
 the 
pearl



In a quiet corner of London’s St. James’ park, there was a bench. 
And on that bench was a pearl. 

When I say it was a pearl, it was actually a marble, small and white, 
with a glaze of silver-blue across its surface. To the eye, upon first 
glance, it was simple and plain but, upon closer inspection, it could 
just be made out that upon its surface, in tiny, beautifully scrolled 
writing, was a name and also some numbers. 

The name was Matthew. And the numbers were 13, 45 and 46. So, 
there was the bench, and there was the pearl...the marble...sitting 
there, all alone. But it was not alone. For the pearl...belonged. 

Walking slowly, thoughtfully, through the park was a small woman, 
advanced in years and dressed in a heavy overcoat, defying the 
summer heat. There was something about her threadbare yet 
classic appearance that suggested that, whilst she clearly took 
great care with the way she looked, the clothes she wore were her 
only clothes in the world.

As she came to the empty bench she stopped...and she stooped...
and she stared at the pearl sitting there. It was only very slight, but 
to the more-than-casual observer the way that the woman looked



at the tiny ball, and the way her shoulders fell, revealed that she 
was not in any way surprised to find this here, on this park bench. 
If anything, she looked...disappointed. Disappointed to be finding 
it there. To be finding it still there. 

The woman picked up the marble, rolled it over and over in her 
hand, reveling in its simple beauty. Then she pocketed it, lay down 
on the bench, and fell fast asleep in the sunshine. Half an afternoon 
later, the eyes of a Metropolitan police officer, patrolling through 
the park, fell upon the old woman lying there, terribly still. Fearing 
the worst, he walked sadly but determinedly over towards the 
bench. 

Police Constable Greg Price hated this part of the job more than 
any other. Here we were in 21st century London, a global city 
crammed with tens of thousands of empty houses and empty 
apartments, and meanwhile, little old ladies were living, and dying, 
on park benches. But thankfully that was not the case on this 
occasion. Leaning over the back of the bench, PC Price realized 
immediately that he was mistaken and that the old lady was not 
dead at all, just resting. Resting very peacefully. Beautifully even.

As he looked down at her, he was intrigued, to say the least: it was



not so much the way this homeless lady was perfectly made up, 
or that she had not a single hair out of place. Something else set 
this woman apart from all the usual individuals that filled Greg’s 
London days. It was the feint yet definite smile, the look of peace, 
that played across her face as she slept. Greg had never seen such 
contentment, especially not from someone sleeping rough. 

Just then the woman stirred, sat up and gave a little stretch, not 
noticing the policeman standing behind the bench. Greg broke 
cover. “Evening my dear. Are you okay?” he asked.

The woman smiled broadly and replied “Oh, why yes, thank you



so much...how kind of you to ask.” 

PC Price continued. “I’m sorry to disturb you ma’am: I was a little 
worried for you at first. Do you mind if I take some details? May 
I sit?”

The old lady positively beamed at the prospect: “Oh yes of course, 
please do. Be my guest!” 

Greg Price lapsed into professional mode, but it wouldn’t last long: 
“Name first please,” he asked.

“Of course. My name is Buchanan. Pearl Buchanan....and yours?”
 
In all his years Greg had never been asked the same question back, 
and so felt somewhat wrong-footed: “Oh...erm...Greg. I mean. 
Constable Price.” He shook his head and couldn’t help but smile. 
“Address?” 

Pearl smiled straight at him. “Oh, well now, let me see. Am I 
allowed to say “Right Here?”
 
Constable Greg Price looked up from his police notebook with



compassion in his eyes, quietly stunned that this lovely, polite, 
eloquent old lady appeared to be completely content with the fact 
that her home was a wooden-slatted park bench, come shine, as 
now, or come rain, which was forecast for later. 

After a few seconds Constable Price caught the fact that he was 
staring and quickly looked back down, noting “NFA” …“No 
Fixed Abode” with his pen. He noted the date, time, location and 
a few other quick observations, closed his book, and then stood 
to leave. The whole time he was going about his police business, 
Pearl Buchanan was silently watching his every move, with the 
same tranquil smile and twinkling eyes.

