
NOVEMBER/DECEMBER 2006 

Arise, shine, for your light 

has come, and the glory of the 

Lord has risen upon you. 
Isaiah 60:1 
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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 
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ard Version. 
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                   THE 

WAYS  

                                                          OF 

GOD,  

                PART 6 
 

ñShow me now Thy ways.ò  

   
ðMoses, the Man of God, Exodus 33:13 

 

D URING the past year, weôve examined several wonderful ñwindowsò into the ñways of Godò opened for us by the Spirit-

filled creativity of fellow believers. The present issue adds a few 

others--and God willing, we will mine still more from the same rich 

lode next year. 

 Our topics have included thoughts about Godôs Purposes, Meth-

ods, Principles, Paths, and Choicesðall avenues by which He re-

veals His ways. This time weôre looking at some of His ñDesiresò for 

His children: what does He want from mankind, anyway? What 

does He like to see in us? This, too, will uncover His ways. 

 If God ñdeals with us as with sonsò (and He surely does), then 

itôs not hard to imagine that what He wants of us would be like 

what weôd want from our own children: things like love, faithful-

ness, respect, obedience, rejoicing, gifts (time, money, service), or 

devotion. In short, time spent with Him, freely running after Him, 

pursuing Him, and responding unreservedly to His wooing. 

 Below we learn more about this. A young mother shares insights 

from her own family, while a mature observer points to the signifi-



4  TIMES OF RESTORATION    \   NOVEMBER/DECEMBER 2006 

I  NEVER would have believed 

that two small children could 

make such a din. Worse, that it 

would be my children. In our 

home, the pre-meal clamor can 

become deafening. Suddenly Dan-

ny and I will realize that weôre 

literally shouting to be heard over 

the demands for everything edible 

in sight. ñEnough! No talking, no 

noises,ò sounds the voice of au-

thority, and suddenly the cacopho-

ny ceases and sanity returns.  

After almost four years of be-

ing a mother, Iôm still astounded 

at the nonstop neediness of chil-

dren. They are not born polite, 

accommodating, or grateful; they 

are born demanding. They are 

born believing the universe re-

volves around them, existing for 

the sole purpose of meeting their 

needs. We as parents have the dif-

ficult job of opening their eyes to 

the truth, helping them see beyond 

themselves and their selfish in-

stincts. This is exhausting and of-

ten seemingly impossible, but 

once in a while in the midst of a 

frustrating moment, I will sudden-

ly realize how much my children 

and I are alike.  

Recently one of these mo-

ments of clarity came in the midst 

of a showdown. My oldest son 

was desperate to get his wayðand 

I knew his way was a fast track to 

trouble. I suddenly realized that I 

too had been inwardly stomping 

my feet (over something totally 

unrelated), because I was sure my 

way was best. Moreover, I could-

nôt understand why God shouldnôt 

subscribe to my good ideas and 

back them up. I was acting just 

like my unruly child. 

Donôt we all find ourselves in 

moments like thisðtimes when 

our way seems better than Godôs? 

Weôre tempted to think, ñIf God is 

a good Father, why does He some-

times smash our desires, plans, 

and dreams?ò Why canôt we just 

have our own way? We all know 

the world is driven by selfishness. 

Secular advertisements shout, ñItôs 

all about MEò at every turn. But 

itôs disturbing when we find it sur-

facing in ourselves. 

I recently read an Oswald 

Chambers devotional that wonder-

fully illuminated this subject. In a 

paragraph titled, ñOne of Godôs 

Great Donôts,ò he remarks, ñit is 

one thing to say óFret notô (Psalm 

 

 

 

 

 

Knowing 
god  
 AND 

TRUSTING  
IN HIS 

GOODNESS 
 

By Ruth Murray, Dublin, New Hampshire 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To know God and His ways 
requires a loving confidence 

that He is always good 
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37:8), but a very different thing to 

have such a disposition that you 

find yourself able not to fret. It 

sounds so easy to talk about 

óresting in the Lordô and ówaiting 

patiently for Himô until the nest is 

upsetïuntil we live, as so many 

are doing, in tumult and anguish; 

is it possible then to rest in the 

Lord? If this ódonôt [fret]ô does not 

work there, it will work nowhere. 

