

    
        
          You Can't Go Wrong Trusting God: A Collection of True Stories

        

        
        
          Nick Nichols

        

        
          Published by Nick Nichols, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      YOU CAN'T GO WRONG TRUSTING GOD: A COLLECTION OF TRUE STORIES

    

    
      First edition. February 21, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Nick Nichols.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201238964

    

    
    
      Written by Nick Nichols.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Do Angels Drive Mercedes?

The Hitchhiker and Two Eggs

One Attack Dog, One Prayer, One Harmonica

Toilet Paper from Heaven

Donuts and Auto Parts

Parking-Pit in Mexico

Brakes & Grace

New Bride—New “Hamster”

'Twas the Night Before Christmas—And No Presents

Phil-Bill’s Hungry Prayer

Sold Our Home on the R-A-D-I-O

—Bonus Stories—

Not by Sight

3 Angels 3 Encounters 3 Blessings

The Thing Behind the Curtain

God Spoke, and I Looked in the Bushes!

Bankrupt . . . but Blessed!

Professor Polly the Parrot

—Book Samples—

Adventures of a Mall Santa

The Mystery of Grandpa’s Christmas Cane

Sign up for Nick Nichols's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    I dedicate this book to the Lord Jesus Christ who makes all things new!...and who made my life profoundly new on February 2, 1971. Without Jesus, there would be absolutely no stories to tell.


~~~


“For God so loved the world that he gave his one and only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not perish but have eternal life.”     --John 3:16 (NIV)


