
MAY/JUNE  2006 

God 

Ways 

of 



2  TIMES OF RESTORATION       MAY/JUNE  2006 

 

STATEMENT OF PURPOSE 
 

TIMES OF RESTORATION proclaims 
the glad news that the “restoration of 
all things” promised in the books of 
Matthew and Acts is under way. We 
are now living in the climactic times 
“whereof God spake by the mouth of 
His holy prophets that have been from 
of old” (Acts 3:21). The Christianity of 
the Early Church with its intense reali-
ty with God, its fervent love for Christ, 
its expectancy of His return, and its 
absolute submission to the Holy Spirit 
has been restored. The return of Je-
sus Christ is imminent, and it is our 
privilege to prepare the way of the 
Lord by practicing now the way of life 
that will prevail during the Millennium. 

This publication aims to define 
and encourage that way of life, as 
understood by the Christian move-
ment known as The Kingdom. (A 
Statement of Faith is available upon 
request.) It is a humble and holy way, 
based on practice of the whole Bible 
and an acute responsiveness to the 
leadings of the Holy Spirit. Our prayer 
is that the paper will strengthen, chal-
lenge and edify all earnest Christians. 

TIMES OF RESTORATION (ISSN 
0740-9680) is published six times a 
year by The Kingdom Christian Minis-
tries, Dublin, NH 03444. Yearly mate-
rial costs are $7.00. Donations are 
accepted, but subscriptions are free 
by writing to The Kingdom Christian 
Ministries, 18 Fairwood Dr., Dublin, 
NH 03444-8320. Scripture quotations 
are usually from the American Stand-
ard Version. 
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The Ways of God, 

Part 3 
 

“Show me now Thy ways.”  

—Moses, the Man of God, Exodus 33:13 
 

Last issue‘s window into the ―ways of God‖ included 

thoughts from a former pastor regarding the currently unu-

sual vehicle of prophetic ministry. And a mature woman of 

faith shared God‘s mysterious ways in bringing her back 

from the wilderness. The long and short of it is that He is 

on our side, and in His mercy He‘s going to see that His 

ways replace ours. 

In a way, we could say that they were looking at 

God‘s Purposes or goals—to teach, to re-shape, and to con-

form us to His will. That‘s certainly part of the mine of 

wealth contained in Moses‘ prayer. The term also contains 

the idea of God‘s Methods. How does He operate in the 

individual heart, and for His people as a group? How does 

He go about accomplishing His purposes for us? That‘s 

what we‘re continuing to explore in these pages. 

One of our writers draws some intriguing analogies 

between the ways of a master craftsman, and the Master 

Craftsman of our lives. We find that the ―ways‖ which 

prove most satisfying and successful for us turn out to be 

the very same ways He is working in us. Another describes 

the ―W‖ words: ―worship‖ and ―warfare‖—two comple-

mentary tactics by which we are brought into harmony with 

His ways. 

Thus God opens up His riches at His own discretion. 

Let‘s see what He‘s teaching us through these folks, and 

let‘s hold fast to His ways.                                                   
—Editor 
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H OW many times have 

you thought, while 

watching a real profes-

sional in action, ―He makes it look 

so easy!‖? In any superb perfor-

mance or creation there is such an 

absence of wasted effort that what 

we see is a masterful presentation 

of the way it‘s supposed to be 

done. What is not obvious is the 

often agonizing training—the repe-

titious hours of the basics and fun-

damentals—the ―prep work.‖ It all 

pays off in the flawless presenta-

tion of athletic event, craftsman-

ship, or art because the detractions 

to perfection have been removed. 

The human brain is designed to 

recognize the first thing that is 

―off,‖ or different from, the pattern 

or the whole—that one snag in an 

otherwise perfect fabric, that one 

skip in the paint job, that one hesi-

tation in an ice skater‘s routine. 

I recently finished the memoirs 

of James Michener whose writing I 

greatly admire. His life was full of 

adventure and travel and unusual 

experiences, but he had established 

some rock-solid principles for the 

way he conducted himself. He was 

disciplined. He established person-

al routines, attitudes about money, 

and responses to opportunity and 

adversity. And it all contributed to 

his ability to tell a story that takes 

the reader to a historical time and 

place in a very realistic way. For 

example, he always made a point 

of studying the climate and the 

geography of places he was going 

to write about, noting anything that 

might affect the outlook and atti-

tude of his characters. He not only 

had a way of writing, but he had a 

―way‖ that made him a good writ-

er. 

I like to think of the ―Ways of 

God‖ in this manner. One defini-

tion of ―way‖ is ―characteristic or 

usual behavior.‖ Another is, ―Not 

only a preferred method but a 

proven method.‖ Now I really get 

excited. ―Method‖ can be de-

scribed as, ―procedure, technique, 

or planned way of doing some-

thing, an order or system … ar-

rangement … sequence.‖ 

Many methods in human en-

deavor are named for the person 

who developed that method and 

taught others accordingly. Alt-

hough not all who established 

good methods are known as mas-

ters in their field, this is one char-

acteristic of a Master—he has a 

method or a ―way.‖ He is eminent-

ly skilled and qualified to teach an 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Master 
 

by Alouette Anderson, McDonough, Georgia 
 

The Lord of all creation exercises the finest 
craftsmanship—in nature and in our lives. 

 

“This is one 

characteristic of a 

Master—he has a 

method or a „way.‟” 
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apprentice. He has developed a 

masterpiece, an example of fine 

skill and excellence, from which 

copies are often made. It is a work 

of art; the quality, production, and 

expression in its realm of beauty is 

more than ordinary in significance. 

Above all stands Jesus as The 

Master Workman, The Master, 

who establishes His ―way.‖ On 

everything He does is His 

―signature,‖ the distinctive charac-

teristic by which His work can be 

recognized. ―Righteous and true 

are all His ways‖; they are past 

―tracing out‖ and ―higher‖ than 

man‘s. In the realm of what He 

does and how He does it, the most 

profound human accomplishment 

is but a reflection or imitation of 

His Way. Whenever we see excel-

lence or beauty in man‘s work, it is 

right to recognize the ―way‖ it was 

done, but of course God gets the 

ultimate glory. For man, even at 

his best, is His creature. 

As we seek to learn from the 

True Master, we can notice a lot of 

the elements of excellence around 

us—―ways‖ to do our life-task 

well. Good practice means devel-

oping good habits—not carelessly 

doing it wrong one more time, but 

doing it right again and again until 

that‘s the ―way‖ you do it. In eve-

rything we do, and even in what 

we say and how we say it, there is 

an excellent ―way.‖ To an Olympic

-class athlete, all the details of 

style, hand position, timing, angle, 

and approach speed are important. 

Even in the task of sewing, we 

learn from our mother that the 

most important stitch is the rip-

stitch—take it apart and re-do it 

right. The master plumber or elec-

trician is not satisfied with func-

tionality fraught with sloppy 

shortcuts. When you see his work, 

it is neat and it looks well planned, 

efficient. The builder knows that 

right from the beginning, every-

thing not plumb, level, and square 

will be a constant headache later 

on—in need of continual tweaking 

and compensating. The fine wood-

worker is well acquainted with 

sandpaper, nailset, and filler. The 

painter knows that the prep work is 

critical—the scraping, sanding, 

caulking, and priming. The quality 

of the brush and material are im-

portant too, but a good painter has 

a good method or ―way.‖ I once 

heard a very skilled painter offer-

ing pointers in painting raised pan-

els to a companion painter. The 

underling‘s response was, ―You 

don‘t need to show me how to 

paint; I belong to the Painters‘ Un-

ion.‖ Pitiful—his work was con-

sistently inferior! 

We know the names of many 

artists, musicians, and craftsmen 

because of their ―way.‖ The works 

of the best silversmiths and gold-

smiths are recognized by their 

unique quality. The Stradivar fami-

ly enriched the culture of the world 

by their commitment to producing 

the finest musical instruments possi-

ble from the finest materials avail-

able, and the Stradivarius is yet the 

standard of the way a violin is 

made. Most of us know the name 

Andretti because of the way he 

could drive on the race track. No 

doubt a lot of natural ability was 

involved, but there was a commit-

ment to learning and improving all 

the details as well. I thought of this 

recently while a passenger in a 

little car ―driven‖ by my 10-year-

old granddaughter at an amuse-

ment park. At first, thinking she 

might be interested in learning to 

be a good driver, I tried coaching 

her in not oversteering, especially 

coming out of a curve but it soon 

became apparent that she thought 

she was a good driver and that her 

―way‖ was just fine, so I enjoyed 

the rest of the ―drive,‖ laughing 

myself to tears as we bounced 

around the course from one curb to 

the other. 

We can contrast or compare 

the ―way‖ (or style) of many mas-

ters because of aspects of their 

work that differ from each other. 

Van Gogh is not Monet; Beetho-

ven is not Bizet, nor is Rossini a 

Strauss. Their commonality is in 

their commitment to the founda-

tional principals of good art and 

music. Their unique ―way‖ is what 

they built with the basics well in 

hand. 

And so with us: if we accept 

Jesus as The Master, then let‘s ob-

serve His ways and learn how He 

does it: the best way—always. 

Then our lives will be excellent 

renditions, as befits His apprentices. 

Develop good ―ways‖ in every-

thing you do—just as He does!    

Alouette and her husband Joseph, 
life-long disciples of the Master, have 
practiced these principles, working 
together as a team of craftsmen in 
designing, building, remodeling, wir-
ing, plumbing, painting, decorating, 
and creating fine living spaces for 
appreciative clients. 

 

“If we accept 

Jesus as The 

Master, then let‟s 

observe His ways 

and learn how He 

does it: the best 

way—always.” 
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D O any of you re-

member your first 

crush? I do. I was in 

kindergarten, and I 

used to sit next to a girl (named 

Anna Hill, if I remember correctly) 

on the bus as I went to school. I 

recall one day I had a huge carrot 

that I was bringing in for ―Show 

and Tell‖ (don‘t laugh, it‘s not po-

lite, but the thing was enormous), 

and a percentage of the carrot nev-

er made it to school. My new 

friend and I ate it, sitting next to 

each other, gazing wistfully into 

each other‘s eyes and gnawing our 

communal vegetable. 

That experience still makes me 

smile, partly because of the sheer 

ridiculousness of it, and partly be-

cause it‘s a reminder of how pas-

sionately God loves me. It is amaz-

ing to me that God could love us 

(as individuals) so much that He 

sent His Son to die on a cross so 

that we could spend eternity with 

Him. I have no difficulty (at times) 

imagining His pleasure when we 

each make a good decision, and 

His sorrow when we don‘t get it 

right. It is comforting to know that 

God does not make mistakes, even 

when the circumstances that we 

find ourselves in seem incompre-

hensible to us. It is overwhelming 

to realize that God, Himself, is 

cheering for us as we navigate the 

waters we call life. 

