My Faults, Sins, Failures
Proverbs 22:6
Train up a child in the way he should go:
and when he is old, he will not depart from it.
Just because God saves you and calls you it does not mean you are perfect and
do not have struggles with sin. We all must battle with the old nature and this sin
infected world that wants to bring us down. I’m not going to tell you all my sins,
but let me illustrate a few childhood sins that afflicted me.

My Secret Sins
My mother saturated us with prayer and the word of God. Mom drilled into us her
other favorite biblical quote: “Be sure your sin will find you out.” (Numbers 32:23)
We knew that we could never get away with anything that mom wouldn’t know
about later. How did she know? She would always warn us, “God tells me”, and
He always would.
Sometimes it was God who told her, but other times it was one of my brothers.
Once when we lived in the town of Monroe, Michigan we lived a few blocks from
the river where we took up fishing and hunting for crayfish under the bridges.
One day we discovered an old waterlogged Playboy magazine with pictures of
naked women on every page. The only time we would have had contact with
something like that was in the forbidden basement of our grandfather who had
nude calendars on the walls. Of course, in our curiosity we had to find out what
was so bad down there. Once our mom found out about the calendars we were
banished from descending to that pit of hell.
We couldn’t believe our find! We had no knowledge of those things. We couldn’t
believe women looked like that underneath those clothes. This was way better
than grandpa’s basement calendar. So, rather than avoiding those images
(curious minds want to know) we took that waterlogged magazine and hid it in a
crack under the bridge where we could return to study it more thoroughly. We
swore ourselves to secrecy with an ominous feeling that somehow mom would
find out. She did.
One day we made the mistake of having a little brother along when we visited our
palace of porn. When he spied what we were looking at he grabbed a page and
ran all the way home to tell mom the news of what Dave and Dickie were doing
down by the riverside. How embarrassing! I’m sure that lecture was a livid
tongue lashing. Dad got dragged into the spanking phase of our punishment. (I

overheard my dad say, “What did you expect, boys will be boys.”) But what I
remember most was not the lecture or the spanking, but the certainty that mom
knew, or would know, everything we did. God talked to mom.