This ódonôtô must work in days of 

perplexity as well as in days of 

peace, or it never will work. And 

if it will not work in your particu-

lar case, it will not work in anyone 

elseôs case. Resting in the Lord 

does not depend on external cir-

cumstances at all, but on your re-

lationship to God Himselfé Fret-

ting springs from a determination 

to get our own way. Our Lord nev-

er worried and He was never anx-

ious, because He was not óoutô to 

realize His own ideas; He was 

óoutô to realize Godôs ideas. Fret-

ting is wicked if you are a child of 

God. Have you been bolstering up 

thaté soul of yours with the idea 

that your circumstances are too 

much for God? Put all ósupposingô 

on one side and dwell in the shad-

ow of the Almighty. Deliberately 

tell God that you will not fret 

about that thing. All our fret and 

worry is caused by calculating 

without God.ò 

In Chambersô typical way, he 

draws the lines with unmistakable 

clarity. When itôs all about our-

selves, our lives are filled with 

anxiety, fear, and frustration. We 

canôt afford to calculate without 

God. Our human perception of 

what is good is sometimes just as 

flawed as my son Timothy insist-

ing on a breakfast of cake and ice 

cream. So how does he recover 

when I hand him a bowl of raisin 

bran? He recovers only inasmuch 

as he trusts me and knows that I 

love him. We can talk acceptance 

of Godôs will all day, but if itôs 

only grudging acceptance, weôre 

missing the mark. What is better is 

our willing response based on 

knowing God and knowing His 

character. We can only trust in His 

goodness to the extent that we 

know Him.  

Knowing Himïthat sounds 

good. But Paul speaks of knowing 

Him and knowing ñthe fellowship 

of His sufferingsò (Philippians 

3:10). That certainly doesnôt 

sound like my idea of good. His 

sufferings included pain on every 

level; how could I possibly want 

to know that? But before we des-

pair, remember that itôs not just 

sufferings, itôs fellowship too. On 

a purely human level, we all know 

how much easier it is to endure 

hardship when one is sharing it 

with a close friend or family mem-

ber. We can comfort, encourage, 

and swap hard luck stories. We 

know we are not alone. How much 

more so with God. Our good Fa-

ther is right there beside us, not 

causing us pain because He takes 

sadistic pleasure in it, but permit-

ting it for our ultimate good.  

Itôs interesting to note how 

God describes Himself in the Bi-

ble. Heôs not just ñGodò as are the 

gods of other religions; He is God 

our Father. And Jesus is His Son, 

our Elder Brother. Think about 

how much of a relationship a new-

born baby has with his father. 

Blood binds them together, but not 

much else. I remember noting how 

little my husband could do for my 

newborn sons, but over time itôs 

been amazing to watch the rela-

tionships develop. Itôs taken a dai-

ly commitment of time, sacrifice, 

and a lot of love. Already though, 

itôs simply delightful to hear Tim-

othy and Peter shouting, ñHurray, 

Daddyôs home!ò when they catch 

sight of their father walking up the 

driveway. So too our relationship 

grows with God our Father. We 

begin as babes in Christ, hardly 

knowing Him, but by investing 

our treasures in Him, we can say 

with Paul, ñI count all things loss 

for the excellence of the 

knowledge of Christ Jesus my 

Lordò (Philippians 3:8). E 

 
 

 

Ruth and her husband Dan live at 
Fairwood, where Dan teaches at 
Fairwood Bible Institute. 

We can only trust 

in His goodness to 

the extent that 

we know Him.  
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Every man at the beginning 

doth set forth good wine; and 

when men have well drunk, then 

that which is worse: but thou hast 

kept the good wine until now.  

       ðJohn 2:10. 
 

I  LIKE Christian weddings, al-

most as much as I like Christian 

funerals. Itôs assumed that the first 

are happy occasions, and the se-

cond are sad. Yet both can be joy-

ful, insofar as they fix attention on 

the spiritual reality that lies behind 

the material surface of things. 

 Best of all is what Christian 

weddings and funerals have in 

commonðthe reception. The re-

ception affords us a return from 

the pinnacles of piety back to 

earth, to humanity, to appetite. 

After being bathed in words, we 

can be stuffed with food, thus sig-

nifying the balance of spirit and 

matter. God reminds us first of the 

primacy of the soul, then lets us 

wallow in pleasure. 

 I recently went to a splendid 

wedding receptionïah, and there 

was also a weddingïthat brought 

to mind our Lordôs first miracle at 

the wedding of Cana. This was the 

joining in holy matrimony of a 

graduate of Fairwood Bible Insti-

tute, Sarah Lower, with a graduate 

of Gordon-Conwell Theological 

Seminary, Josh Crumlich. The 

church service was brief, maybe 

forty-five minutes, but the recep-

tion stretched on for hours, a never

-ending feast. No matter how we 

felt at the beginning (and I came 

with a headache), by the end most 

of us showed signs of euphoria. 

God, and Godôs servants, had 

come through again. 

