
Loved Ones, 
 
I trust this update finds you doing well. It is so good to see so many of you that have been 
able to return to church. But we sure do miss those of you who have been unable to be 
in service. Be assured that you are missed, you are loved, and you are prayed for! Every 
day! 
 
It has been almost six months since this all began. I don’t think any of us had any idea 
that this would go on this long, but we do know that no matter how long the 
inconveniences persist, our God is still our provider and sustainer. 
 
Today as I was praying, I felt compelled to pray for those who are experiencing financial 
difficulties. I want to tell you a story from the life of George Muller. It is a little detailed, but 
it shows the amazing specificity of answered prayer. 
 
Early one morning, when she was eight years old, Abigail came to visit the orphanage. In 
his office, George was busy discussing with Jim Wright how many new tracts the Scripture 
Knowledge Institution should print. When he looked up from the discussion, through his 
office window he could see Abigail playing happily in the garden. George smiled to 
himself. He was still smiling and looking out the window when there was a knock at the 
door. A moment later the matron of Number One Orphan House walked in. 
 
“I hate to bother you, Mr. Müller,” began the matron, “but it’s happened. The children are 
all ready for breakfast and there is not a thing in the house to eat. What shall I tell them?” 
George stood up. “I’ll take care of it. Just give me a minute,” he said. Before going to the 
dining room at Number One Orphan House, George walked out into the garden. “Abigail, 
Abigail, come here,” he called. Abigail ran up to him. “What is it?” she asked. George 
reached down and took her hand. “Come and see what God will do,” he said as he 
escorted her to the dining room. Inside they found three hundred children standing in neat 
rows behind their chairs. Set on the table in front of each child were a plate, a mug, and 
a knife, fork, and spoon. But there was no food whatsoever to be seen. George watched 
as Abigail’s eyes grew wide with astonishment. “But, where’s the food?” Abigail asked in 
a whisper. “God will supply,” George told her quietly, before he turned to address the 
children. “There’s not much time. I don’t want any of you to be late for school, so let us 
pray,” he announced. As the children bowed their heads, George simply prayed, “Dear 
God, we thank you for what you are going to give us to eat. Amen.” George looked 
up and smiled at the children. “You may be seated,” he said. He had no idea at all where 
the food he had just prayed for would come from or how it would get to the orphanage. 
He just knew God would not fail the children. A thunderous din filled the room as three 
hundred chairs were scuffed across the wooden floor. Soon all three hundred children sat 
obediently in front of their empty plates. No sooner had the noise in the dining room 
subsided than there was a knock at the door. George walked over and opened the door. 
In the doorway stood the baker, holding a huge tray of delicious-smelling bread. “Mr. 
Müller,” began the baker, “I couldn’t sleep last night. I kept thinking that somehow you 
would need bread this morning and that I was supposed to get up and bake it for you. So 
I got up at two o’clock and made three batches for you. I hope you can use it.” George 



smiled broadly. “God has blessed us through you this morning,” he said as he took the 
tray of bread from the baker. “There’s two more trays out in the cart,” said the baker. “I’ll 
fetch them.” Within minutes, the children were all eating freshly baked bread. As they 
were enjoying it, there was a second knock at the door. This time it was the milkman, who 
took off his hat and addressed George. “I’m needing a little help, if you could, sir. The 
wheel on my cart has broken, right outside your establishment. I’ll have to lighten my load 
before I can fix it. There’s ten full cans of milk on it. Could you use them?” Then looking 
at the orphans, sitting in neat rows, he added, “Free of charge, of course. Just send 
someone out to get them. I’ll never fix the cart with all that weight on it.” George 
dispatched twenty of the older children to help, and soon they had the ten cans of milk 
stowed in the kitchen, where it was dispensed with a ladle. There was enough milk for 
every child to have a mug full and enough left over for them all to have some in their tea 
at lunch. Half an hour after George and Abigail had entered the dining room, three 
hundred orphans with full stomachs filed out. George escorted Abigail back to the garden, 
where he watched her sit for a long time. He knew she was thinking about what she had 
just seen. Several weeks later, Caroline Townsend told George that Abigail had 
taken to finishing all her prayer requests with, “like you do for George Müller. 
Amen.”   —  From George Muller: The Guardian of Bristol's Orphans (Christian Heroes: 
Then & Now) (p. 109). By Janet Benge and Geoff Benge  YWAM Publishing. Kindle 
Edition 
 
George Muller was not a showman. He would not be classified as a “faith preacher” 
(though he certainly walked in faith). He was a simple man who cared for the Orphans of 
Bristol, England. He fed thousands of them for over half a century, and he did it by asking 
God only - never man. 
 
My point is this. I believe the same God who provided for George Muller’s orphans so 
thoroughly will provide for our needs as well. 
 
So I close this letter with a simple prayer, inspired by little Abigail: “Lord God, please meet 
the needs of each person reading this letter, like you did for George Muller. Amen” 
 
I love you! 
 
Pastor Stephen 


