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Chapter 1
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A Common Thief

rash! A flowerpot toppled over onto the sidewalk beneath George Muller as he stretched his
foot out to reach the ground. George was climbing
out the back window of the inn where he had been
staying, and when he heard the crash, he froze.
After he was satisfied no one had heard him, he
lowered one foot softly onto the cobbled pavement,
then the other. Sixteen-year-old George pulled his
tall, lanky body up to its full height and looked
around. "Good," he muttered to himself under his
breath. "I'm safe. Now to get out of here."
A moment later George realized he'd spoken too
soon. Police officers appeared at either end of the
street and began running towards him. George
swung around, desperately looking for some way
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to escape, but there was none. Before he knew it, the
strong hands of a policeman had grabbed his arm
and were dragging him roughly along the cobblestone street in the direction of the jail.
An hour later, George was waiting for his name
to be called. The backless wooden bench he sat on
was hard and uncomfortable, and the chains around
his slender wrists and ankles bit at his flesh.
As he waited, George thought about how
shocked his father would be to see him in shackles.
Then again, his father probably wouldn't be any
more shocked than George was right then. George
had done dishonest things many times before, but
this was the first time he'd been caught. That is, the
first time he'd been caught by the police. When he
was ten years old, he'd been caught by his father,
and it turned out to be a painful and humiliating
experience. His father, Johann Muller, was a tax collector for the Prussian government, and he often left
large sums of money in the house. Mr. Muller often
complained that small amounts of this money were
missing, but George, like his younger brother, passionately declared he knew nothing about it.
One day George was called into his father's
office, where his father had laid a trap for him. Mr.
Muller had counted out a number of coins and left
them on the corner of his desk. When George
arrived at the office, his father pretended he needed
to go into another room. Alone in the office, George
saw the pile of coins on his father's desk and thought
of all the wonderful things he could do with the
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money. It seemed such a shame to put all of the
, coins into the official black leather pouch his father
used for collecting tax money and hand the money
over to some government official. So George crept
up to the desk and quietly lifted three coins from
the top of the pile. Who would miss them? George
quickly dropped the coins inside his right sock.
When Johann Muller returned to the office,
much to George's dismay, he looked straight. at the
pile of coins. "How strange," he said in a low, constrained voice George had come to fear. "I thought
there were more coins there than that. Let me count
them."
George could feel his cheeks becoming hot and
flushed. His heart began to race. The cold coins
pressed against his ankle inside his sock.
"Empty your pockets," said Mr. Muller evenly,
looking his son in the eye.
"But Papa ... ," George began and then thought
better of it. Obediently, he emptied his pockets onto
the desk. There were a quill nib, three glass marbles, and a foot-long piece of string. George turned
his pockets inside out so that his father could see
that they were empty.
"Now take off your shirt."
George was horrified. How far would his father
go before he believed his oldest son?
"And your pants."
George began to fret. Things were not looking
good. If his father found the coins in his sock, George
would be beaten. And from previous experience,
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George knew that a boy without his pants on made
an especially good target.
"Now your socks," continued his father in a
determined voice.
George inched them off his feet, first the left and
then the right, being careful to gather the coins in
such a way that they wouldn't clink together.
"Hand them over," demanded his father.
George's heart raced even faster. His face felt
like it was on fire now. George lowered his eyes as
he gave the socks to his father.
A second later his father exploded. "My son, a
common thief! How dare you disgrace the name of
Muller. Come here now." He reached for the cane
that stood propped in the corner of his office.
Crack! Crack! Crack! The caning seemed to go
on forever. The pain was excruciating. Eventually
George felt his legs begin to buckle under him, just
as his father's temper subsided and the punishment
came to an end.
"Don't ever steal again. Do you hear?" said
Johann Muller, shaking his son's shoulders to
emphasize each word.
"Yes," stuttered George.
"Now get out of my sight," roared his father,
pointing at the door.
George gathered his clothes and half walked,
half crawled to the door, not even stopping to dress.
Right then he didn't care who saw him; his bottom
was throbbing too much. He made his way up to
his second-floor bedroom, where he locked the door
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behind him. Safe inside, he collapsed onto the bed
and began to sob his heart out. "As long as I live,
I'll never do that again/' he promised himself
between sobs, at the same time running his fingers
over the welts on his legs and buttocks.
George wasn't promising himself he wouldn't
steal again. No, he loved the thrill and adventure of
stealing too much for that, not to mention its
rewards. What George Muller promised himself
was that he would never get caught again. Stealing
was exciting, but getting caught was painful and
humiliating!
.
Now, six years later, he had allowed himself to
get caught again. How could he have been so
stupid? He asked himself the question over and over
as he sat on the hard wooden bench in the police station.
"You!" a police officer said, pointing at George.
"Come here, and hurry up about it."
"Yes, sir/' George replied, getting to his feet as
best he could with the chains wrapped around him.
As he shuffled over to the desk, he held his head up
high and tried to look like an obedient young man
who had been wrongly accused.
"Name?" asked the police officer.
"Muller, sir, George Muller."
The police officer wrote it down in a huge
leather-bound book. "Date and place of birth," he
asked when he'd finished writing.
"September 27, 1805, in Kroppenstaedt, Prussia."
The police officer began writing in the book
again, stopping only to redip his quill pen in a bottle
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Christian Heroes: Then & Now chronicles the exciting,
challenging, and deeply touching true stories of ordinary
men and women whose trust in God accomplished
extraordinary exploits for His kingdom and glory.
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ad has given me a mission field right
here, and I will live and die in it. "

George Muller stared at the beggar girl.
She was no older than five and was
piggybacking her little brother. Her mother
had died in the cholera epidemic sweeping
England. Her father had never returned
from the mines. Standing in the muddy street, this little girl gave
a face to Bristol's countless orphans.

Sa

~=====~

W ith scarcely enough food or money for his own family, George
Milller opened his heart and home. Sustained by God's provision,
the Milller house "Breakfast Club" of thirty orphans grew to five
large houses that ultimately over ten thousand children would
call home.

George Muller trusted God with a depth rarely seen. His faith
and generosity set a standard for Christians of all generations.
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