
COALS OF FIRE tells the stories of men and women 
who practiced doing good for evil. They didn’t just talk 
about loving their enemies; they lived what they talked 
about. These are the kinds of stories that make you 

remember how you felt when the boy you detested in 
school gave you a piece of chocolate cake the day you 
forgot your lunch. They make you remember how well 
you slept the night you invited the neighbor girl along 
to visit the zoo, a whole week after her dad had shot 
your pet cat in his chicken pen. You will remember the 
shame you felt when coals of fire burned on your head. 
How sorry you were down inside when your enemy 
did you a good turn. You will remember the coals you 

heaped on the head of your 
enemy, or the ones you knew 
you should have and never did.

These people believed that love 
does no ill to its neighbor. These 
people lived their love. Because 
they lived their love they nursed 
sick refugees and gave them 
warm coats. Because they lived 
their love they sat behind jail 
bars without Bibles. Because 
they lived their love they had 
their heads cut off and were 
drowned.

They lived heaping Coals of 
Fire. Some died heaping them!