 In our effort to puzzle out the 

ways of God, and particularly His 

desires for mankind, I believe a 

wedding reception offers three 

clues. These are: the role of faith, 

the submerging of the self, and the 

scope for creativity. They were 

evident in biblical Cana, and were 

echoed last fall in Rockport, Mas-

sachusetts.  

 

 

ðFAITHð 
 Obviously Jesusô act of turning 

water to wine required some faith, 

first from his mother, then on the 

part of the attendants. Mary in-

stinctively looked to Him to ex-

   

 THE NEVER-  

ENDING                               

FEAST 
                                            
                                                                                                                  by Thomas Griffith, Essex, Massachusetts 
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pend His powers on what was, 

after all, a social blunder of the 

wedding host. And as so often 

happens when a woman asks 

something of a man, He first pro-

testsðñWoman, what have I to do 

with thee? Mine hour is not yet 

comeòðthen does it anyway. 

 Maryôs faith was transferred to 

the servants. ñWhatsoever He 

saith unto you, do it.ò Itôs notable 

that this first recorded miracle is 

done not in the presence of the 

host or some other high-status 

types, but among those at the bot-

tom of the social scaleðservants 

and women. Perhaps their humble 

lot made them more predisposed 

to faith. 

 In the servantsô case, faith was 

expressed in instant obedience. 

What Jesus told them to do, they 

did, and if the result left them 

astonished, there is no record of it. 

The ruler of the feast was dumb-

founded at the origin of the good 

wine, ñbut the servants which 

drew the water knew.ò They were 

content to be the quiet agents of 

supernatural power. 

 How does faith figure in a mod-

ern wedding or wedding recep-

tion? To answer, let me quote a 

long-married Christian friend. He 

said that as a little boy, he was 

astonished that anybody could 

ever get divorced. Then as a mid-

dle-aged man, he was astonished 

that anybody could ever stay mar-

ried. 

 That is the perspective from 

which some of us hear the wed-

ding vows declared so blithely by 

young couples. They donôt have a 

clue. Consider a single phraseð

ñin sickness and in health.ò Most 

people marry at the height of 

youthful vigor, and can hardly 

imagine how illness would affect a 

marriage partnership. If one 

spouse is down, especially for a 

long time, it can cause severe 

strains, practical, financial, or 

emotional. Who will do the laun-

dry? Who will walk the baby at 

three a.m.? Who will pay the bills? 

 Yet when the romantic naiveté 

of newlyweds is mingled with 

faith, thereôs hope. Like the serv-

ants at Cana, they may, during the 

vows, sense themselves in the 

presence of supernatural power. 

They do well to stay humble and 

act in obedience, in this case to the 

biblical injunctions about human 

relationships. Will this guarantee 

success in getting along? No, but 

it raises the odds. 

 Faith may be defined as mental 

assent to the unproveable. Yet just 

because something is unproveable 

doesnôt mean itôs untrue. The 

deepest truths of life donôt admit 

of laboratory testing, yet they have 

been tested in the long crucible of 

human experience. When I be-

came a Christian, a chief attraction 

was what I saw of Christian mar-

riage. At its best, it seemed to of-

fer the surest ground for happiness 

in this life, as well as training for 

the next. Yet its promise depended 

on taking a risk, affirming a vi-

sion, adding the spiritual fuel of 

belief. 

 As with marriage, so with other 

claims on our faith. God draws us 

not through irrefutable proofs, 

which would require nothing of 

us, but through intimations, that 

can only be realized when mixed 

with our heartfelt desire. 

 

ðTHE SUBMERGENCE OF SELF
ð 

 Second, the receptions at Cana 

and Rockport signaled the sub-

mergence of self, caught nicely in 

the phrase ñone flesh.ò As noted 

above, even the Lord Himself had 

His will thwarted at the Cana af-

fair. He didnôt want to perform a 

miracle yet, but was boxed in, and 

so used it to teach a profound truth 

about His ministry. At one level, it 

saved the party by keeping up the 

flow of wine. At another, it sym-

bolized and exalted His role with-

in the divine plan of redemptionð

ñthou hast kept the good wine un-

til now.ò 

 The couple in Rockport heard 

the words ñone flesh,ò then got to 

practice the concept in that tortu-

ous custom called the receiving 

line. How many brides and 

grooms really want to stand for an 

hour, enduring with frozen smiles 

the kisses and cliches of people 

they barely know? Worse, they 

must follow it by the interminable 

photo session, where an officious 

stranger nags the whole clan into 

poses of forced mirth. Then, when 

most couples feel on the verge of 

collapse, itôs off to the party. 