~~~


I also dedicate this book to our adult children Holly, Heather, Christian, Brittany, and our three unborn children in heaven, Jonathan, Jessie, and Jordan.


~~~


Lastly, this book is dedicated to Barb, my lovely wife of forty-five years, without whom the reader would have a more difficult time understanding what I wrote. God knew best and married me to a live-in grammarian who rescued me from dangling participles, split infinitives, comma splices and the dreaded squinting modifiers!
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Do Angels Drive Mercedes?
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Sitting in my car in the trashy alley by the river in Pittsburgh, I was completely lost.  I had driven through so much new construction that my map was worthless.  The waning rays of day cast shadows through the large bridge I was sitting under making the area look even more hostile and not a place to be caught alone in the dark.  Sighing, I thought, “I’ll never make it to the seminar.  At least not on time, and I hate being late!”

It started the week before when I heard about a seminar on the struggling church in China being held at a church in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.  Everything seemed to be at the last minute: discovering the seminar, calling the last day of enrolment and getting permission to leave work early on short notice.  But the Lord had placed China in my heart, and I really wanted to attend that seminar.  Time wise, getting there was going to be tight since I was driving from Columbus, Ohio.

Now there I sat at 6:45 p.m. with the seminar starting in fifteen minutes.  I prayed, “Lord, I am lost, and I really don’t want to be late.  Please help me to find my way to the church.  In the name of Jesus, Amen.”  Just then a Mercedes pulled out of a side street right in front of me, and I had this sudden strong urge to follow the car.  It turned left out of the alley, and I turned left following.  We went down the road, turned right, cut through another alley, turning left onto the main road.  We passed through a four-way stop, turned right and followed a short detour of orange signs.  We made more turns through some construction and came to a traffic light turning yellow.

We slowed to a stop, but just before the light turned red, the Mercedes took off straight through the intersection leaving me stuck at the red light.  As I watched it disappear into the traffic, I looked at my watch . . . Three minutes to go.  I thought, “Have I been stupid?”  The light turned green, and as I was passing through the intersection, I noticed a church on my right.  It was THE church with the entrance to the parking lot right in front of me!  I parked, went in, sat down, looked at my watch, one minute till seven!  The speaker stood up and said, “Let’s get started.”

To be honest, I didn’t hear the first few minutes of his talk.  I was sitting there marveling at what had transpired in the last fifteen minutes.  I wondered, “Do angels drive Mercedes?”  Then my mind passed from that thought to a Scripture I had read long ago.  In Psalms 22:5 it says, “They called to You and escaped from danger; they trusted You and were not disappointed.”  (GNT)  

I trusted, and I was not disappointed.

You can’t go wrong trusting God!

~~ The End ~~
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The Hitchhiker and Two Eggs
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<<>>

The only food we had was a dozen eggs.  The hungry hitchhiker ate ten of the eggs, leaving us with two.  That left my wife and me with one egg each.  Earlier that week on Thursday evening, we’d received a call from a friend who lived several hours away saying she and her husband were having some terrible marriage problems!  She wanted to know if we could come down and spend time talking with them.

My wife and I had just returned from living in Canada, purchased our first mobile home, I had enrolled in our local state university, and my wife had gotten a job all in our first week back from Canada.  All that activity left us with zero dollars!!  So when our friend called, we wanted to help but had no money for gas to go see them.  I prayed, “Lord, if you want us to go help them, then you’ll need to provide some money for gas.”

Friday, the next day, to my surprise I received a check in the mail for ten dollars from the IRS.  It had been sent to my previous New York college address; they eventually forwarded it to my parents, who sent it to my college address in Canada, where it got lost by the school, and didn’t get found until I was long gone from Canada, and I received it at our new address eight months later!  The money was late, but right on time to go help our friends!  Back then, ten dollars bought enough gas to drive down to our friends and back with no problem.

With a tank full of gas, we drove down that evening, spending the night with our friends and discussing their problem.  We spent Friday evening and most of Saturday listening and praying with them and then on Saturday evening we said our goodbyes.  On our way back to our home, we picked up three hitchhikers since, in our old Ford van, we had plenty of room.  Later, I saw another hitchhiker and told him to jump in as well.  After an hour, the first three had gotten to where they wanted to go, so I dropped them off on the side of the road, leaving us with the lone hitchhiker.

In answer to the question of where the hitchhiker was planning to go, he said, “I’m headed out West and thought I would find a place to sleep in the weeds off the road on the west side of town.”  I told him we lived on the west side of town, and he could stay overnight with us, and then in the morning on my way to school, I could drop him off at the highway.  He said, “That sounds great to me if you don’t mind, and it sure beats the weeds!!”  As we drove in the dark, we shared with him about the Lord and His work in our lives and how Jesus had set us free and given us peace in our hearts.  We got home very late, and we all went straight to bed—his bed being a weed-free couch in our little living room.

My wife left early in the morning for work.  When the hitchhiker and I got moving, I asked him if he’d like some eggs for breakfast.  (Since that was the only food we had!)  “Sounds GREAT!” he said.  He was a hungry dude and ate ten of our twelve eggs, unknowingly leaving my wife and me with two eggs to share for a later meal.  Our current food supply had been a continual urgent matter of prayer.  We would continue to trust the Lord for our food even though we only had two eggs.  I started thinking of ways to enjoy our last two eggs. I was thinking about hard boiling them, cutting them in half and laying the two halves yolk-side down on each plate.  On the one half, I was going to push in a birthday-type candle and on the second half paint a smiley face with food coloring.  I planned on surrounding them with wildflowers from out back by the railroad tracks behind our mobile home and enjoy our two remaining eggs by candlelight.

Later that day, my wife came home all excited saying, “I got my first check!! I got my first check!!”  We went to the grocery store and had a nice supper.  But part of me thought that the university where she was now working would have held back her first two weeks' of pay and so she wouldn‘t be paid till the end of her fourth week.  No matter, we were happy to have the money and some food to eat. While eating, though, she said, “I think they made a mistake on my check and overpaid me.”

The next day she went in and spoke with the payroll department about her check error.  The lady there said, “There is no error on the check, but HOW IN THE WORLD DID YOU GET YOUR CHECK??”  She continued, “You’re a new instructor, and we hold back your first two weeks' of pay.  I’ll have to look into this.”  Turns out, that my wife’s check had somehow accidentally gotten mixed up with the janitor’s checks and was handed out to her two weeks ahead of time!  When we had no money and only two eggs, the Lord blessed us with an early payday . . . Knowing our needs and going before us to provide exactly what we needed exactly when we needed it!

“So don’t worry about these things, saying, ‘What will we eat? What will we drink? What will we wear?’ These things dominate the thoughts of unbelievers, but your heavenly Father already knows all your needs. Seek the Kingdom of God above all else, and live righteously, and he will give you everything you need."  —Matthew 6:31-33 (NLT)

~~ The End ~~
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One Attack Dog, One Prayer, One Harmonica
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Cutting through a wooded alley on the way home from high school, I saw a German Shepard about fifty feet away.  He was half grown and was watching me.  I love critters of all kinds—dogs, cats, raccoons, snakes—you name it, and I liked them.  Not being sure if the dog was friendly, I thought I would use the nice guy approach, so stooping a bit and patting my knees, I said, "Come here boy!!"  He put his head down and came straight to me.

As I reached out to pet him, he suddenly growled and grabbed my leg just above the knee.  He didn't just bite and run like most dogs; he stayed there gnawing on my leg.  By the time I beat him off, he had torn my pants, and I was pretty bloody!  I had been chewed on before by a lot of animals trying to catch them for fun, but this time it was pretty painful.  I remember thinking that I was glad he wasn't a full-grown adult, or things could have been much worse!

Now fast forward about twenty years later, and my wife and I and three little kids are in the early stages of our three-month, three-country, and 15,100-mile road trip in an old VW camper van.  During that trip, one of the things we enjoyed was showing up on the steps of old friends and surprising them.  On this stop, we were around Albany, New York, and were stopping in to
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