“Right, well, as long as you’re okay Pearl. I’ll be off,” said Greg. 
“You know how it is: criminals to catch, doughnuts to devour.”

“There is just one thing before I go” he continued. “I hope you 
don’t mind me asking but, well, there’s something about you that I 
can’t put my finger on. You look....happy.” 

Pearl now aimed an even warmer smile at Constable Price. She 
reached into the deep right- hand pocket of her overcoat and held 
out to him the small white marble.



“This is for you dear,” she said. 

Greg, for the second time today, was taken aback: “Oh...erm...
thanks...Pearl...it’s lovely.”

Constable Price looked more closely at the tiny engraving of 
blackset so painstakingly against the white of the marble.

“This inscription...?” he said, “...who’s Matthew? ...and what are 
these numbers?” 

Pearl Buchanan now reached into the left-hand pocket of her 
overcoat and handed Constable Price a well-worn leather-bound 
book held together by a brown leather lace. She turned to a page 
near the back, marked by what Constable Price thought was 
simply a bookmark, but very quickly he realized that it was a very 
old photograph. Pearl held the photograph out for him to take and 
look.“This man was my great grandfather” said Pearl. “He was a 
man by the name of C.T. Studd: a very famous sportsman in his 
day. One of the first great cricket legends; he was extremely well 
educated and very wealthy, but he gave it all up. All of the fame, all 
of the acclaim, all of the money. I never understood it when I was 
told about him, growing up. But I did find out for myself, quite



late in life sadly, that my great grandfather was absolutely right all 
along. Please: read what it says here, on the back...” 

Greg started to read the back from the back of the old photograph: 
“To my darling daughter Grace....” Pearl 
interjected: “Grace was my granny.” 

Greg nodded thoughtfully, then 
continued: “I pray that you will always 
remember what I have come to know: 
that cricket would not last, and honour 
would not last, and nothing in this world 
would last, but it was worthwhile living for the world to come. If 
Jesus Christ be God and died for me, then no sacrifice can be too 
great for me to make for Him. Matthew 13:45-46.” 

“...Wait...that’s what’s written on the marble....?”

Pearl smiled: “That’s right my dear: Matthew 13:45-46.....Jesus 
said the kingdom of heaven is like a merchant looking for fine 
pearls. When he found one of great value, he went away and sold 
everything he had and bought it. That’s what my great grandfather 
did. He gave away every penny of his inheritance and spent his



whole life in China, in India and in Africa, caring for people, 
telling them that they could know the love of God through Jesus; 
opening up to them the very meaning of life.” 

Greg looked simultaneously inspired and wistful. There was a long 
pause as he struggled with his next words. “It’s an amazing story, 
Pearl, it really is” he said. “I just don’t know about caring for other 
people like that. I know I’m a public servant and all, but if I’m 
honest I’m struggling to work things out even for myself.” 

What then followed was much to Pearl’s surprise and pleasure. 
Over the next ten minutes, Police Officer Greg Price proceeded 
to pour out his soul to this homeless old woman who, up until very 
recently, had been, at best, just another wandering stranger, and at 
worst, a body to be dealt with, with no- one to mourn her passing. 

In Pearl’s gentle, caring presence, Greg found the truth tumbling 
out of him: about how money worries had driven a wedge between 
him and his wife Jill….about how stupid he’d been in trying to 
gamble his way back into the black, only leading them into more 
debt...about how he was now pulling so much overtime that he 
hardly saw his three children, only to shout at them for waking 
him after yet another nightshift.



As he spoke, tears welled in Pearl’s eyes, but the smile never left 
her face. When he had finished, she took a big breath, paused and 
responded: “Greg, my dear, you just need to hear three things. 
Number 1: Jesus is God. Number 2: His love for you is greater 
than you could ever imagine and his forgiveness is greater than 
you could ever comprehend. Number 3: Life begins when you turn 
to him.” 