I have been pondering what 

the appropriate response to God‘s 

love is. I‘m not convinced that I 

know everything about it, but it 

seems that loving God back can be 

broken down into two categories: 

worship and warfare. Worship can 

be defined simply as giving God 

His proper place, and warfare can 

be defined as hating what God 

hates. 

I don‘t think it‘s too strong to 

say that anything we do—whether 

going to work, buying groceries, or 

weeding the garden—can be an act 

of worship to God. Seemingly 

mundane chores can become 

meaningful when everything is 

done to the glory of God. Of 

course that‘s easy to say and diffi-

cult to remember—and perhaps 

even harder to do. 

Some of the best examples of 

true worship can be found in the 

Psalms. Quite frequently David 

would be in trouble, and the tone 

of his song would be something to 

this effect: 1) My foes are about to 

do me in, 2) God can deliver me 

from my enemies, 3) I entrust the 

situation to Him. David was able 

to talk himself out of discourage-

ment by reflecting on the goodness 

of God. 

Not only does our perspective 

change when we worship God, but 

sometimes circumstances can 

change as well. In 2 Chronicles 

20:21–22, Ammonites, Moabites, 

and others were coming to battle 

against Israel. But King Jehosha-

phat assembled the people togeth-

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Worship and 
          Warfare 

 
by J. Nathaniel Brown, Stockbridge, Georgia 

 

He accomplishes His will by calling us to align our ways with His 
in praise and faithful warfare. 

“Worship can be 

defined simply as 

giving God His 

proper place.” 
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er, ―and appointed them that 

should sing unto Jehovah, and give 

praise in holy array, as they went 

out before the army, and say, Give 

thanks unto Jehovah; for His lov-

ingkindness endureth for ever. 

And when they began to sing and 

to praise, Jehovah set liers-in-wait 

against the children of Ammon, 

Moab, and mount Seir, that were 

come against Judah; and they were 

smitten‖ [Emphasis mine]. 

I‘m sure it took a fair amount 

of intestinal fortitude to march be-

fore the army singing praises to 

God, but something about the pro-

cess of doing so moved God to 

change the situation. 

Worship may be the act of rec-

ognizing God for who He is and 

acknowledging our relationship to 

Him. Warfare, on the other hand, 

may be the act of bringing all 

that‘s in rebellion against God into 

submission. There is no greater 

need for warriors than at present, 

as evidenced by these words from 

Billy Graham: 

 

 We live in a perpetual bat-

tlefield … wars among the 

nations on earth are mere 

popgun affairs compared to 

the fierceness of battle in the 

spiritual unseen world. This 

invisible spiritual conflict is 

waged around us incessantly 

and unremittingly. Where the 

Lord works, Satan's forces 

hinder; where angel beings 

carry out divine directives, 

the devils rage. All this 

comes about because the 

powers of darkness press 

their counterattack to recap-

ture the ground held for the 

glory of God ... 

 Since the fall of Lucifer, 

that angel of light and son of 

the morning, there has been 

no respite in the bitter Battle 

of the Ages. Night and day, 

Lucifer, the master craftsman 

of the devices of darkness, 

labors to thwart God‘s plan 

of the ages. We can find in-

scribed on every page of hu-

man history the consequences 

of the evil brought to fruition 

by the powers of darkness 

with the devil in charge. Sa-

tan never yields an inch, nor 

does he ever pause in his op-

position to the plan of God to 

redeem the ‗cosmos‘ from his 

control. 

 

It can be fairly said that the 

devil has great passion to achieve 

his ends; it is my contention that 

he needs to be resisted with an 

equal and opposite passion. I do 

not mean to suggest that passion is 

the key ingredient in thwarting the 

enemy; we know we can do noth-

ing in our own strength. Jesus died 

to give us complete victory, and it 

is in His strength alone that we are 

able to contend against the attack 

of the enemy. But it is clear that 

there‘s a battle going on, and we 

are called to be participants. 

The next thing to remember is 

that the outcome is certain. As I 

mentioned previously, Jesus won 

the war at Calvary, and Satan is 

doomed to eternal punishment. As 

believers, we as individuals are 

promised victory over Satan, but 

we do have a responsibility to 

―stand against the wiles of the dev-

il,‖ as Paul teaches in Ephesians 6. 

Satan has been called the ―Great 

Deceiver‖ which suggests that his 

primary stock in trade is lies, de-

ceptions, and half truths, all lead-

ing to doubt, discouragement and 

backward thinking. Whatever the 

means of attack, we have weapons 

that are ―mighty to the casting 

down of strongholds.‖ 

This battle is certainly not 

merely physical. Guns, bombs, and 

knives are going to be useless. Our 

weapons are spiritual in nature and 

can be used in the spiritual realm 

with devastating effect. 

Some of the weapons that we 

have been given include: 

 

The name of Jesus— 

―Wherefore also God highly 

exalted him, and gave unto him the 

name which is above every name; 

that in the name of Jesus every 

knee should bow, of things in 

heaven and things on earth and 

things under the earth, and that 

every tongue should confess that 

Jesus Christ is Lord, to the glory of 

God the Father‖ Philippians 2:9–11. 

 

The blood of Jesus and the word 

of our testimony— 

―The accuser of our brethren is 

cast down, who accuseth them be-

fore our God day and night. And 

they overcame him because of the 

blood of the Lamb, and because of 

the word of their testimony; and 

they loved not their life even unto 

death‖ Revelation 12:10–11. 

 

The Word of God— 

When tempted in the wilder-

ness, Jesus responded by declaring, 

―It is written!‖ Matthew 4:4. 

 

These very weapons, along 

with the armor of God, are at the 

disposal of every believer, for eve-

ry occasion. Using them effective-

 

“It is clear that 

there is a battle 

going on, and 

we are called 

to be 

participants.” 
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ly equips us as trained war-riors, 

and through such indomitable 

folks, God accomplishes His ways 

both in us and through us. 

Training is the key, and so is a 

godly zeal. Both appeared to per-

fection in the recently concluded 

Winter Olympics. I watched a few 

of the events, and several times 

each evening I would see the motto 

for the 2006 Winter Olympics: 

―Passion Lives Here.‖ That‘s zeal. 

And I am impressed by the self-

denial evidenced by a training 

schedule that pretty much pre-

cludes everything else. That‘s 

training. 

I was intrigued, for instance, 

by Joey Cheek‘s comments after 

winning the gold medal in 500 me-

ter speed skating: ―I love what I 

do; it‘s great fun, but honestly, it‘s 

a pretty ridiculous thing, I skate 

around in tights … I‘ve trained my 

whole life for this.‖ What impress-

es me the most, perhaps, is that the 

last few years of training probably 

centered around his coach saying 

something like, ―Well, if you do 

that just a little bit differently, you 

should be able to shave a tenth of a 

second off your start time,‖ and 

then Joey would go out and prac-

tice over and over and over until he 

had corrected whatever might have 

prevented him from going as fast 

as he possibly could. 

If these athletes were willing 

to dedicate their lives to being 

fractionally better than their oppo-

nents, what sacrifices are we will-

ing to make in serving the King of 

kings and Lord of lords? Whether 

we are warring or worshiping, let 

us each be vigilant to ―redeem the 

time‖ and be actively advancing 

the ways of God‘s Kingdom on 

earth by faith. We can‘t afford to 

be neutral!                                     

Graduates of Fairwood Bible 
Institute, Nate and his wife Penny 
have recently moved to Georgia where 
they actively support the ministry at 
Open Door Chapel. 

 

 

 

 

 

    Faith 
I will not doubt, though all my ships at sea 

Come drifting home with broken masts and sails; 

I will believe the Hand which never fails, 

From seeming evil worketh good for me. 

And though I weep because those sails are tattered, 

Still will I cry, while my best hopes lie shattered: 

 “I trust in Thee.” 

I will not doubt, though all my prayers return 

Unanswered from the still, white realm above; 

I will believe it is an all-wise love 

which has refused these things for which I yearn; 

And though at times I cannot keep from grieving, 

Yet the pure ardor of my fixed believing 

 Undimmed shall burn. 

I will not doubt, though sorrows fall like rain, 

And troubles swarm like bees about a hive; 

I will believe the heights for which I strive 

Are only reached by anguish and by pain; 

And though I groan and writhe beneath my crosses, 

I yet shall see through my severest losses 

 The greater gain. 

I will not doubt. Well anchored is this faith, 

Like some staunch ship, my soul braves every gale; 

So strong its courage that it will not quail 

To breast the mighty unknown sea of death. 

O may I cry, though body parts with spirit, 

“I do not doubt,” so listening worlds may hear it, 

 With my last breath. 

       —Author Unknown. 

Found among the papers of Mrs. John D. Fuller, 
formerly Grace E. Hughey. 
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RIOTS IN NIGERIA KILL DOZENS 

Riots in Maiduguri in the Northern Nigerian state 

of Borno last February left as many as 58 people dead, 

most of them Christians. As Muslims demonstrated 

against the Mohammed cartoons first published in 

Denmark, they turned their anger toward local Chris-

tians. Similar demonstrations in the city of Katsina left 

at least one dead and several injured. 

Also in February, other riots erupted in the city of 

Bauchi, unconnected to the Danish cartoons. They be-

gan after a teacher tried to confiscate a Quran from a 

student who was reading in class. Word got out alleg-

ing that the teacher had desecrated the Quran. Muslim 

youths retaliated by setting fire to two churches and to 

several vehicles in the streets. 

Pray that the Lord will enable those in authority to 

stop the violence and that Christian young people will 

learn not to respond to violence with violence, but 

with the attitude of Jesus (1 Peter 2:21–23). Ask the 

Lord to bring comfort and peace to those who have 

lost loved ones in these and similar attacks. 
—Voice of the Martyrs Newsletter 

 

CHRISTIAN INSTITUTIONS IN PAKISTAN 
ATTACKED IN VIOLENCE OVER CARTOONS 

Violent protests in Pakistan against the cartoons 

tended to center on businesses and institutions of west-

ern origin, but local Christians were also targeted. On 

February 13, Muslim college students and Islamic mil-

itants vandalized the missionary-run Edward‘s College 

in Peshawar by smashing windows in various build-

ings. 

Pray for our brothers and sisters in Pakistan and 

around the world as they face such senseless and op-

portunistic violence. Pray that their response will put 

to silence the ignorance of foolish men. 
—Voice of the Martyrs Persecution and 

Prayer Alert, Canada, February 22 
 

CHINA 

More than two years ago, when Chinese house 

church historian Zhang Yinan applied for a passport in 

order to attend a prayer breakfast in Washington this 

month, police surrounded his house and followed his 

wife to the hospital where she works as a nurse. 

