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In  tha t  s imp le  ques t ion ,  a  door  wou ld
open .  A  conversa t ion  wou ld  beg in .
Fa the r s  and  mother s  who  had  s tood  a t
the  edge  o f  a  rag ing  r i ve r  and
watched  God  ho ld  back  the  imposs ib le
wou ld  tu rn  to  the i r  ch i ld ren  and  say ,
“Th i s  i s  where  the  Lord  made  a  way
fo r  us . ”

Ye t  someth ing  qu ie te r ,  more  h idden ,
un fo lded  tha t  same  day .  Wh i l e  the
peop le  bu i l t  t he i r  v i s i b l e  memor ia l  on
the  shore ,  Joshua  se t  up  one  o f  h i s
own ,  no t  i n  the  camp ,  bu t  i n  the  r i ve r
i t se l f .  He  took  twe lve  s tones  and
p laced  them prec i se ly  where  the
pr i e s t s ’  f ee t  had  s tood ,  deep  in  the
channe l  t ha t  the  re tu rn ing  f l ood  wou ld
soon  cover  aga in .  Th i s  was  a  marke r
no  one  wou ld  see .  No  s ign ,  no
aud ience ,  no  l a s t i ng  monument  above
the  wa te r l i ne .  Wi th in  m inu tes ,  t he
cur ren t  wou ld  swa l low i t  who le ,
h id ing  i t  f o rever  benea th  the  su r face .
And  ye t ,  pe rhaps  th i s  unseen
memor ia l  mat te red  even  more  than
the  one  on  d ry  g round .  

Be fo re  a  pub l i c  dec la ra t ion ,  t he re
mus t  be  p r i va te  devo t ion .  Joshua
marked  the  moment  fo r  h imse l f  and
fo r  the  Lord  a lone ,  no t  fo r
recogn i t ion ,  no t  fo r  o the r s ’
r emembrance ,  bu t  because  h i s  own
hear t  needed  to  ho ld  the  t ru th  o f  wha t
God  had  done .

Joshua  ga the red  the  peop le  and
rece ived  c lea r ,  de l i be ra te
ins t ruc t ions ,  a s  though  the  Lord  were
press ing  pause  on  h i s to ry  i t se l f  to
ensure  they  d id  no t  rush  pas t  wha t
had  j u s t  t r ansp i red .  “Take  s tones , ”  He
commanded .  Twe lve  s tones  f rom the
very  r i ve rbed  where  the  p r i e s t s  had
s tood .  

The  men  s tooped ,  l i f t i ng  we t ,  heavy
s tones  f rom the  r i ve rbed .  Each  one
became a  phys ica l  snapsho t ,  a
tang ib le  memory  o f  t he  moment  they
had  s tepped  fo rward  w i thou t  s i gh t  and
d i scovered  tha t  God  had  a l ready
prepared  the  way .  They  ca r r i ed  those
s tones  up  the  banks ,  ac ross  the
th resho ld  o f  p romise ,  and  in to  the
camp where  the i r  f ami l i e s  wou ld  s l eep
tha t  f i r s t  n igh t  i n  Canaan .  There ,  i n
the  cen te r  o f  t he  camp a t  G i l ga l ,  t hey
s tacked  the  s tones  i n to  a  s imp le  p i l e .
Ord ina ry  i n  appearance ,  ye t  u t t e r l y
sac red  in  pu rpose .

The  memor ia l  was  no t  so le l y  fo r  the
presen t  genera t ion .  “These  s tones , ”
Joshua  exp la ined ,  “a re  fo r  when  your
ch i ld ren  ask . ”  Because  ch i ld ren
a lways  ask .  One  day  they  wou ld  pass
by  tha t  p i l e ,  t i l t  t he i r  heads ,  and
wonder  a loud ,  “What  i s  t h i s ? ”  
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When the  l a s t  pe r son  c rossed ,  t he
pr i e s t s  rema ined  s tand ing  in  the
r i ve rbed ,  bea r ing  the  a rk ,  wa i t i ng .
They  d id  no t  move  un t i l  t he  Lord
commanded  i t .  The  moment  the i r  f ee t
touched  the  f a r  shore ,  t he  wa te r s
rushed  back  in to  p lace .  The  pa th
van i shed .  The  r i ve r  re tu rned  to  i t s
course .  There  was  no  way  back ,  no
v i s ib l e  road  to  the  w i lde rness ,  no
re t rea t .  God  had  b rough t  them in ,  and
they  were  s tay ing .

