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The Day of the Sacrifice
It was the new moon, the first of the new year, the day of the sacrifice, and Abel was excited as he went about his preparations. This was his chance to give something back to his God, and he wanted everything to be just perfect. The only problem was, he wasn’t sure which of his lambs he should give as the sacrifice. Not being sure what to do, he went to visit his older brother, Cain; to ask his advice.

“Cain, Cain,” cried Abel, as he approached his brother; working in the field.

“What do you want now,” grumbled Cain, “Can’t you see that I am busy?”

“Of course I can see you are busy,” responded Abel with a laugh, “When are you ever not busy? You are always working, from sunup to sundown; tilling the fields; planting, watering, weeding, harvesting. Yep, that’s my brother, always working.”

“So I work, so what?” replied Cain. “If one wants to eat, they must work. Otherwise, there is nothing to eat. You know what God said, as well as I do; that by our sweat shall we eat. Well, I sweat plenty, because I like to eat plenty too.”

Abel laughed at his brother’s sudden wit. How well he knew his brother’s enjoyment of food. Nothing else brought a smile to his face like a well laden table. “That is good, my brother. But as important as food is, I have something much more important on my mind. I need your help and your wisdom.”
“Something more important than food?” questioned Cain. “Are you sure that is possible?”

“Of course it’s possible, Cain. Jehovah, our God is much more important than mere food. I need you to help me select the lamb for my sacrifice. I want it to be just right, and I’m not sure which one is the best to offer to God.”

“What does it matter?” asked Cain. “You’re going to burn it anyway. Whatever lamb you offer will end up as ashes. Pick a lame one, or a runt. God will understand.”

Abel was astonished by his brother’s words. He knew that his brother didn’t place the importance on the things of God that he himself did, but still… How could it be that his brother didn’t see the importance of giving the best possible sacrifice to God? Could it be that his brother was joking with him? Or, could this truly be the attitude of Cain’s heart? He decided to find out.

“So,” he asked Cain, “What are you going to bring for the sacrifice?”

“You’ll see,” replied Cain. “Don’t you worry about my sacrifice. That’s between me and God.”
As Cain returned to his work, Abel walked away; deep in thought. “Yes,” he thought to himself. “I’m sure I’ll see. The question is, what will I see?”
Abel was busy the rest of the day. Keeping flocks may not seem like hard work, but it is definitively busy work. Just trying to keep all the sheep, and especially the lambs, out of trouble was challenging enough. But, in addition, he had to select the lamb he was going to sacrifice to Jehovah.
It wasn’t as if Abel didn’t know how to select a lamb. The problem was that he wanted to give the best he could to God. Maybe God would be satisfied with whatever offering he gave, as his brother had said; but he wouldn’t. How could he show his love and devotion to God by giving a lamb that was lame, or injured. In Abel’s mind he could only show his love and devotion by giving the best he had.

Finally, Abel selected the lamb he was going to sacrifice. Of all his flocks, he was sure that this one was the most perfect animal that he could offer to God. Its fleece was pure white, without a single spot. This lamb didn’t have a single scar on it; in fact, it didn’t have any sort of blemish whatsoever. He decided to bathe it in the stream, and then brushed out its fleece, to make it as perfect an offering as he knew how.
As he worked, Able spoke to the lamb; telling it about God, and about the reason for this sacrifice. Now, I’m sure the lamb didn’t understand him, but that’s beside the point. Abel felt a need to invest his heart in that lamb; because it was taking his place on that altar.

“I hope God is pleased with my sacrifice” Able said to himself. “I want Him to see that I love Him. I want Him to be happy with my devotion to Him.” As He worked, he sang a song to the lamb, and to the Lord. 
When the day was drawing to a close, and the time of the sacrifice was approaching, the family gathered together at the place of sacrifice. Noticing that some of the stones had fallen from the altar, Abel took a few minutes to repair it; placing the stones more securely, so they wouldn’t fall again.
Each member of the family had brought their sacrifice, to present it before Jehovah. They also brought wood, knives, and Eve brought a pot with fire in it, to start the fire upon the altar. 

As they gathered, each one quietly greeted the others; hugging one another, or in the case of the men, slapping each other on the back. As Abel greeted his brother, he noticed the basket which Cain was carrying. It obviously held Cain’s offering to the Lord. There was a wide assortment of fruits and vegetables in the basket, obviously from Cain’s garden. “Cain is truly gifted in growing things,” thought his brother. “But why doesn’t he bring the best to the Lord? I saw much better and larger fruit in his garden this morning. These are okay, but they aren’t the best that my brother can bring.”
When the time came, Adam called the family together, leading them in a psalm and a prayer to the Living God. As the head of the family, he laid out the wood, and started the fire. Both his sons remembered countless other times when they stood by their father’s side as he prepared the fire on the altar. This time was different, though. This time, they were bringing their own offerings to put on the altar.

Once the fire was ready, Adam placed his hands on his offering, consecrating it to God. He prayed, asking God to take his sacrifice as an offering for his sins, and as an offering of his love. Once he had finished, he placed the offering upon the altar to be burned.
As the eldest son, Cain went next. Once Adam’s offering was consumed by the fire, he placed his basket upon the altar. “Cain!” Adam exclaimed. “You haven’t prayed, nor put your hands upon your sacrifice. All you did was put it on the altar.”

“That’s all right, dad” responded Cain with a twisted smile. “My hands were on it the whole time I was bringing it here. Besides which, they were on it the whole time I was growing this stuff. I’m sure God has seen my hands on it sometime, or other. As for praying… well… I was never very good at that. Your prayer seemed better than anything I could have done. I’ll just include my offering in your prayer.”

