wrote down

"

The chairman smiled and slapped the young pastor on the back. "Now
that's the kind of ideas we like around here. I'm all for it."

Don't wrench ideas. Cultivate them. It's God who gives life to make
them grow.



