
The Earthquake Inside 

 “Sam, my son, you must prepare to meet God.” Mother’s voice 
shook with tears. “I have not ceased to pray for you in the last three years, 
since you ran away from home and married an ungodly girl. Sam, I’m 
concerned for you. I cry for you. What if Jesus came—” 
 “Mother,” Sam cut her off sharply. “I don’t want to hear it. I didn’t 
call to ask you about your concerns for me. The reason I called was to ask 
if you and Father can give me a little money. You know I’m short on it 
these days, and now Lisa is pregnant!” His voice dropped to a softer, 
pleading tone. 
 Mother tried to gain control of her voice. “Sam,” she replied quietly, 
“your father and I will not give you any money, and we have told you that 
before. It is because you spend it on alcohol to support your sinful 
lifestyle. Listen to me, son! You have been raised in a Christian home and 
you turned your back on it! One day you will regret this!” 
 “Mother!” Sam was angry now. “You and Father are merciless. I 
wish you’d just lend me a couple hundred dollars. Our apartment rental 
feels are expensive here in the city. I would pay you back eventually! 
Don’t you care about me anymore?” he scoffed. 
 “Of course I care about you, Sam! You don’t know how much your 
father and I care about you,” Mother cried softly. “But we care about your 
soul most of all.” 
 Sam scowled in annoyance. He was standing in the little kitchen of 
his apartment, five hundred miles from his parents’ home. His young 
wife Lisa was sitting in a chair nearby, smoking a cigarette and watching 
her husband carefully. If Sam was sly enough, he could coax a little 
money out of his parents, and they could go somewhere and have some 
fun tonight. But it didn’t sound like Sam was succeeding. 
 Mother spoke calmly into the telephone. “Son,” she said quietly, “let 
me tell you what I read in my Bible today.” 
 Sam walked over to the window and looked down at the bustling city 
of San Francisco. Since Mother was not going to give him money, he may 
as well get off the phone and go looking somewhere else for it. Maybe his 
friends would loan him some… 



 “I read Luke chapter 21.” Mother was speaking softly, and Sam 
could hear the rustling pages of her well-worn Bible. “I read all about the 
signs that will precede Jesus’ coming. Listen to these powerful verses, 
son! And great earthquakes shall be in divers places, and famines, and 
pestilences; and fearful sights and great signs shall there be from heaven… 
Men’s hearts failing them for fear, and for looking after those things which 
are coming on the earth: for the powers of heaven shall be shaken. And 
then shall they see the Son of man coming in a cloud with power and great 
glory.” Mother stopped, and Sam realized he had been listening intently. 
 “The end of the world is coming, Sam,” his mother pleaded 
earnestly. “Prepare now! Jesus will come to take his own, and then 
terrible judgment shall fall upon the unsaved! What if—” 
 Sam was beginning to feel very uncomfortable. He couldn’t put up 
with this anymore. “Mother,” he said in a short, awkward tone of voice, 
“I’m hanging up now. Talk to you soon.” Click. 
 “No money?” Lisa looked up from her smoking. 
 “Nope.” Sam walked over to the cabinet and dug around for a candy 
bar. He tried to act casual, but his heart was pounding. What if Jesus did 
come today? I’ve got to forget this phone call, he thought, disgusted at 
himself. He turned back to his wife. “Hey, there’s a party at Cliff’s house 
tonight. Wanna go?” 
 Lisa stood up. “Of course. We don’t have nearly enough fun these 
days!” She laughed a dry, hard laugh. 
 “Grab your coat, then. It’s cold out tonight.” Sam went to the 
bedroom to fetch his own coat. For some reason, he did not feel up to the 
noisy carousing of his friends tonight, but he had to forget those words 
from the Bible! Maybe drowning out his worries in loud partying and 
drinking would make him forget that uncomfortable, convicting feeling 
he just could not seem to shake. 
 But the whole night as he engaged in sinful merriment with his 
friends, Sam felt terrible inside. He began to wish he had listened to his 
parents instead of leaving home three years ago. But now he was mixed 
up with Lisa, and it was far too late to change. 
 As they drove home last night, the words from the Bible pounded 
through Sam’s mind: “And great earthquakes shall be in divers places, and 
famines, and pestilences; and fearful sights and great signs shall there be 



from heaven.” Sam groaned inside. If Jesus came tonight, he would surely 
be left behind! 
 Suddenly the ground began vibrating beneath the car. Sam’s hands 
shook on the steering wheel. Then all of a sudden, Sam’s car door flew 
open and he saw the whole street shaking! A stop sign was wobbling… 
traffic lights were falling… 
 “Sam! It’s a tremor!” Lisa screamed. “This is a really big one!” 
 Sam stopped the car, and they both starting running down the 
street. Tremors were small earthquakes, rather common in California, 
but tonight Sam wasn’t prepared to face catastrophe. He broke out into a 
cold sweat as he ran; his heart pounded with fear. Earthquakes in divers 
places! Men’s hearts failing them for fear! Oh, God! I’m not ready! He flung 
his head back and looked up into the dark night sky, expecting to see 
Jesus descending at any moment. But only a full moon shone down upon 
his anguished face. 
 Suddenly the ground stopped shaking, and everything was calm and 
still. But Sam ran on, still trembling with fear. Lisa grabbed his arm. “It’s 
over, Sam. Let’s go see if our car’s okay.” 
 Sam tripped over a fallen streetlamp bulb and stopped. “A-all right.” 
He walked unsteadily back to the car. It was only a tremor, and no one 
had been hurt, but he had never been so terrified in his life. 
 That night back at their apartment, Sam could not sleep. Over and 
over he groaned to himself, If Jesus had come, I would not have been 
ready. Mother was right—I must prepare to meet God! Finally he could 
stand the agony no longer. He got up and paced across the apartment 
floor. Then as he recalled the night’s events, great relief flooded him. He 
whispered his first prayer: God, I thank You that this earthquake tonight 
did not end the world! 
 Yes, God had spared him. Jesus had not come yet. Sam had not been 
left behind. He wasn’t in hell yet. He still had a chance to repent and 
believe the gospel. His mind made up, Sam reached for the phone and 
dialed his parents’ number. 
 It was his father’s voice. “Hello, son. Is everything all right? You 
don’t usually call in the middle of the night.” 
 Sam’s voice was quivering. “Father, I need help. I feel an earthquake 
inside my soul tonight. I need to get right with God.” 



 Father gasped. “Praise the Lord! Let me show you the way.” 
 That night on the telephone with his father, Sam repented of his 
sins and placed his faith in Jesus. Tears streamed down his cheeks as 
inner peace flooded his tormented soul. At last, he was ready to die. Jesus 
could come right now, and Sam Johnson would be ready. What assurance 
could be sweeter? 
 “As soon as we hang up, I’m going to tell your mother,” Father said 
in a voice that radiated joy. “She will be overjoyed!” 
 “I hope so, Father. Tell her—and you, too—that I’m very sorry for the 
grief I’ve caused you.” Sam bowed his head as tears filled his eyes once 
more. “I’m so grateful everything is right with God, now. I don’t know 
what Lisa will say, but things are going to be different now for me. Praise 
Him!” 
 “Yes, praise Him! Live faithfully for Him, son! You won’t regret it!” 
Father spoke triumphantly. 
 “I know, Father. By His power, I will,” Sam resolved. “How amazing 
God is, sending an earthquake to show me the earthquake inside my soul. 
This is the happiest night of my life. May His Name be glorified!”`