Zhang, 50, was arrested in September, 2003, and im-

prisoned for two years on charges of ―attempting to 

subvert the national government.‖ He was released in 

September of 2005, but the Lushan County Police Bu-

reau retained his personal documents including his 

identity card, making it impossible to travel. Police in 

Henan used Zhang‘s personal prayer journal as evi-

dence to accuse him of trying to overthrow the Gov-

ernment. 

Pray that Zhang will hold fast his faith and witness 

to the Lordship of Jesus Christ. And pray that God will 

give Zhang the spirit of love toward the officials who 

are harassing Him. 

 

 
INDIA 

In a recent incident, two Gospel for India (GFA) 

missionaries in Haryana were attacked as they were 

showing the Man of Mercy film about Jesus. More 

than 200 villagers had gathered to watch the film in 

the courtyard of a believer when a group of young 

Hindu militants attacked and started beating the mis-

sionaries. William, one of the missionaries, is the Pas-

tor of a believers‘ church, and Eno, the other, works in 

the Gospel for Asia film ministry. Some of those 

watching the film tried to rescue the believers, but 

they, too, were cruelly beaten. All across India, Hindu 

radicals are openly attacking Christians, and the situa-

tion is getting more and more difficult. 

Pray that God‘s love will touch those who are 

spreading the darkness of hate over the nation of India, 

and let‘s pray that the Holy Spirit will move through-

out India to break the spiritual bondage of Hinduism. 

Islam is not the only hostile religion out there.            
—Gospel for Asia Newsletter 

 
—Compiled by Therrill E. Morgan 

Wesley Chapel, Florida 

 

“The Field Is the World” 
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Love and Respect: 
the Love She Most Desires, 
the Respect He Desperately Needs 

 

by Emerson Eggerichs 

Integrity Publishers, 2004 
 

L AST year I was browsing 

through my local library‘s display 

of new audio books, and the title 

Love and Respect caught my eye. I 

hadn‘t heard of the author, but the 

content summary on the outside of 

the case was intriguing. Imagine 

my surprise when I started listen-

ing to it in the car and discovered 

that the material was explicitly 

Christian! In spite of the fact that 

my sessions were rather disjointed 

(because I mostly listened while 

driving), I was so impressed when 

I finished that I went out and 

bought the book so I could loan it 

to my friends. I was even more 

impressed by the material when I 

got around to reading the book 

myself recently, since I had missed 

a lot of detail the first time around. 

Love and Respect is a ―Focus 

on the Family Book‖ published in 

2004. Although it shares certain 

themes with other Christian books 

on marriage—most notably the 

fact that husbands are called to 

love their wives unconditionally—

it claims (with justification, I 

think) to add a new element to the 

literature by emphasizing that 

wives are called to give their hus-

bands ―unconditional respect.‖ 

Eggerichs realizes how controver-

sial this concept is in the feminized 

secular culture, but has found that 

even Bible believing Christians are 

likely to say that ―respect has to be 

earned.‖ Much of what sets this 

book apart comes from his ability 

to answer the skeptical reactions to 

―unconditional respect‖ he has 

encountered since Love and Re-

spect Ministries became his full-

time job in 1999. (Before that he 

was the senior pastor of a success-

ful church for many years.) 

The multifaceted concepts of 

unconditional love and uncondi-

tional respect are fleshed out in 

creative and insightful ways 

throughout the book, but one of the 

most helpful general insights 

comes in one of the introductory 

chapters when Eggerichs suggests 

that God created women in general 

to be ―hard-wired‖ to love uncon-

ditionally, but knows they must be 

commanded to show respect, while 

men naturally understand the prin-

ciples of respect and must be com-

manded to learn how to love. 

Although the book is full of 

skillfully applied Scripture refer-

ences, its core principles all spring 

from one central verse, Ephesians 

5:33: ―Let each individual among 

you also love his wife even as 

himself; and let the wife see to it 

that she respect her husband.‖ 

Eggerichs relates how his prayers 

and meditations over that verse 

produced the insights which even-

tually resulted in ―the love and 

respect connection.‖ Using a varie-

ty of anecdotes from his own mar-

riage, and those of many people he 

has counseled, he focuses first on 

the negative aspect of the love and 

respect connection by describing 

―the crazy cycle.‖ This is the 

downward spiral which occurs 

when a wife reacts to a lack of love 

 

 

 

 

A New Way of Looking at It 
 

by Laura Brown, North Scituate, Rhode Island 

“Let each individual among you also love his 

wife even as himself; and let the wife see to it 

that she respect her husband.” 
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from her husband by behaving 

disrespectfully, or a husband reacts 

to a lack of respect by being un-

loving. These reactions create a 

self-perpetuating cycle which can 

be very difficult to break. When it 

is broken, however, by conscious 

efforts to choose respectful and 

loving attitudes and actions, the 

husband and wife can enjoy ―the 

energizing cycle,‖ which is de-

scribed in the second part of the 

book. This cycle can also be self-

perpetuating, because each partner 

often finds that obedience to God‘s 

commands results in getting back 

from the other exactly the behavior 

that was lacking before. 

In explaining the energizing 

cycle, the author offers practical 

suggestions which he has orga-

nized using two acronyms. Advice 

to husbands is offered in six chap-

ters explaining that women tend to 

spell love C-O-U-P-L-E (Closeness, 

Openness, Understanding, Peace-

making, Loyalty, and Esteem). For 

wives there are six chapters ex-

plaining that respect can be spelled 

C-H-A-I-R-S (Conquest, Hierarchy, 

Authority, Insight, Relationship, 

and Sexuality). As is often the case 

with acronyms, these seemed a bit 

contrived to me, and I sometimes 

took issue with the generalizations 

he makes in trying to flesh out 

these concepts. On the other hand, 

I also gained some valuable new 

insights from the discussion. 

The third part of the book 

deals with the possibility that even 

when one partner makes the 

changes God is calling for, the 

other partner cannot or will not 

respond in kind. Although this is 

the shortest section, I found it the 

most profound—Eggerichs allows 

for the sorrowful possibility that 

your spouse may never compre-

hend ―the love and respect connec-

tion,‖ but he also makes clear that 

you are still answerable to God for 

your response to Biblical truth. In 

the end, every act of service and 

love you perform as a Christian 

should be done ―as unto the Lord,‖ 

and the commands of Ephesians 

5:33 are no different. This reality 

is depicted by what he calls ―the 

rewarded cycle,‖ in which a hus-

band shows love as unto the Lord, 

regardless of whether his wife 

gives him the respect he longs for, 

and a wife shows respect as unto 

the Lord, regardless of whether her 

husband gives her the love she 

longs for. As is always the case 

when we die to self, such behavior 

will only receive its full reward in 

Heaven. 

Love and Respect shares 

themes with other books I have 

encountered. For instance, the 

discussion of how differently men 

and women perceive the same 

reality reminded me very much of 

Men Are From Mars, Women Are 

From Venus by John Gray. But 

Eggerichs creates an alternative 

word picture—instead of describ-

ing different planets, he suggests 

that men tend to use blue glasses 

and hearing aids, while women see 

and hear the world in pink. When 

he talks about the benefits often 

enjoyed by wives who choose to 

show respect to their husbands, I 

was reminded of the book The 

Surrendered Wife by Laura Doyle, 

although Doyle, a non-Christian, 

argues for respectful behavior as a 

calculated way for wives to make 

their own lives easier, while Eg-

gerichs speaks from the standpoint 

of God‘s truth, regardless of any 

benefits that might result. Finally, I 

found myself thinking often about 

The Five Love Languages, and 

speculating about how interesting 

it would be to have Gary Chapman 

and Emerson Eggerichs combine 

the principles of their books. 

My ―bottom line‖ opinion of 

Love and Respect is that I recom-

mend it highly, especially to 

younger couples. The Biblical 

principles outlined in this book 

seem very sound to me, and I think 

it would be an extremely valuable 

exercise for husband and wife to 

read the book together, or perhaps 

study it in a small group setting. 

For those who would like to learn 

more about Love and Respect 

Ministries, there is a website, 

www.loveandrespect.com, which 

provides ample information about 

resources and conferences. I have 

friends who attended a conference 

last fall and say they would highly 

recommend it to any couple, Chris-

tian or non-Christian. Regardless 

of how long you have been mar-

ried, I encourage you to prayerful-

ly consider whether God might be 

calling you to make changes in 

your marriage by taking a new 

approach to the principles of love 

and respect.                                   

Wife of Paul Brown, Pastor of 
Woodhaven Chapel, Laura is the 
mother of three grown children. Read-
ers may be interested to know that a 
Love and Respect conference is sched-
uled in Lancaster, Pennsylvania, on 
November 3 of this year. 

 

I encourage you to prayerfully consider whether 

God might be calling you to make changes 

in your marriage by taking a new approach 

to the principles of love and respect. 
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“W HEN Jesus 

compared 

us to sheep, 

it was no compliment.‖ 

Every once in a while I 

hear this expression, and 

I have been thinking 

about it more when dis-

cussing the book I‘ve 

been reading lately. 

About two years ago I 

received A Shepherd 

Looks at Psalm 23, by 

Phillip Keller, and I‘m 

just now starting to read 

it. I‘ve been feeling the 

need to read something 

spiritually insightful and 

uplifting as a break from 

college textbooks that 

don‘t seem to help too 

much with my daily spir-

itual walk. 

Reading through 

these chapters I can just 

visualize myself as a 

little ewe walking farther 

and farther away from 

the shepherd and getting 

myself tangled in a bush. 

Or I might even be cast 

down on my back, un-

able to get to my feet, all 

the while finding myself 

vulnerable to attack from 

the big bad coyotes, 

cougars, and vultures out 

there. Several aspects of 

Psalm 23 have opened up 

to me with the help of 

this book, and I‘ve found 

that Jesus, the Good 

Shepherd, has watched 

over me and run to my 

rescue over and over 

again through these past 

months as a freshman in 

college. 

“Yea, though I walk 

through the valley of the 

shadow of death, I will 

fear no evil; for thou art 

with me.‖ Keller pointed 

out that this verse in the 

middle of the psalm is a 

turning point for the 

psalmist, the point where 

the personal pronouns I 

and Thou come into 

place for the first time. 

Here is a more personal, 

comforting relationship 

between the shepherd 

and his sheep. 

I felt as if this verse 

described my first stage 

of college and life after 

graduating from Bible 

School. In fact two days 

after Bible School 

graduation, I was on my 

way to an algebra class 

in downtown Tampa, 

Florida. It‘s kind of a 

funny illustration, but 

when I read this verse I 

remembered that first 

day of class. After 

finding a place in the 

parking garage, I walked 

across the street, and 

there before me was a 

shortcut to the campus 

building I was seeking. It 

was actually an alleyway 

between two buildings 

with graffiti all over 

them, a grassy path with 

a few stones, piles of 

dirt, and broken glass 

scattered all the way 

along it. This is it, I 

thought. This is the 

pathway starting the new 

stage of my Christian 

walk, and the worst part 

of all, it leads to a math 

class. But no—―Though 

I walk through the valley 

of the shadow of death, I 

will fear no evil.‖ I was 

tempted to replace the 

word ―death‖ with the 

subject ―math‖—I think 

you get the drift. 