Clearly moved by all that Pearl had just said, PC Price rubbed 
his forehead and looked down at the ground between his 
feet, embarrassed at the force of the emotions welling up so 
unexpectedly within him. Eager to stem the flow of tears fast upon 
him, he stood, and seeking to give something back to her for all 
of her kindness, he told Pearl that she could stay where she was 
for the night, although it was against Royal Park rules. Greg then 
promised Pearl that he would try to find her a nice place to stay 
through the local homeless agencies and he gave his word that he 
would be back again at first light when the park re-opened at 6am. 
He shook Pearl warmly by the hand, thanked her for the marble 
and her kind words, and headed for the park gates.

Pearl sat and watched him leave, and smiled knowingly, and closed 
her eyes to pray for Greg Price, his wife Jill, and their three little



children. And then, her prayer complete Pearl Buchanan pulled 
a small notepad from her handbag, slipped the pencil from the 
elastic and began to write. 

The next morning, Greg arrived precisely at 6am, just as he had 
promised. In his hands, he held two overpriced coffees and a paper 
bag filled with breakfast pastries. 

But, as he approached the bench, he realized that Pearl was 
nowhere to be seen. There was just a small note, addressed to “PC 
Greg Price”, propped up against the back of the bench. 

Greg looked around for her, but to no avail. Pearl Buchanan was 
gone. 

Greg sat down on the bench, opened her note, and began to read:

Dear Greg, 
It was so lovely to meet you yesterday. I very much enjoyed chatting with you 
and I do so hope and pray that things will begin to get a little easier for you, 
and your lovely family, in the not too distant future. I know it may seem odd 
to you right now, but can I ask you this: don’t dismiss the idea that God loves 
you, Greg, and that he has a wonderful plan for the rest of your life. All of the 





riches of Heaven are there for you in Jesus, Greg. All that is required is that 
you shift your focus just a little, and look at Him, not yourself. And by way 
of an encouragement that what I say is true, please would you look behind 
the front right leg of this bench?

Greg, puzzled by the note and still looking around for Pearl, stood 
and stooped and looked around the leg of the bench. Finding a 
small, neat package of blue cloth he unwrapped it and realized, 
shocked, that he was now holding a very large, very heavy and 
very real pearl. 

He went back to Pearl’s note: 

This is a little something for you, and for Jill, and your children. The story 
Jesus tells is called “The Pearl of Great Price”. Well, you need to know that 
what you are holding in your hand right now is indeed extremely valuable. 
It represents everything I have ever owned. It was mine, and now it is yours. 
In giving you this I am following the example of my great grandfather, in 
giving everything away, and I have to tell you that I have never been happier 
than I am right now! I have been looking for some time for the right person 
to bless with this, and I know that person is you.



I am laughing as I write this, because God has such a lovely sense of 
humour: I have just remembered what your name is, and realized that this 
is now “The Pearl of Greg Price!” Please sell it to relieve all your financial 
worries and start afresh. It’s just a pearl, after all. Never forget though, that 
Jesus is the great prize, Greg, the great pearl to give your life for. God cares 
for you; all you need to do is trust Him, and give Him all that you have and 
all that you are. That is where life begins! 

Let me close with the words of a hymn that I love so very dearly....I believe 
it says it all: 

That Pearl of great price! have you found it?
Is the Saviour supreme in your love? 
O consider it well, ‘ere you answer, 
As you hope for a welcome above. 
Have you given up all for this Treasure?  
Have you counted past gains as but loss? 
Has your trust in yourself and your merits 
Come to naught before Christ and His cross?

With my sincerest love and prayers, Pearl Buchanan 

Greg finished reading the letter, folded it carefully, and put it in his



pocket. Cradling the 
beautiful pearl, he pressed 
his hands together  around 
it, lifted his eyes to the 
sky and mouthed a silent 
prayer. 

And then, as a smile spread 
across his face, the worried 
frown that he had been 
wearing for many, many 
months simply faded away. 

Greg stood, breathed deep, 
and stepped into the new 
day, a new man. 
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