Tha t  n igh t  they  camped  in  G i lga l ,
t he i r  f i r s t  home in  the  P romised  Land ,
the i r  base  camp .  F rom the re  they
wou ld  go  ou t  to  ba t t l e  and  re tu rn ,  bu t
G i lga l  wou ld  rema in  the i r  anchor .
Once  more  the  Lord  repea ted  H imse l f ,
because  when  God  repea t s  someth ing ,
i t  ma t te r s  deep ly :  “When  your
ch i ld ren  ask… te l l  t hem. ”  Not  mere ly
wha t  happened ,  bu t  wha t  i t  mean t .
Not  j u s t  h i s to ry ,  bu t  l i v ing  te s t imony .
“Te l l  t hem wha t  the  Lord  your  God
d id  fo r  you . ”

For  I s rae l ,  t hese  were  no t  d i s tan t
s to r i e s  o r  i nhe r i t ed  t rad i t ions .  Th i s
was  the i r  gospe l :  “We were  ens laved .
The  Lord  de l i ve red  us .  He  made  a
way  th rough .  He  b rough t  us  ou t .  He
brough t  us  i n . ”  The  same  ca l l  echoes
fo rward ,  no t  mere ly  to  remember ,  bu t
to  t e l l .  To  speak  o f  t he  Lord ’ s
f a i th fu lness ,  to  recoun t  H i s  works ,  to
rehearse  H i s  goodness  un t i l  i t
becomes  woven  in to  the  f ab r i c  o f  who
we  a re .  Sc r ip tu re  u rges  i t  aga in :
“Forge t  no t  H i s  bene f i t s . ”  “Remember
His  wonders . ”  “Ca l l  to  m ind  H i s
deeds . ”  Remember ing  i s  never
pass ive .  I t  i s  an  ac t  o f  devo t ion .

Be fo re  t e s t imony  can  be  sha red ,  i t
mus t  be  l i ved .  Tha t  i s  why  the
ques t ion  mat te r s  so  p ro found ly ,  no t
mere ly  “What  do  these  s tones  mean?”
bu t  “What  do  these  s tones  mean  to
you?”  Per sona l .  Ind iv idua l .  Rea l .

Because  someone  i s  a lways  wa tch ing ,
a lways  ask ing ,  whe the r  a loud  o r  i n
s i l ence ,  “ I s  t h i s  r ea l  to  you?”  When
tha t  moment  a r r i ves ,  t he  i nv i t a t ion  i s
no t  to  rec i t e  a  l e s son ,  bu t  to  t e l l  a
s to ry .  Your  s to ry .  The  t ime  the  Lord
made  a  way .  The  moment  He  ca r r i ed
you  th rough .  The  p lace  where  your
fee t  s tood  on  d ry  g round  when
every th ing  sa id  you  wou ld  d rown .
Those  a re  your  s tones ,  t he  ones  no
f lood  can  wash  away ,  no  t ime  can
erase ,  t he  ones  tha t  become par t  o f
the  founda t ion  fo r  those  who  come
a f te r .

There  a re  s tones  you  w i l l  s t ack  i n
pub l i c ,  v i s i b l e  t e s t imon ies  o f  God ’ s
f a i th fu lness .  And  the re  a re  s tones  you
wi l l  p l ace  deep  in  the  r i ve r ,  moments
known on ly  be tween  you  and  the
Lord .  Bo th  mat te r .  Bo th  a re  sac red .
Because  one  day  someone  w i l l  l ook  a t
your  l i f e  and  ask ,  “What  does  th i s
mean  to  you?”  And  you  w i l l  have  the
chance  to  answer :  “Le t  me  te l l  you
what  the  Lord  has  done . ”