The point is that He 

was really with me. I was 

scared of that class. I 

have never been a big 

fan of the subject, and in 

High School I took the 

easiest math classes that 

would still allow me to 

graduate. I thought I 

would utterly fail this 

one, but by the end I was 

far from failing. It 

amazed me how much 

the Lord cared even in 

how we accomplish our 

homework. Going to 

class, I would actually 

ask the Holy Spirit each 

time to help me 

understand that day‘s 

lecture, and again going 

home from class I prayed 

the same thing with the 

homework. The alley no 

longer looked like a 

dreaded, dark valley that 

led to an unpleasant 

subject with a classroom 

full of people I couldn‘t 

relate to. I won‘t go so 

far as to say it was a 

walk in the park full of 

sunshine and palm trees, 

although there was a lot 

of that, but it was do-

able. I had nothing to 

fear because of His help. 

After this summer 

class, it was time to roll 

up my sleeves and jump 

into the fulltime student 

mode. ―Surely goodness 

and mercy shall follow 

me all the days of my 

life.‖ But before long I 

  

 

The Care 
of the 

Good Shepherd 
 

by Shay, Florida College, Tampa, Florida 
 

 

He doesn’t forsake even the 

Christian college student 
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honestly had to ask, 

―Will there be enough 

goodness and mercy to 

pull me through this busy 

college life?‖ Let me 

explain. 

In one way, I have it 

easy: The environment is 

good. I go to a pretty 

conservative Christian 

school, and you couldn‘t 

really ask for a better 

environment in this area. 

But still, it‘s not always 

easy. In fact sometimes I 

wish I could go to a sec-

ular school, because all 

the students at Florida 

College are of a certain 

Christian denomination, 

and they all seem very 

intertwined with each 

other in some form or 

fashion. I hadn‘t realized 

that the school was so 

―bubbled in.‖ It‘s a good 

thing I‘m a commuter 

student, so I don‘t get 

filled with different tra-

ditions and ways of do-

ing things. This has been 

harder than I would have 

thought. With my per-

sonality, it really gets to 

me for a majority of the 

time I‘m at school. Eve-

ryone has been to camp 

together. Everyone, in-

cluding teachers, goes to 

the same few churches. 

And here I am, this ran-

dom student running 

around, that seems to 

need to be ―converted.‖ 

―Where is your goodness 

and mercy Lord? Was 

this your plan for me? I 

think I must have taken a 

wrong turn somewhere.‖ 

But as I was reading, 

Phillip Keller brought 

this to light in his own 

experience. He writes 

how he would sometimes 

ask ―why,‖ and had 

times where he was 

―tempted to panic, to 

bolt, and to leave His 

care,‖ with the idea that 

he would be better off on 

his own. Then he testi-

fies that God never gave 

up on him and that God‘s 

goodness and mercy 

would eventually always 

come through. 

I could definitely 

relate to what he was 

writing. These last two 

semesters I have been 

through panic attacks in 

which I just wanted to 

run away from every-

thing. I was tempted to 

go to a secular school 

where at least I would 

know that it was okay to 

be different and set apart. 

But in the midst of my 

loneliness and confusion, 

the Holy Spirit reminded 

me over and over not to 

worry about how other 

people do this and that, 

and what they might 

think about me. It is Je-

sus Christ that I‘m fol-

lowing: ―What is that to 

thee? Follow thou Me.‖ 

What is it to me really? 

Why am I letting these 

little things pick at me so 

much that it discourages 

my faith in God? Is it 

really that important? 

No. Not at all. It is the 

thoughts of the Good 

Shepherd, and only the 

Good Shepherd, that I 

should be concerned about. 

So now that my heart 

and sight had been re-

tuned, what was I to do 

now? I felt as if my neg-

ative emotions and 

thoughts had outweighed 

good thoughts towards 

this school, and that this 

was being broadcast 

through my countenance 

without my realizing it. 

Not only had my 

thoughts and discourage-

ment put my faith in dan-

ger, but I was also being 

a stumbling block to the 

students around me. Kel-

ler related this situation 

to sheep. If they weren‘t 

taken care of, they could 

be very destructive and 

ruin the land they grazed 

on. ―Just as God‘s good-

ness and mercy flow to 

me all the days of my 

life,‖ he wrote, ―so good-

ness and mercy should 

follow me, should be left 

behind me, as a legacy to 

others, wherever I may 

go.‖ I came to realize 

that it was time to quit 

feeling sorry for myself 

and quit thinking I was 

better than everyone else 

and start showing these 

people that I‘m a child of 

God. My job was to help 

them in their own per-

sonal relationship with 

God by showing love, 

forgiveness, and help, in 

any way I could. 

With this attitude, 

the Lord has provided 

special fellowship and 

memories with some of 

the students. Many of 

them have asked about 

my church, and a few are 

planning to visit it one 

day. I have had many 

discussions with students 

about my values and how 

God has worked in my 

life. I have spoken with 

some who have never 

really known the Holy 

Spirit and His leading 

and friendship. As I 

learned in Bible School, 

what I want people to 

think when they look at 

me and the way I live my 

life is, ―Wow, what an 

awesome God she 

serves!‖ With God‘s 

grace and endless mercy, 

I will grow to live this 

attractive life and show 

others how good a Shep-

herd our Jesus really is. 

Shay is a recent gradu-
ate of Fairwood Bible Insti-

 

―Goodness and mercy 

should follow me, 

should be left behind me, 

as a legacy to others, 

wherever I may go.‖ 
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I 
N my last contribution, I 

wrote that an ―intercessor 

stands in another‘s place, 

feels his pain, and prays with 

a powerful combination of his 

friend‘s and God‘s perspectives. If 

he sees sin, he is responsible to 

confess it and cry for mercy! Let‘s 

cry for mercy for Israel, for the 

Palestinians, for Europe, and for 

ourselves.‖ 

But instinctively I feel that 

there is more, a better way, and I 

look around for it. Who can tell me 

how Jesus would take this news 

and these comments? The world, 

the flesh, and the devil are all ea-

ger to give me their take on Israel, 

but if I really want to get to the 

truth, listening to them would be as 

effective as metal-detecting with a 

bomb-sniffing dog. 

Of course the answer lies, as it 

always does, in humbly honoring 

the Holy Spirit and thoroughly 

searching the Scriptures. Wanting 

to view history and current events 

through the eyes of spiritual peo-

ple, I drew on the perspectives of 

early members of our fellowship 

who lived in and loved the Land, 

the thoughts of sojourner Hannah 

Hurnard, recollections of conversa-

tions with trusted friends in Israel, 

and an earnest article written by 

two Israeli believers, Ari and Shira 

Sorko-Ram (maozisrael.org). I‘m 

seeing glimmers now, enough to 

keep me on the quest for the truth. 

This spring, to be specific, I 

read an article—in the Jerusalem 

Post, no less—that unfavorably 

contrasted the dishonest practices 

used by religious Jews seeking to 

reclaim fellow Jews from Christi-

anity with the methods used by the 

Christians themselves to win Jews 

to Jesus. We‘ve found something 

that must be shared! Have the Jew-

ish people? An Orthodox man 

once asked me, ―Have you ever 

seen the Muslims sing and dance 

when they get together? When the 

Jews get together, we always sing 

and dance.‖ Yet he could not un-

derstand my suggestion that some-

day the Muslims, too, would have 

the joy of knowing the true God. I 

pray that they will, and that the 

Jews will have the joy of leading 

them to Him. 

Isaiah 26, especially with one 

key word left in its original He-

brew form, helps me to pray. 

 

In that day this song will be 

sung in the land of Judah: We 

have a strong city; He sets up 

Y’shua (salvation/ Jesus‘ He-

brew name) as walls and bul-

warks ...‖ 
 

My spirit within me earnestly 

seeks You, for when Your 

judgments are in the earth, 

the inhabitants of the world 

learn righteousness ... 
 

Oh Lord, in distress they 

sought You; they poured out 

a whispered prayer when 

Your discipline was upon 

them … We have accom-

plished no deliverance in the 

earth ... 
 

Come, My people, enter your 

chambers, and shut your 

doors behind you; hide your-

selves for a little while until 

the fury has passed by. For 

behold, the Lord is coming 

out of His place ... [and He 

will accomplish deliverance!] 

 

Will He? He has before. But 

has He in our day? 

A current and vital question, 

both for Jews and other Israelites, 

is this: Did God use Zionism (the 

return of the Jews to their Land) to 

fulfill prophecy, or should we still 

be looking for the Second Exodus 

(when they are prophesied to re-

Last November, Lisa A returned to Israel to continue her 
studies in Jerusalem. TIMES OF RESTORATION has asked her to 
contribute regularly to the “Beulah” page from her unique per-
spective living in the City. Here she draws on her growing ex-
perience to answer an important question: 

 

 

 

Why Pray for Israel? Part 2 
 

by Lisa A, Jerusalem, Israel 
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turn)? I see hints in Zechariah 

12:10 that Judah‘s return to Jerusa-

lem comes first, and then she 

mourns over her Savior. Yet Eze-

kiel 36:35 seems to indicate oppo-

site: ―In the day‖ that God cleanses 

Israel, the waste places will be re-

built, implying the return of her 

people after the purging of the 

Land. But wait: might there have 

been a specific ―day‖ when a wave 

of mighty faith made Israel clean 

in the heavenly realm, a cleanli-

ness later to be worked out on the 

ground—a day that set the whole 

reclamation of the Land in motion? 

Last summer, my sister and I 

were suddenly struck with a grand 

idea: why not unearth the century-

old photos of Israel that were lan-

guishing in our Bible School ar-

chives and catalogue them as part 

of a college assignment? We re-

membered how our parents had 

listened to an Israeli kibbutznik 

talk of the Israelis‘ dwindling hope 

in maintaining their connection to 

the Land. We dreamed of showing 

them pictures and saying, ―God 

loved you so much that He sent 

people here a hundred years ago to 

pray that you would come back to 

your land!‖ 

As I studied the history of the 

prayers behind those photos, I saw 

a quiet humble process that con-

nected the events in 1902 with 

those in 1948 in the same way that 

Daniel‘s closet-prayers connected 

with the proclamation of King Cy-

rus. This is one of the reasons that 

I believe that the present Israeli 

stewardship of the land is a legiti-

mate part of the fulfillment of 

prophecy: because some faithful, 

honest, Bible-filled saints were 

convinced in the Spirit that they 

were praying it into being. And 

now that we‘ve begun sharing the-

se photos, Jews and Christians 

alike are hungry to hear more sto-

ries like this. 