Abel was shocked by his brother’s attitude. They had gone with their father to make sacrifices for years; always the same. He wasn’t so sure that God would be happy with his brother’s offering; not because it wasn’t an animal, but because of Cain’s heart.

Rattled as he was by his brother’s actions, Abel still had to make his sacrifice. He put aside those thoughts as well as he could, so that he could focus on God. Kneeling beside the lamb which he had brought, he placed his hands on its head. Raising his eyes to heaven, he prayed, “Oh gracious Heavenly Father; our God and Creator; I come humbly before you, to present to you this sacrifice. I know that a mere animal cannot take the place for all the wrong that I have done; nor can it adequately give thanks for all that you have done for me. Even so, I ask you to accept this offering as a sign of my love and devotion to you.”
With that, Abel took the knife, and in one deft stroke, killed the lamb he had so carefully selected and prepared as an offering to God. 

Meanwhile, as Abel was praying and making his offering to God, Cain had stepped back, and was looking at his brother with incredulity. “Who does he think he is?” he asked himself. “He’s always walking around with that holier than thou attitude. Now he’s trying to make a better prayer and sacrifice than even our father has done. I’ll fix him.”
Of the two brothers, Abel left the sacrifice feeling well pleased with the opportunity to give something back to God, but Cain left with loathing in his heart towards his brother. Just as Abel was sure that God had accepted his offering, Cain was equally sure that God had rejected his.

Through the following days, Cain became more and more grouchy as he pondered God’s unacceptance of his offering. He just couldn’t understand why God wouldn’t accept what he had given. After all, he worked hard tilling the ground. Any offering that he gave to God would reflect the time and effort he put into cultivating his produce. God should understand and appreciate that.
But, no; God didn’t seem to appreciate his offering at all. He’d accepted Abel’s offering of a lamb, but not the work of Cain’s hands. Anyone who had eyes to see could tell that Cain had to work harder tilling the land than Abel did watching over the sheep. The whole situation just wasn’t fair.

Finally, Cain went to God with his complaint. “God,” he said, “Why have you accepted my brother’s offering, but not mine?” 

Cain waited in silence for God to answer. He’d never been so bold as to ask a question like this before, and wondered if God would truly answer him. Finally, the Lord said, “If thou doest well, shalt thou not be accepted? and if thou doest not well, sin lieth at the door.”

This shocked Cain even more; God had as much as accused him of being bad. Here he was, working from sunup to sundown, and God didn’t even accept his offering. Then, to top it off, God tells him that he hadn’t done well. But, didn’t explain to him how he hadn’t done well.

As these thoughts festered in Cain’s mind, everyone became more and more concerned about him. They were afraid he’d turn his back fully on God, leaning on his own devices and understanding. 

Finally, Abel’s concern for his brother caused him to pay Cain another visit; not to seek his advice this time, but to try and help him get over his anger at God. But, try as he might, he couldn’t seem to sway his brother’s feelings. Abel even tried offering Cain a lamb to make another sacrifice, which ended up being the worst possible thing he could say; Cain instantly became furious.
Realizing that he wasn’t doing any good, Abel decided to leave. His brother managed to take that wrong as well; thinking that Abel was snubbing him. In his anger, he pushed Abel, knocking him down.

“Cain,” cried out Abel, “What are you doing?” But, Cain wasn’t hearing. He grabbed a rock and threw it at his brother, striking him on the head.

Cain stood there with his chest heaving from the exertion and emotion of the moment. He waited for his brother to arise, but Abel never did.

How many people have existed, since the time of Abel and Cain, who have brought an offering to God that was less than their best? Or, how many have brought it with a poor attitude? Then, there’s the question of how man have brought an offering, but just threw it in the offertory at the church (symbolically throwing it at God), without taking the time to pray?
In Old Testament times, people brought their offerings to God in the form of animals, or even produce. Yes, they did give produce to God. God didn’t reject Cain’s offering because it was of the fruit of the ground. Although the Bible doesn’t tell us clearly, He must have rejected it because of the attitude of Cain’s heart.

In fact, all the sacrificed in the Old Testament were required to be brought with unleavened bread, and with salt. God never despised an offering for its type, just for the attitude of the giver. When people give up smoking, God is pleased to accept their cigarettes as an offering. Should they give up drinking, He gladly receives the offering of their beer, wine, and liquor. The drug addict, who gives up his drugs, can equally bring his paraphernalia to God, and put it on the altar.

What these people have in common is an attitude of gratitude, love, and sacrifice. The sacrifice they are making, giving up something that had been important to them, comes out of their gratitude and love to the Lord. God cannot and will not reject that type of offering.

On the other hand, there have been many people, and still are many today, who throw whatever into the offering, without considering God. As far as they’re concerned, God should be happy with whatever pittance they decide to give Him. They don’t understand the necessity of giving their heart along with their offering, so just try and buy God’s favor, instead of seeking Him.

Oh that we could all be like Abel in this story; seeking out the best, and working to make it even better. Not with an attitude of trying to impress God; but with a heart of gratitude, desire to give the best we possible can to Him. 
� Author’s Note: This story is not scripture; it is merely based upon scripture. Therefore, there is much contained within these lines which are mere imaginations on the part of the author. Writings of this type cannot replace scripture, they can only be used to bring forth points that the writer sees in scripture. We should never take man’s suppositions and raise them above God’s Holy Word; just as we should never take God’s Word and call it mere suppositions. 
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