 This view may be colored by 

what I learned from my own bride 

twenty-two years ago. She aspired 

to a small, discreet affair, that 

would impose minimal cost and 

trouble on her family. My mother 

protested, saying, ñMy people are 

coming a thousand miles to this 

 

Just because 

 something 

is unprovea-

ble doesnõt 

mean itõs  

untrue.  
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something.ò So it grew and grew, 

with more guests, more flowers, 

more food, more stress, sapping 

Debbieôs nerve strength and mak-

ing her want to sleep through the 

honeymoon. 

 At first I shared her umbrage 

toward my mother, but in retro-

spect there could have been no 

better introduction to marriage. A 

bride and groom may assume that 

the wedding is about them. The 

bride in particular may see in it 

her long-awaited chance to be 

queen for a day. But no. They plan 

the perfect occasion, and it is im-

mediately criticized and changed 

by the many people who do the 

work. Itôs all compromise and 

complication and disappointment, 

till the poor couple is tempted to 

elope. 

 No, the wedding isnôt about 

them. Rather, it weaves them for-

cibly into a larger community and 

tradition. It marks a radical and 

wrenching change in identity, 

from a state (or imagined state) of 

autonomous individuality, to one 

of submergence into a collective 

being. You are now part of a 

whole, one half of One Flesh, an 

ñIò turned into a ñWe.ò In moral 

terms, this accelerates the lifelong 

passage from the selfishness of 

youth to the selflessness of maturi-

ty. 

 That occurs, more or less, in 

any cultural setting. But the spe-

cial beauty of Christian marriage 

comes from the equality at its 

heart, the ideal of mutual defer-

ence and submission. Most reli-

gions use marriage to perpetuate 

male dominance. Ours presents it 

as an image of Christôs relation to 

the church, in which the groom 

gives his life for his bride. So, not 

only does the wife submerge her 

self into that of her husband, but 

he does likewise, starting at the 

altar. And both submerge them-

selves before God. 

ðCREATIVITYð 

 

 Third, consider the role of crea-

tivity in weddings (which at bot-

tom are about procreativity). 

Thereôs a lot, especially if the cou-

ple is poor and relies on the volun-

tary help of church friends and 

family. It includes both the more 

obvious channels of creativityð

decor and songs and poemsðand 

the less obvious onesðdress and 

flowers and food and programs. 

 Again, I gained insight into this 

through my wife, who occasional-

ly works as a florist. The males 

reading this may or may not have 

noticed flowers at a wedding, but 

the females certainly do. The se-

lection, acquisition and arrange-

ment of flowers take a staggering 

amount of work, so much that 

Debbie vows that every wedding 

will be her last. But then some 

impoverished Christian friend asks 

for help, and she starts all over. 

Iôm convinced this will always be 

the case, not just from kindness, 

but because it draws forth her tal-

ent for creating visual beauty in a 

way that just lights her up. 

 Thereôs no record in John of 

how creativity figured at Cana, but 

it probably wasnôt much different 

from the scene in Rockport. We 

were in the Community Hall on 

Broadway, a wonderful old New 

England buildingðwood-paneled, 

high-ceilinged, labyrinthine in 

layout, oddly furnished, infused 

with a musty late-summer odor. 

Here the talents of the bride her-

self were on display. The bride 

herself was an artist, and the hall 

became her canvas. She also or-

chestrated a long chain of 

eventsðtwo different servings of 

food, recorded music, a guest 

book to sign, a videotaped record 

of memories of bride and groom, 

speeches, toasts. It drew out quite 

a few talents of quite a few people. 

 I myself pitched in with a funny 

 poem. I like making people laugh 

(Anne Lamott said ñLaughter is 

carbonated holinessò), and I like 

being the center of attention, if 

only for ten minutes. But whatever 

medium people worked inð

visual, musical, sartorial, gustato-

ryðit brought distinct satisfaction 

to blend the many gifts into a sym-

phony of praise and celebration. 

My mind went to a phrase of 

George McDonald, the Victorian 

preacher and novelist who be-

lieved profoundly in the divine 

impulse behind human creativity. 

He felt that when people make 

things, poems or bouquets or 

chairs or whatever, it brings joy 

because it echoes the work of 

God. He called it ñfirst heaven.ò 

While we all yearn for the culmi-

nating Wedding Supper of the 

Lamb, itôs good that in earthly 

gatherings we can perhaps know a 

foretaste. E 

 
 

 

 Tom is ESL Director of Showa 
Boston (a school for Japanese young 
women) and was editor of TOR from 
1984-1990. 