More importantly, it rings true 

because every time I‘ve visited 

Israel, I‘ve seen both Jews and 

Christians, hungry to hear the Sto-

ry of Jesus, the one who not only 

saves, but restores, rescues, shep-

herds, and gives victory and free-

dom. The one who is purity, the 

one who is truth, the one who 

adopts ―whosoever will‖ into His 

family. The one who changes par-

tial fulfillment of prophecy into a 

full-fledged homecoming for the 

prodigal son. 

So why do I pray for Israel? I 

admit, even with these truths, that I 

sometimes forget—until the faith-

ful Holy Spirit steps in. Last sum-

mer, while on the long plane trip 

home from a busy four months in 

Israel, I had one of those remind-

ers. I was watching a movie about 

two little boys who find a million 

dollars. One little boy imagines a 

long list of toys and treats that he 

will buy for himself with all that 

cash. The other little boy has a dif-

ferent dream. He sees himself and 

his family arriving in the middle of 

the desert in Africa. There, in the 

shimmering heat and the sand, his 

money has made a well, and there 

in the desert the Africans are danc-

ing and singing and throwing cool, 

glistening water everywhere in an 

utter abandonment of joy. I‘ve 

been in the desert, the blinding-

bright, moisture-sapping, rocky 

desert of Israel, and I know a little 

of what richness water is. What a 

millionaire I am—I have the 

Source of living water! And that‘s 

why I pray for Israel.                     

Lisa is studying at the University 
of the Holy Land, where she expects 
soon to qualify as a tour guide. 
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I N the book of Revelation, at the 

end of each of the letters to the 

churches, Jesus offers promises to 

those who overcome. Taking a closer 

look at these promises, I‘ve found 

great blessing. 

Several questions come to mind 

about them: What is an ―overcomer‖? 

What significance did a particular 

promise have for the original audi-

ence? What significance does this 

promise have to me today? But here 

I‘d like to consider just one of the 

promises—the one to the church in 

Pergamum: ―To him that overcometh, 

to him will I give of the hidden man-

na‖ (Revelation 2:17). 

A first-century Jew looking at this 

promise would probably think of the 

manna that God sent daily to feed His 

children in the wilderness. Consider 

the young nation of Israel, wandering 

in the desert: they needed food to eat. 

It is interesting to see how God ad-

dressed this need. It was entirely with-

in His power to provide more than one 

day‘s worth of food at a time, but if He 

had led them to a huge storehouse, 

they would have come to depend on 

that, instead of on Him. His method 

required them to get up each day, and 

gather only enough for that day. Those 

who disobeyed and gathered more 

found that hoarding was unprofitable. I 

believe that the promise in Revelation 

applies the historical event in a sym-

bolic way. 

With His promise to give us the 

―hidden manna,‖ God is offering us 

the opportunity to learn to trust in 

Him. We awake each morning with a 

need for God. When we go to Him, He 

gives one day‘s worth of strength, wis-

dom, endurance, and whatever else we 

will need. At the beginning of the next 

day, we must do the same, just as the 

children of Israel did. While it may be 

easy to think of this arrangement as 

God ―having us over a barrel,‖ there is 

a point to it. He is a God of relation-

ships, and He wants us to walk with 

Him and talk with Him every day. If 

everything were given far in advance 

of our need, we would be very likely 

to forget about Him long before our 

supply was exhausted. As it is, we are 

forced to go to Him daily for the gifts 

He gives, and if we allow it, we will 

soon find that the Giver is much great-

er than the gifts. 

Now, what is an ―overcomer‖? In 

the context of the hidden manna, part 

of the answer becomes evident. Being 

an overcomer means accepting the fact 

that God wants to meet us every morn-

ing, trusting that He will never fail us, 

and refusing to give in to the tempta-

tion to try to ―stock up‖ on His provi-

sion. As the Scripture says, ―This is 

the work of God, that ye believe.‖ If 

we overcome in this particular way, 

He will fulfill this particular promise. 

Not a single word of Scripture is 

wasted. Because of this, I‘ve asked 

myself why God would describe what 

He was offering as ―hidden‖ manna. 

Think of the children of Israel again: 

God fed them with manna, but it was 

anything but hidden. Why is it hidden 

now? 

First, the manna promised in Rev-

elation is meeting something other 

than a visible need. Our needs may be 

spiritual or emotional or in any other 

area that could be classified as hidden. 

No matter what they are, we are bank-

rupt without His daily provision. With-

out His strength, grace, and wisdom, 

we have no power against sin, discour-

agement, fear, anxiety, or despair. 

The second thought is that this 

manna needs to be sought, in contrast 

to Israel‘s manna, which could not be 

missed. Lamentations 3:22–25 adds 

light here: ―His compassions fail not, 

they are new every morning: great is 

thy faithfulness. Jehovah is my por-

tion, saith my soul; therefore will I 

hope in Him. Jehovah is good unto 

them that wait for Him, to the soul that 

seeketh Him.‖ The terms, ―every 

morning‖ and ―portion‖ remind us of 
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manna, don‘t they? God offers to meet 

us daily, and He Himself offers to be 

our ―portion.‖ Israel was instructed to 

gather what they needed for that day, 

and no more. God is our manna. 

The verbs in the last two verses 

suggest ways we can be overcomers: 

―Wait‖ for the Lord. ―Seek‖ Him. 

―Hope‖ and ―quietly wait‖ for His sal-

vation. Those are easy words to say, 

but are they things that we truly do? 

Are we trying to find something else 

to ―supplement‖ what God is offering 

us? Are we impatient, and unwilling to 

wait, choosing instead to attempt to 

meet our own needs? These are ques-

tions that merit thoughtful considera-

tion. God help us to answer them hon-

estly, and act appropriately. 

As we read the account of the 

providence of God toward Israel dur-

ing the time of the Exodus and the 

conquest of Canaan, it‘s easy to cast 

judgment on them. God provided in 

miraculous ways, giving them every-

thing they needed, protecting them 

from harm, and leading them through 

each step of the way, and yet they 

complained! It seems so clear to us 

what God was up to. Surely we wouldn‘t 

have whined and complained the way 

they did! 

But I find we‘re more like them 

than we want to think we are. We have 

the benefit of the biblical account, 

which gives us the beginning and the 

end of their story. But in our case, we 

often find it hard to see the past and 

present clearly, to say nothing of the 

future. As a result, if we are honest, 

we must acknowledge that we are at 

least ―tempted at times‖ to complain 

about God‘s daily provision. 

As I write this, I look back on a 

year that includes major blessings and 

major trials. In reality, however, the 

trials are blessings too. In my mind, 

they are the instances where God‘s 

provision of our needs—as His man-

na—might not taste as good as we 

would like. For example, God has giv-

en my family a new home, which was 

a huge answer to prayer. The process 

of making the transition, however, 

brought us all to our knees before God. 

He has shown us that this house be-

longs to Him, and not to us. This year 

also saw the death of my father; and 

yet in the midst of the pain of loss, 

God is showing me again that His tim-

ing is perfect. There are days when 

sorrow is my portion, and yet my por-

tion is from God. 

Someday, someone may read the 

story of my life, or of yours, and find 

it easy to understand what God was 

doing. Today, though, we probably 

won‘t understand. Will we echo the 

words of the children of Israel? ―Who 

shall give us flesh to eat? We remem-

ber the fish, which we did eat in Egypt 

for nought; the cucumbers, and the 

melons, and the leeks, and the onions, 

and the garlic: but now our soul is 

dried away; there is nothing at all save 

this manna to look upon‖ (Numbers 

11:4–6). Instead, we can echo the 

words of Job. My trials don‘t come 

near what Job went through, but I love 

his words in 23:10, ―But He knoweth 

the way that I take; when He hath tried 

me, I shall come forth as gold.‖ 

I‘ve joked with friends that God 

has been ―blessing the living daylights 

out of my family‖ lately. We feel like 

asking Him to slow down a bit, but 

when I stop and think about it, I real-

ize that I would be much wiser trusting 

God to decide what is best for me, 

than trusting myself.  

Right now, life is sweet. But what 

about when our daily portion isn‘t 

sweet? Do we holler for quail like Is-

rael? Trusting God is easier said than 

done, and trusting Him is more mean-

ingful when we don‘t understand than 

when we do. I pray that God will help 

me trust Him more fully. Would you 

like to join me in this?                        
Peter lives near Lancaster, Pennsyl-

vania with his wife and three children and 
works at Math-U-See where his duties 
include web design and customer service. 

“God 
offers 

to 
meet 
us 

daily, 
and 
He 

Himself 
offers 

to 
be 
our 

„portion.‟” 
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T HE sorry tale of former Con-

gressman Randy ―Duke‖ Cun-

ningham is one of the most pathet-

ic news stories of the past year—

pathetic in the true dictionary 

sense of ―inspiring mixed con-

tempt and pity.‖ 

Duke Cunningham was one of 

the Navy‘s most highly decorated 

fighter pilots of the Vietnam War. 

He earned the title ―ace‖ and was 

among the first instructors as-

signed to the ―Top Gun‖ school for 

the Navy‘s best fighter pilots. He 

was awarded the Navy Cross, the 

nation‘s second highest award for 

heroism after the Medal of Honor 

(for which he was also nominated). 

After retiring from the Navy in 

1990, he tried his hand at business 

and teaching, before being recruit-

ed to run for Congress as a Repub-

lican against a weak incumbent 

who was considered vulnerable 

due to sexual harassment charges. 

Cunningham promised to restore 

―honor‖ to the office, and he won 

the election.  

In the mid-1990‘s, a friend 

helped lead him to Christ and Cun-

ningham declared himself a ―born 

again‖ Christian. Then, in Novem-

ber 2005, 14 years after he was 

first elected to Congress, Rep. 

Cunningham pled guilty to charges 

of bribery, tax evasion, and fraud. 

In March 2006, at age 64, he was 

sentenced to 8 years in prison. 

Somewhere along the line, 

Cunningham had accepted ―gifts‖ 

from friends in the defense indus-

try. The ―favors‖ grew larger over 

time, and eventually the congress-

man was actually charging fees for 

his votes on specific items of legis-

lation that would benefit friends.  

The Bible teaches, ―Surely 

extortion maketh the wise man 

foolish; and a bribe destroyeth the 

understanding‖ (Ecclesiastes 7:7). 

This certainly seems to have never 

been truer than in the case of Duke 

Cunningham. 
 

IN other news, the battle over judi-

cial confirmations has subsided 

since the confirmation of Judge 

Samuel Alito to the Supreme Court 

last fall. Those who fought mighti-

ly to keep Justice Alito off the 

bench are still smarting from the 

elevation of this principled jurist to 

the Supreme Court.  

