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On August 3, 1970, sixty‑two‑year‑old Miriam Hargrave of Yorkshire, England, 

finally passed her driving test. It was her fortieth attempt. After so much struggle and 

perseverance, one would assume she started driving right away. But unfortunately, after 

spending so much money on driving lessons, $720, she couldn’t afford to buy a car. 

Maybe it’s just as well. How comfortable would you be knowing that the driver 

coming at you had failed the driving test forty times? 

Another Brit, the Rev. David Guest, required 632 lessons over a period of 17 

years before he passed his driving test. “When I was told I passed I bent down on my 

knees and thanked God,” he said after passing the test. The 33-year-old cleric spent 

$11,000 on lessons, wore out eight instructors and crashed five cars before that 

momentous accomplishment. The secret to his turnaround; he finally switched to a car 

with an automatic transmission. His problems stemmed from an inability to distinguish 

between the clutch and the brake while driving a car with a standard transmission. 

We admire people who refuse to give up, who refuse to cut their losses even 

when they are pursuing such mundane tasks as passing a driver’s test. 

One of my favorite spiritual writers, Ted Loder, tells the story about a salesman 

named Barry who was having a bad day. It was noon. He was in his favorite diner 

where he was forced, by the overcrowded noon crowd, into sharing his table with a very 

large woman who was wearing a loud print dress and green gloves which went to her 
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elbows.  After some initial superficial conversation Barry asked Angela, the lady at his 

table, her profession. 

“I’m a messenger,” said Angela proudly. 

“A messenger?  From whom?” asked Barry out of curiosity.  

“From Her.” replied Angela. 

Barry wanted to know, “Her who?”  

“You know,” said Angela, “Her . . . God.” 

After a lot more disbelieving questioning on Barry’s part, he finally said to Angela: 

“OK…suppose you are a messenger from . . . uh . . . Her . . . then what’s the 

message?” 

“The message,” says Angela without batting an eye, “is: ‘Hang in there!’” 

And maybe that’s the message from God you need to hear this day. I don’t know 

what you’re going through right now in your life. I don’t know what dreads or dreams you 

are currently nurturing. I don’t know what frustrations, failures or fears. But oftentimes 

God’s simple message to us is simply “Hang in there. Don’t give up. Keep going. You’re 

going to make it.” 

Jesus told a story once about an unjust judge. This judge, said Jesus, had no 

fear of God and cared even less about what other people might think of him. He took 

bribes and gave favors to persons who held positions of authority. He didn’t worry about 

conscience or law, about morality or justice. He was out to fill his pockets, and to gain 

honor and recognition from those who held position, power, and wealth. 

But there was a widow who needed his help. She was poor. She had no money 

to bribe him even if that were her inclination. She was a widow, a woman all alone in a 
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man’s world. She had no man and no money to secure legal counsel to plead her case. 

She held no position of authority, none of the necessary clout to commend her to the 

judge. But she was being persecuted, being taken advantage of and abused by an 

unknown adversary. 

Still, she let none of this stop her. Time and time again she kept coming to the 

judge with her plea, “Grant me justice against my opponent.” 

At first the judge responded with silence. He didn’t make a move to help her. His 

heart was hard and harsh; he had no interest in helping anyone who would not benefit 

his career or fill his pockets. 

But the poor widow kept on coming and coming, pleading and pleading. She 

would not let the judge rest. And notice what happened. The judge did not fear God, did 

not regard other’s opinions, yet he finally gave in to the widow and gave her the justice 

she was seeking. 

Why? Because she would not give up. He could not get rid of her. She would not 

accept silence or take no for an answer.  

The judge finally said, “Though I have no fear of God and no respect for anyone, 

yet because this widow keeps bothering me, I will grant her justice, so that she may not 

wear me out by continually coming.” 

I love what the New International Version translation of scripture says: which is 

much closer to the literal meaning: “Unless she gives me a black eye.” 

Imagine that a judge, a man of power in the community, was finally cowed by this 

poor widow. 
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This widow was persistent. She refused to let this corrupt judge go! It’s one of 

those quirky little parables that Jesus loved to tell. But Jesus adds a very serious moral 

to it: “And will not God grant justice to his chosen ones who cry [out] day and night?” 

“Hang in there,” God was saying to them. “God hears your prayers. Hang in there and 

trust God.” 

Tony Evans tells an amusing story about a businessman who had to travel to a 

small town for a meeting. He invited his wife to accompany him. She was excited about 

the trip . . . until she learned her husband was going to be flown to the town in a small 

twin-engine Cessna plane. 

“Honey, I’ve decided not to go,” she said to him unexpectedly. 

“What!” he exclaimed in disbelief. “Why not?” 

She declared with some firmness, “I am not going on a little-bitty, twin-engine Cessna.” 

Her husband smiled and knowingly said, “Honey, your faith is too small.” 

She replied, “No, the plane is too small.” 

The businessman really wanted his wife to go with him, so he canceled the 

Cessna and booked travel on a major airline. His wife went with him because, as she 

put it, “her faith grew because the size of the plane grew.” 

I will never forget a trip to Vieques, a small island off Puerto Rico. After landing 

on the main island, we took one of those small planes to Vieques where they literally 

weigh you before you got on the plane to balance the weight on the plane. My prayer 

life spiked in intensity until we got on the ground safely that night.  
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There is a book entitled Your God is Too Small by J. B. Phillips. And I wonder 

how many of us suffer from that same challenge. How many of us struggle with a vision 

and an understanding of a god that is simply too small?  

Some of us quit even before we really get started. When that happens, 

remember the woman whom Jesus told about, the one who kept demanding justice until 

she wore a crooked judge down. Don’t miss out on one of the real secrets of life: Hang 

in there!  

 


