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The Fight of the Bumble Bees

by Robert Gaut

| was in the sixth grade attending
an old-fashioned, one-roomed coun-
try school about 1942. There were six

of us boys in the same
grade. Since in those
years the school had /?
only swings and seesaws . "
for recreational equip-
ment, we rowdy boys
went looking for our
excitement elsewhere.
| don’t know how it
started but we began
waging war with the local bumble-
bees. We would
hurriedly eat
lunch and then
go off to fight
the bees.

Quite often
we wouldn’t
get back to
school by the
time it was expected so we would
have to line up to take our punish-
ment with the board of education.
The teacher seemed completely
unaware of swollen eyes and other
evidence of bee wars, which should
have been punishment enough.

How did we find those bee nests?
It was the unspoken duty of every
boy to scout the fields and find those
nests. Here was the method of at-
tack. Two boys would stand over the
nest and when they had worked up
enough courage they would stir up
the nest and the fight was on. The
weapons of war were weeds tied to-
gether which weren’t always enough
to win the battle. One time a bee
sat on my chin and stung me repeat-
edly while | was fighting off others
and running like crazy to get out of
the battle. These bee battles were
just a few of the troubles we found
ourselves in as ornery Oklahoma farm
boys.

TS

A Second Theft

by Robert Gaut

Whenlwassevenyearsold,lre-
ceived for Christmas a pair of brown
jerseygloveswithleathergauntlets
andfringe fromanauntanduncle, They
came throughthe mail. My family lived
onafarminnortheast Oklahomaandtheauntanduncle owned and
operatedaclothingstoreinWichita, Kansas.|lwas the youngest of seven
children: onesisterjust olderthanland five older brothers. This occurred
in1936,intheheartofthegreat depression. My motherhad died two
yearsearlierand shewasasistertotheauntthat hadsentmethegloves
andseveralthings for my sister. [t was quite athrilltoreceive something
new inthe “dirty thirties” because severalbrothersbefore me hadworn
everythinglreceived.

Iwas very proud of those jersey gloves with gauntlets and fringe.
Butmy joywasshort-lived. The very-firstdaylwore themto school they
disappeared. Several dayslater aclassmate fromafamily that waswell
known as thieves cametoschoolwearing a pair of gloves that were just
liketheonesl’dhad.lwasn’tableto prove they were mine, so theywere
goneforever.

Now, fast-forwardto 1952 and the place wherelhad my first full time
job.lhadbecomeaChristianandlwastryingto “win theworld for Jesus.”
Thatlittleboywholsuspected of stealing my wonderful gloves now
cameto beone of myworkmatesas agrown-up youngman.|feltitwas
my Christian duty toinvite himto church.Intheback, of my “Christian
mind” Iwas thinking that maybe he would repent of his sinsand confess
thathe had stolenmy gloves.

He told me he didn’t have nice enough clothes towear to church.|
stillhad the nice suit of clothes that my father had bought forme towear
tomyhigh schoolgraduation, solgaveittohim.Itlookedbetteronhim
thanithad on me.He came to church once wearing the suit, but never
cameagain. lhave thought throughtheyears that withsome people you
justcan’twin.

lamnow 79 yearsoldand
have spent mostof my lifein
specialministry and havediscov-
eredthatevenif Jesusasksyou
togiveawayallyouhave,if youdo
itwithaheart oflove for Him, you
justcan’tlose. “If youdoit forthe
leastofthese, mybrothers, you
havedoneituntome” (Matthew
26:40b).
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