―Americans United for Separa-

tion of Church and State‖ and its 

leader, Barry Lynn, haven‘t let the 

matter drop. After Justice Alito 

sent a letter to Dr. James Dobson 

of Focus on the Family thanking 

Dr. Dobson and his listeners for 

their prayers during the difficult 

confirmation process, Lynn fired 

off a press release calling the thank

-you note ―grossly inappropriate.‖ 

One wonders if Mr. Lynn is 

aware that the phrase ―separation 

of church and state‖ (nowhere 

found in the Constitution) was 

coined by Thomas Jefferson in his 

famous letter to the Danbury Bap-

tists—a letter in which Jefferson 

thanked the Baptists for their pray-

ers in his behalf! 
 

IN early January, Israeli Prime 

Minister Ariel Sharon slipped into 

a coma, forcing an interim govern-

ment to power and precipitating a 

new round of elections. Mean-

while, later in the same month, 

Palestinians elected a new govern-

ment led by the terrorist group Ha-

mas. At this writing, conditions 

inside Israel and her territories 

look unsettled at best. At worst, 

they appear to be encircled with a 

closing ―ring of fire.‖ 

Founded in December 1987, 

Hamas has a history of terrorist 

attacks inside Israel, including, 

among other notorious assaults, the 

bombings of hotels, restaurants, 

and markets. 

Neither the United States nor 

the Israeli government have for-

mally recognized the Hamas gov-

ernment, which stands by its offi-

cial policy of denying Israel any 

right to exist. 

Watchful prayer is truly in or-

der—for our elected representa-

tives, our justice system, and our 

brothers in the Middle East.         

Captain in the U. S. Navy Reserve, 

JHL works for a defense-related 

company. 

While TIMES OF RESTORATION does not take political positions, we feel it important in this 

column to discuss selected current events and trends in the light of God’s unchanging Word. 

 

Three News Stories of Recent Importance 
 

Commentary by J.H.L., Fredericksburg, Virginia 
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S 
TEAMING into Freeport, Maine, on Thursday, 

the tug Naos under Capt. Goody brought in the 

Ajax, the largest steam lighter in the State of 

Maine. Maneuvering the equipment alongside, the sal-

vage crew set to work to grapple Coronet‘s hull with 

slings and rigging. The big effort was to come the next 

day. Friday afternoon the tide was coming, and the 

high tide—optimum lifting time—was after dark. 

Steam pressure was up on the mighty Ajax as night 

settled down, and as the Lord would have it, the June 

sky was darkening further with clouds and rain. At last 

the signal came, and the massive lighter began to heel 

under the insistence of her slowly turning winches. 

Cables bar straight, and rigging creaking, Ajax 

strained and heeled still more, while the salvage crew 

watched with professional vigilance. 

Coronet‘s crew watched with spiritual vigilance. 

There was no Sabbath rest for them that night. Heart-

felt intercession and back-breaking labor were all that 

was required, and every man had given to his limit. 

Austin Perry, Charles Sellick, and all their shipmates, 

watching from protected positions on deck or perhaps 

in small boats a safe distance off, held their breath and 

sought their God. Nothing must go wrong; nothing 

must part. Was Ajax equal to the task? 

Thunder rolled over the harbor and rain began to 

fall. Those watching were too caught up in the drama 

to be bothered by the elements. The strain on the gear 

was enormous by now as the lighter‘s crew fed her 

boilers. Then, by the lightning flashes and amid peals 

of thunder, Coronet‘s people felt her deck tremble. 

Her towering mastheads, pointing for so long at such a 

dejected angle, quivered and began to come up again. 

It was a dramatic moment: the prisoned bird set free, 

the dead raised. 

Up she came in the darkness, as Charles Hughey 

put it, ―Mid Thunderings & Lightnings & Rain.‖ The 

salvors were ready with their shores to brace the hull 

in her normal attitude once more. Finally secured, 

Coronet rested upright for the night, with her crew 

watchfully alert as the tide receded. Everything might 

yet be lost if a bad blow came up before the next tide. 

The next day, the sailors went to work again. Tem-

porary repairs had been made to the hull, and her peo-

ple monitored the water in her hold with hawk-like 

concern. The tide began to rise, and the men manned 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

One Hundred Years Ago 
 

A Dramatic Rescue 
 

In June, 1906, the folks at Shiloh were preparing for a third voyage to newly

-restored “Beulah.” Word had gone out that as many as possible were going to 

keep the Feast of Tabernacles there that very fall. To that end, Coronet was fully 

provisioned, and well ahead of time on June 6, she put to sea with her people all 

on board. But leaving the harbor she hit a reef and was seriously wrecked, de-

laying the voyage by months.  

Following is the account of her salvage, prior to a thorough re-fit and subse-

quently successful voyage to the Holy Land later that summer. 
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the deck pump. With a thrill of satisfaction, they soon 

knew the results: they were keeping ahead of any leak-

age. The time was now. Would the tide float her off? 

Ajax stood ready, but this time it was up to Capt. 

Goody on the Naos. As the tide approached the flood, 

the tug began to take up strain on the towing hawser. 

Smoke billowed from her stack, as the great screw aft 

began to churn white water under her counter. Trem-

bling, the Portland boat settled her stern and bent to 

the task. On Coronet, the massive hawser creaked and 

tightened around its purchase, while her men kept well 

away and lifted their hearts to Heaven. The schooner 

leaned slightly, then lurched; she was moving! A slow 

grinding scrape echoed from her hull as she slid at last 

off the ledges and into deep water! Saturday, June 23, 

it was two weeks to the day since she had gone ashore. 

Enormous relief and thanks to Almighty God 

poured through the souls of her crew. The tug moved 

the schooner to a safe anchorage and there they stayed 

for the rest of that day. Water was coming in, but it 

was not serious. And her subsequent repairs were to 

last until August 22. 
—From The Coronet Story, pp. 162–163. 

 
 

W 
E gathered for a Sabbath evening service 

some months ago, and I entered into the 

faith and worship more or less dutifully. 

But I couldn‘t seem to rise above a certain dejected, 

lonely feeling that wasn‘t at all in keeping with the 

service. Suddenly I became aware of the words, ―The 

things which God hath prepared for them that love 

Him.‖ They awakened my heart and I saw God as a 

loving Father preparing rewards and blessings for the 

children He loves. Dejection and loneliness left me, 

and tears of joy came to my eyes…. 

[Like a loving parent], it seemed to me, God was 

aiming to encourage us in the overcoming way. It is 

not always easy, in this life of ours, to rightly evaluate 

the requirements for the world to come. So God has 

held out ―prizes‖ for us, rewards, inheritances, to help 

us to be sure to overcome…. What a wonderful God 

we have! And, sensing His care for me, how eager I 

became to win those things which He has prepared for 

us who love Him! 

During another Sabbath evening service, I was 

again needy. Tiredness, responsibility, unsolved prob-

lems, disappointments, all mingled in my outlook to 

make it dark and gloomy. I had no sense of godliness 

or even of much piety, and I struggled sluggishly even 

to feel decent…. My thoughts were mostly on the 

blackness of the outlook, the prevalence of the anti-

christ spirit, the temptations of the saints, the physical 

weaknesses and sicknesses that dog us daily. Clouds, 

clouds, clouds!… 

But suddenly the Spirit let me ―share God‘s se-

cret‖ for just a brief moment. I think it is truthful to 

say that I had a vision. For through the clouds that 

were so filling my horizon, and my immediate sur-

roundings as well, a small opening appeared. It was 

about the size of my hand held at arm‘s length. But 

through it I saw a crowd of happy, rejoicing people. 

The sun shone, and there was no fear or gloom or op-

pression anywhere, just liberty of sprit, joy, abandon, 

exultation, victory. It was the Millennium, I knew; 

Jesus was reigning. I knew that too, even though I did-

n‘t see Him. Satan was overcome and imprisoned; I 

knew that without its being said. 

That one glimpse changed my whole attitude. But, 

added to it, the Spirit either said to me, or made me 

know it somehow, ―It is just a short way ahead, all this 

victorious conclusion—just a short way!‖ Oh, how 

ashamed I felt for dwelling on the blackness, and how 

strengthened and encouraged to keep on until we, too, 

become a part of that rejoicing company! 

 
—From The Standard, June, 1956, pp. 91–93 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fifty Years Ago 
 

Glimpses of Things Unseen 
 

In June, 1956, the  late Jean Godfrey shared these experiences. 
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One of the first acts of the 

youthful King Solomon was 

to carry out his father’s dying 

commands, in order to exact 

justice for past crimes and to 

secure his throne. Here we 

find depicted some strong 

virtues: loyalty, faithfulness, 

and justice. But what was it 

like to be the duly assigned 

executioner? 

 

THE final words of his father 

David flooded Solomon‘s 

mind as he lay in bed the night 

of the King‘s burial. ―You 

know also what Joab the son 

of Zeruiah did to me, even 

what he did to the two cap-

tains of the hosts of Israel, to 

Abner the son of Ner, and to 

Amasa the son of Jether, 

whom he killed, and shed the 

blood of war in peace, and put 

the blood of war upon his gir-

dle, and in his shoes. Do 

therefore according to your 

wisdom, and let not his gray 

head go down to Sheol in 

peace.‖ 

Solomon was facing many 

new responsibilities as he took 

over the throne, but this final 

request of his father weighed 

most heavily on the young 

king‘s mind. It wasn‘t a ques-

tion of whether or not he 

would do it; there was no dis-

cussion there. Rather, he was 

struggling to devise the best 

plan for the task. After all, 

Joab was a man of stature in 

the Kingdom. His execution 

could not be hushed up, and it 

could not be done by just any-

one. But how? 

I’ve got to find a man of 

loyalty. Who? Who would 

dare face Joab with the de-

mand for this kind of justice? 

 

BENAIAH rose early that morn-

ing as he always did. Howev-

er, this morning he felt much 

less inspired to go about the 

day‘s routine. He was usually 

high spirited, despite his 

years, still ready to take life by 

the horns, whatever came his 

way. But David, the ―lamp of 

Israel,‖ was gone. His dearest 

friend, the leader to whom he 

Twice-told (Bible) Tales 
 

 

 

With this page, TIMES OF RESTORATION is introducing a 

new department. Much of the Bible is composed of stories—

historical events recounted in more or less detail. Sometimes the 

imagery is vivid, but sometimes there are gaps. What would it 

be like to re-tell these stories, setting yourself the rule that they 

must include everything the Bible includes, but you can add 

anything more you’d like from your own imagination? Some of 

the students of Fairwood Bible Institute were assigned to write 

such stories, and the results were so good we decided to share 

them with our readers. 

 

Restitution 
 

by Timothy Brown, North Scituate, Rhode Island, and TOR 
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had given the strength of his 

entire life, youth to old age, 

was gone. Was there any point 

in giving any more? Was there 

anything left to do? Why 

should he even get up in the 

morning? For whom? Where 

was his loyalty to be placed 

now? He thought he had got 

all his mourning done the 

night before, but now he dis-

covered otherwise. Tears 

welled in his eyes as he tried 

to eat. Life just was not the 

same. David, David the King, 

was gone. 

Loyalty? Oh, he respected 

Solomon, both as King and as 

a young friend. True, he was-

n‘t the same caliber as his fa-

ther, but Solomon was a great 

man. They had gotten to know 

each other well over the last 

few years, and though there 

was quite an age difference 

they had actually formed a 

friendship. But loyalty? There 

was only one King, one ―man 

after God‘s own heart‖: David 

had had unquestioning loyalty 

from him and all his fellow 

troopers. 

Saddling his horse, Benai-

ah sighed. Better get over to 

the palace. That was where he 

belonged. And he actually 

looked forward to seeing Sol-

omon again, hoping that being 

with him would help ease the 

pain. 

The room was filled with 

the golden rays of the sun as 

Benaiah walked into the 

King‘s hall. Solomon looked 

somehow frail on the throne of 

his father. Still, there was 

something about him, the be-

ginning of an aura of power: 

The boy may be young, but 

I’m confident he will rule 

wisely, thought Benaiah as he 

approached his master. Kneel-

ing in the daily pledge of ser-

vice and loyalty, however, the 

old soldier thought he detected 

something more than the nor-

mal warmth and peace in Sol-

omon‘s eyes. The young man 

had something on his mind 

this morning, and it was not 

trivial. 

―Benaiah, my friend. It is 

good to see you this morning,‖ 

said the King with feigned ease. 

Yes, certainly, something 

was bothering him. ―My lord,‖ 

replied the soldier, ―what is 

troubling you this hour? Tell 

me, Sire. I may be able to 

bring you comfort.‖ 

Solomon was touched by 

the old man‘s eagerness to 

help. The loss of his mentor 

and closest friend could not 

have sat easily, he thought. 

But there was something in his 

look, something in his voice, 

that seemed to be searching. 

Loyalty. Was he struggling 

with that? He paused. This 

might be difficult. With a 

prayer for wisdom, the King 

continued. This was the man 

he needed, he felt sure. But 

did the man feel sure? 

―My dear Benaiah, you 

are right as always. Yes, there 

is something weighing on my 

heart this morning.‖ He 

paused again, searching the 

face of this seasoned warrior. 

Then he went on, ―I have a 

request of you.‖ 

―Anything, my King. 

Simply ask and your servant 

will obey.‖ What could be so 

heavily on his mind, he won-

dered. What was disturbing 

this fresh and youthful sover-

eign? Trouble so soon? But 

the King was speaking again. 

―That is why I am asking 

you, Benaiah. I remember 

how you served my father. 

Your heart, your mind, your 

loyalty were never in question. 

I need a man I can depend 

upon to obey, even in exacting 

the most difficult of orders.‖ 

He hesitated. How to say this? 

What was he about to ask? It 

sounded monstrous, put into 

spoken words. But Solomon 

knew that his Kingdom would 

never be secure without it. His 

father‘s advice had been un-

erring. It must be done. He 

gathered his thoughts and 

hardened his tone. 

―And I am afraid that is 

what I have for you this morn-

ing. The most difficult of or-

ders.‖ Another pause, and then 

the single word, ―Joab…‖ 

Benaiah felt a chill travel 

down his body. Ah. That was 

it. Everything fell into place, 

and his mind began to race. 

Joab. Had his turn arrived? 

Yesterday he had been tasked 

with smiting the King‘s usurp-

ing brother; that was only to 

be expected. But his fellow 

soldier, his brother in arms? 

―I know you have been 

close friends with the King‘s 

Commander,‖ Solomon went 

on. ―The stories of the 

‗Mighty Men‘ are legendary 

even in your own lifetimes. I 

am also sure that you remem-

ber how the Commander,‖ and 

here his voice took an edge, 

―slew Captains Abner and 

Amasa many years ago. Am I 

right?‖ 

Was he right? The memo-
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ries flooded him. Those terri-

ble, yet glorious days of flight 

from Saul, when the young 

King grew greater and greater, 

and the love of his men grew 

deeper and deeper. That day at 

Zion, when Joab went up the 

watercourse and won his posi-

tion by right. Then those elite 

troopers whom David called 

simply The Thirty. He and 

Joab had been there through it 

all. But it could not be denied: 

the Commander had over-

reached in the matter of those 

Captains. 

The man of war straight-

ened himself and looked di-

rectly at the figure on the 

Throne. He spoke with slow 

conviction: ―How could I for-

get? What Joab did was truly 

treacherous. Yet I know that 

your father David chose not to 

punish him severely.‖ 

―Yes. My father was a 

great-souled man, but he was 

also a just man, which is why 

he never forgot what Joab did 

all those years ago. Although 

he was merciful, he could nev-

er allow a sin as grievous as 

this to go unpunished. On his 

deathbed, Benaiah, my father 

gave me the task of exacting 

justice. He asked me to deal 

with Joab for his crimes. He 

commanded me to ensure that 

he did not leave this earth in 

peace.‖ Again, he paused. 

―My friend, I am afraid that 

that‘s where you come in. I 

have chosen you to complete 

this necessary task.‖ 

Benaiah had seen this mo-

ment coming from the start of 

the interview. He made to 

speak, but Solomon interrupt-

ed.  

―I know your history, my 

friend. Joab has been your 

commander, your comrade, 

and perhaps your friend. I do 

not blame you if you object to 

my decision. But before you 

speak, let me explain my rea-

soning. First, you are the best 

fighter I have in hand-to-hand 

combat. I know it is unpleas-

ant to think about, but should 

Joab put up a fight, I need to 

be sure that my man can han-

dle him. But after hearing the 

stories of your battles—the 

sons of Ariel, killing that 

Egyptian with his own spear, a 

lion in a pit, no less—I am 

confident that you can handle 

the toughest of men. Second, 

you knew my father well, and 

you loved him. You know he 

was a completely just and true 

man. I think you understand 

that he would not have asked 

for Joab‘s death if it were not 

the right thing to do. The 

Commander exceeded his 

proper authority when he as-

sassinated those officers. 

Benaiah, my friend, let me 

appeal to your trust in King 

David.‖ 

Solomon drew breath be-

fore continuing. ―Lastly,‖ he 

went on, his eyes locked with 

those of the gray-haired sol-

dier before him, ―you are my 

friend, and I have complete 

trust in your loyalty. Joab is 

still a popular man among the 

troops, and I don‘t think I 

would trust any other man 

with this task. The risk is too 

great. I know this will be hard 

for you, Benaiah, but you truly 

are the only man for the job. I 

would never ask you to do 

such a thing if it were not the 

only way.‖ 

What could he say? There 

was only one possible answer, 

and in his heart, he knew it 

was just. 

―This truly is a difficult 

order you give me, my King. 

The Commander has been my 

comrade in battle, and yes, my 

friend, for these forty years. 

There isn‘t a man I would 

sooner trust with my life than 

he. However, it is true that 

what he did was a terrible sin 

and requires reparation. If in 

your wisdom and that of your 

father, you have both agreed 

that his death is necessary to 

pay for these sins, than who 

am I to object? Though it will 

pain me greatly, I have heard, 

and I will obey. You were cor-

rect, my King, in your estima-

tion of my loyalty. As I stood 

by Jehovah‘s anointed at your 

Coronation, I will follow you 

unwavering, to the end of my 

years.‖ 

Solomon felt the tension 

drain from his body. 

―Thank you, Benaiah. I 

know you truly mean that. I 

trust you completely. Now go. 

Waste no time in this matter. I 

have received word that Joab 

fears what is coming and has 

fled to the Tent of Jehovah.‖ 

Again, his voice hardened in 

words of command. ―Go now, 

soldier, fall upon him.‖ 

―As you have ordered, it 

will be done.‖ Benaiah turned 

and walked swiftly from the 

king‘s hall. His thoughts 

buzzed like bees around a 

plundered hive. What was he 

doing? Joab had been a close 

companion and a friend for 

decades. How could he face 
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him now with intent to kill? 

Yet, King David had willed it. 

And the King was right. Any 

order given by David was as 

if it had come from God. It 

need not be questioned. He 

walked on mechanically, tak-

ing the route he knew so well, 

from the palace to the Tent. 

Serving justice did not do 

much to ease his pain. He had 

just buried his best friend, the 

King of Israel, and now this: 

ordered to kill his former 

Commander. Tears welled up 

again as the reality of what he 

was about to do continued to 

grow in his mind. He had to 

stop thinking about it, or he 

wouldn‘t be able to go 

through with the task. He 

spent the rest of the short 

walk to the Tent of God in 

silent prayer, asking for 

strength to do what he must, 

and for grace to ease the pain 

in his heart. 

When the soldier reached 

the Tent, he saw Joab‘s horse 

before it. Solomon‘s sources 

had been accurate. Joab 

would be inside now, most 

likely by the altar seeking 

sanctuary. Benaiah took one 

last, deep breath and walked in. 

Joab, Commander of the 

host of Israel for nearly 40 

years, stood in silence, mo-

tionless, his hands gripping 

the horns of the altar. He ap-

peared to be at peace. As the 

Tent door opened, he lifted 

his head, and their eyes met. 

These were men of war, gray-

haired comrades, scarred alike 

in a hundred battles, and each 

understood that the end of 

their fellowship had come. 

Memories, memories. 

Joab‘s lined face was at 

rest, with the calm of years. 

Gone entirely was the rage of 

the warrior which Benaiah 

had seen so many times in 

battle. It appeared there 

would be no resistance from 

the Commander today. He 

was apparently resigned to the 

fact that he was about to die, 

and he was prepared for the 

inevitable. 

―Hello my brother.‖ Jo-

ab‘s husky voice was quiet as 

Benaiah walked closer. ―What 

took you so long?‖ Benaiah 

was silent. The men regarded 

each other, neither knowing 

how to proceed. There was no 

protocol for this. At last he 

spoke. 

―Why are you here, Joab? 

Come outside with me now. 

Let us not bloody the House 

of the Lord.‖ 

―Nay. I will die here. Do 

with me as you will.‖ His 

voice was tired. He had made 

his choices, and now he 

would reap the recompense. 

The tears which Benaiah 

thought he had safely re-

strained came into his eyes 

for the third time that morn-

ing. ―Abner,‖ he said, simply. 

―Amasa.‖ 

Silence. ―Why, Joab? 

They were innocent men. If 

you had let them live, none of 

this would‘ve been necessary.‖ 

―I know.‖ Joab‘s voice 

was gravelly with old age. 

―There isn‘t a day that goes 

by that I don‘t regret my ac-

tions. I have asked God for 

forgiveness. I have offered 

the offerings. And I have 

sought forgiveness from their 

families. I was young then, 

greedy, vengeful. I admit it, I 

was after power. But I killed 

Abner out of pure rage. Don‘t 

forget —as I never forgot —

he had killed my brother.‖ A 

flicker of old fire sparked in 

his gaze. ―I know I should‘ve 

let the King and God deal 

with him for that, but I was so 

angry. Getting revenge was 

all that I cared about, the only 

thing that seemed right to me. 

So I killed him....‖ His voice 

trailed off. ―It wasn‘t as satis-

fying as I thought it should be.‖ 

―Killing Amasa was 

simply foolish. I was jealous, 

Benaiah. I admit that, too. He 

had been given my position as 

Commander, remember?‖ He 

shook his head. ―I decided to 

take it back. I was so young. 

So foolish. I wish so dearly 

that I could go back and do it 

all the right way. But what‘s 

done is done, and there is 

nothing I can do to make up 

for it.‖ He looked at his old 

companion. ―Nothing except 

die by your hand, without a 

struggle. So you‘re the execu-

tioner, are you? That‘s hard. 

But it‘s appropriate, some-

how. I wouldn‘t want to die 

by any other sword than 

yours, my friend. Do it, sol-

dier. Kill me. Now.‖ 

Benaiah‘s sword was at 

his belt, but his hand did not 

move. He simply looked at 

the gray figure in the half-

light. What a man he had 

been—a soldier‘s soldier. 

Once was the day I would 

have followed him to the jaws 

of death, he thought. Now, I 

send him there. O God of 

mercy, give me strength to do 

the right. 
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They stood in silence. 

―No. Not here. You are in the 

Tent of Jehovah, a place of 

sanctuary. I will go and con-

sult the King. Perhaps he will 

have mercy. 

―Very well. Thank you, 

my brother.‖ 

Benaiah‘s face was grim 

as he turned and left the Tent. 

As the old officer entered the 

Throne room, Solomon knew 

he had not gone through with 

it. But there was something in 

his eyes, and the King held his 

counsel. What could be the 

cause for this apparent disobe-

dience? 

―You‘ve returned quickly, 

Benaiah. Did he not put up a 

fight?‖ asked the King. 

―He has claimed sanctuary 

in God‘s House. I cannot law-

fully slay him there.‖ 

―Ah. I thought as much.‖ 

The young King pondered a 

moment, and the officer noted 

with surprise that he no longer 

seemed quite so frail on that 

throne. He was growing in 

power and wisdom, it ap-

peared, with the demand of 

every moment. Solomon lifted 

his eyes. 

―In such a case, Benaiah, 

we must make an exception.‖ 

His gaze was level, as he 

caught the eye of the soldier, 

and he spoke distinctly, every 

word like crystal. ―Joab has 

shed innocent blood. He has 

sinned before God and before 

men. Though it pains us both, 

he must surely die. Slay him, 

if you must, on the altar it-

self.‖ Then, with wise insight 

into the other‘s suffering, he 

added words of surprising ten-

derness: ―I truly am sorry, 

Benaiah.‖ 

―I understand, my King. I 

will do as you have ordered.‖ 

Benaiah let out a deep sigh as 

he walked out of the cham-

bers. He knew it had been a 

long shot, but he had had to 

try. He would not kill the 

Commander if there were a 

way around it. Unfortunately, 

it appeared there was not. The 

path of justice, in this case, 

was to be without mercy. He 

returned by the way he had 

come. 

The Tent was silent. There 

was no commotion. His victim 

had not fled. The faithful of-

ficer, King‘s man in a bitter 

hour, drew sword as he en-

tered the holy precincts for the 

second time that day. He 

would not prolong this any 

more than he had to. No good-

bye hugs. No last words. He 

would get it over with as 

quickly as possible. 

Joab‘s heart sank as he 

saw his old companion re-

enter the room, sword drawn 

in that powerful hand. He had 

known the King would author-

ize the execution. There could 

be no final sanctuary from 

blood-guilt. He had known all 

his life that this day awaited 

him at the end of the road, and 

it was somehow fitting, as he 

had said, that it should be one 

of his own men…. But he was 

finding he hadn‘t prepared 

himself for death as well as he 

thought. His own eyes welled 

with tears. This wasn‘t the 

way he had wanted to die. The 

taste of ashes was in his 

mouth. The King was dead. 

His brother was dead. And so 

many more deaths stretched 

out behind him on the field of 

battle. It had been a hard life, 

and it was ending in a bitter 

hour. And he deserved it. But, 

at the very end, he found he 

did not want to die. Still, the 

blood of innocent men began 

to roar in his ears, as he fas-

tened his eyes on the ap-

proaching soldier. Benaiah, 

his man. He was a good man. 

His man! And now— 

The officer stepped for-

ward, soldier to the last. ―I am 

sorry, sir‖ was all he could 

say. Joab released his hold on 

the altar and turned to face 

him squarely, arms at his 

sides, face lifted to Heaven. 

Benaiah gathered his 

strength, lifted his arm, and 

drove home the weapon of 

retribution—his sword, wield-

ed for so many years in de-

fence of King and Captain. 

The old warrior staggered 

back with a groan, his knees 

buckling. And with him sank 

his executioner, a sob in his 

throat as he knelt, two old 

campaigners, mingling tears 

and blood on the sacred floor. 

The officer held his victim in 

his arms and laid him gently 

to rest. As he lowered his 

head, Benaiah heard a muffled 

whisper leave the Command-

er‘s lips. 

―Forgive me, Father.‖ 

With the last word went Jo-

ab‘s final breath. The Com-

mander had made things right 

with his God. Through his 

sadness, Benaiah took comfort 

in the truth that he would once 

again see his friend in the life 

to come.                                 
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E 
VEN WHEN the caller said she was from 

the White House we didn‘t think it so unusu-

al. After all, we knew the President was 

coming to New Hampshire in February to 

discuss Social Security reform, and it was not uncom-

mon for political analysts and pollsters to call before 

such events to get a ―heads-up‖ on public opinion. 

(Indeed, during major elections it‘s not uncommon for 

some households in New Hampshire to be called 

twelve or fifteen times a week!) 

But the calls kept coming. They were also 

interested in talking with our youngest daughter, Amy, 

about her views on Social Security, and at times there 

were two or three other people on the other end, asking 

questions, or just listening. As the calls went on, (six 

to eight calls over a week or ten days), it became 

apparent that their interest in us was more than just 

opinion-seeking. We guessed they were going to ask 

us to make public statements for press releases 

supporting the President‘s Social Security reforms 

before he arrived. So imagine our astonishment when 

they asked us if we would like to participate in the 

President‘s forum! We agreed. 

On the morning of February 16, 2005 we arrived 

at the Pan Am Hangar at Pease International Tradeport 

and were ushered past people waiting in long lines, to 

a small room near the rear of the building. The room 

was approximately twelve by twelve and a 

large table with six chairs nearly filled it 

with just enough space to get around. Name-

cards around the table indicated where we 

were to sit while rehearsing. 

 (The liberal press has made such a big 

deal about ―rehearsing‖ at Bush events that a 

few words of explanation on the subject are 

in order here. At no time, during our phone 

conversations in the beginning, or later at 

the hangar, were we ever told what to say. 

There were a few suggestions about how we 

might say something better, the idea being to 

have intelligent and concise communication. 

After all, none of us wanted to get up on the 

stage and make fools of ourselves!) 

Starting from the President‘s seat and going 

left, clockwise, were Amy, myself, Representative 

Tim Penny (D) from Minnesota, Bill Yeaton, a third 

generation dairy farmer, and Marlo Downer, a health-

care specialist. During a warm-up session the night 

before, Bill Yeaton had put his head down on the table 

and lamented, ―What am I doing here? I‘m a dairy 

farmer! What am I doing meeting the President of the 

United States?!‖ I‘m sure we all had similar feelings. 

Just after 11:00 one of the secret service men put 

his head in and told us, ―He‘s on the ground.‖ A few 

minutes later, about six more secret service men, all 

wearing black raincoats bulging in obvious places, and 

all looking very much the part, came in and took up 

positions against the walls around the already crowded 

room. Then, there he was—President Bush, standing 

in the doorway with a big smile, just like you see him 
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on the news. He greeted us warmly, shook our hands, 

and said, ―Well, what do you say we sit down and talk 

and get to know one another a little. I‘ll ask each of 

you something about what you‘re going to say so we 

can feel comfortable with each other when we get out 

there.‖ So we sat down and each of us in turn repeated 

what we were going to say. 

When we finished, he began talking about the 

agenda for his upcoming trip to Europe, and exporting 

America‘s ideals and principles abroad. It was all 

good, and one could well imagine being in a cabinet 

meeting and hearing a briefing on the President‘s 

hopes for a better world. This was amazing: here we 

were, just regular people, and the President of the 

United States was graciously telling us about his 

personal vision. He wasn‘t puffed up, or using bravado 

to express himself or impress us; he was simply and 

humbly speaking from his heart about his hope for a 

brighter future. 

I was overwhelmed, and before long I actually 

began to tear up. He said, ―Well, I guess we‘re ready,‖ 

and he pushed himself away from the table and stood 

up. As he did, he looked over at me, and there I was, 

looking at him with tears running down my cheeks, 

agonizing about how on earth I was going to be able to 

go out on stage and be a panelist in a forum with the 

world‘s greatest head of state. Sensing my dilemma, 

he stepped closer, reached over in front of Amy, and 

put his left arm around my shoulder and said, ―Frank, 

don‘t worry about a thing … I‘ll carry you.‖ 

Squeezing my right shoulder and turning he said, 

“Now let‘s go out there and have some fun!‖ I 

remember thinking, ―That‘s just what Jesus would 

have done.‖ 

And so it happened. We went out there, and in 

hindsight, I‘d say we had some fun! The interview 

went fine. Best of all for me, though, was a new 

appreciation for a public figure who didn‘t let his 

status turn into pride. Instead he proved he was just a 

simple-hearted and compassionate man to those 

around him. I trust I‘ll be able to show a similar 

compassion to others.                                                   

Presently retired, Frank is president of New England 
Citizens For Right to Work; his daughter Amy (Fairwood 
Bible Institute, 2001) teaches High School English in 
Candia, New Hampshire, and his son Andy (also of 
Fairwood Bible Institute) is at Dickinson School Of Law, 
Carlisle, Pennsylvania. 
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Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the wicked, 
Nor standeth in the way of sinners, 
Nor sitteth in the seat of scoffers: 
But his delight is in the law of Jehovah; 
And on His law doth he meditate day and night. 
And he shall be like a tree planted by the streams of water, 
That bringeth forth its fruit in its season, 
Whose leaf also doth not wither; 

And whatsoever he doeth shall prosper. 

             Psalm 1:1–3 