 

When people 

make things it 

brings joy  

because it 

echoes the work 

of God.  
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I  T DOESNôT seem so long ago that I was 15 and playing 

soccer with some friends on my 

lunch break at school. There were 

two games on the playground that 

day, and both of them included my 

friends. I just picked one and 

started playing. Less than ten 

minutes into my game, a friend in 

the other game jokingly shouted 

over to me as he came to fetch the 

ball from a wayward shot, ñMatt, 

you traitor!!ò He grinned and ran 

off, ball in hand, with victorious 

m a t c h- w i n n i n g  t h o u g h t s 

overwhelming his equilibrium.  

I had no clue what he meant. 

Puzzled, I carried on with my 

game. Due to another wayward 

shot, our paths met again just a 

few minutes later. I enquired as to 

the meaning of his earlier 

comment. He simply gestured 

toward the rest of the people on 

my team. It took a while for my 

usual sharpness to kick in. To my 

astonishment, I was the only white 

kid playing in a game of 16 

people. I hadnôt even noticed. The 

other game had only white people 

in it.  

I grew up in a multi-cultural 

city, and whilst I knew that the 

school I was attending had a large 

Muslim percentage (it was an all 

boys school, the only one in the 

city), the innocence of youth up 

till then had left it just a statistic. 

But time went on. Then, 

nearly three years ago, two 

members of al-Qaeda were caught 

and arrested in my home city, 

having been involved in plotting 

acts of terrorism. It shook me. 

They were both around my age; I 

couldnôt help thinking, Did they 

go to my school? (I didnôt 

recognize their names, as we all 

knew each other only by 

nicknames.) Had I played soccer 

with boys who had grown up to 

hate the country that had been so 

welcoming to their ancestors? Had 

I hugged one in a moment of joy 

at scoring a goal? 

Now, as an adult, I often get 

the bus to work. Itôs normal for me 

to be seen reading my Bible, and I 

get many quizzical looks. Some 

folks are shocked, and some open 

the occasional conversation. But I 

also get looks of disgustðmostly 

from Muslim eyes. What is going 

on here? 

Leicester is not the only place 

in England where Muslims live. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Living With Islam 
 

By Matthew Harrison, Leicester, England 
 

I also get looks of 
disgustñmostly 
from Muslim 

eyes. 

We asked Matthew to share his perspective on the heightening world-wide conflict 

as it surfaces in one of Englandôs most culturally diverse cities today. His account is 

both alarming and challenging. 
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Currently the UK has 1.6 million 

Muslims, out of a population of 

just 60 million. One million of 

them live in London in an area 

called Tower Hamlets where the 

population is 36% Muslimðthe 

highest such density in the UK. 

Even so, Muslims in the UK 

account for only about 3% of the 

total population. The inner city of 

my hometown, Leicester, has 

35,000 out of a total inner-city 

population of 300,000. 

 Itôs hard for someone who 

has grown up in a city like 

Leicester (where the Muslim 

population has always seemed 

large) to understand this, but the 

Muslim population elsewhere in 

Europe is growing fast. According 

to a ñVoice of the Martyrsò report, 

ñThere are 51.8 million Muslims 

in Europe, and it is likely, with a 

current growth rate of 6.5% per 

year, that Muslims will be the 

second largest religious group in 

Europe behind Catholics by the 

year 2014.ò Already they have 

overtaken Protestants as the 

second largest group behind 

Catholics in Belgium, France, 

Italy and Spain, and are second to 

the Orthodox Church in Bulgaria, 

Greece, Macedonia, Russia and 

Serbia. 

Sadly, most Christians here 

see Britain, for this very reason, as 

an increasing minefield rather than 

a bountiful harvest. And itôs hard 

to argue with them. Consider these 

statistics: Seven per cent of the 

prison population in England are 

Muslim (as compared with only 

three percent of the total 

population). In a nationwide 

survey, 30% of Muslims admitted 

to taking drugs at some stage of 

their life (the national average for 

all people is 19%). They also have 

the highest percentage of 

unemployment of any social group 

in the UK.  

These are startling statistics 

for just one religious group, which 

leads to the question: is Islam just 

a religion? Answering-Islam.org.uk 

explains it this way: ñIndeed, 

Islam is a religion, but it would be 

most misleading to stop at that. 

The heart of Islamic teaching is 

that religion is not just a part of 

life, but life is a tiny part of 

religion. Thus everything in life is 

dominated by this religion. As 

such, Islam is a system. It is a 

socio-political, socio-religious, 

socio-economical, educational, 

l eg is la t i ve ,  jud ic ia l ,  and 

militaristic system garbed in 

religious terminology.ò  

But  the element  that 

undergirds the whole Muslim 

religion is the Quran. A thorough 

study of the Quran and its Hadith 

commentaries reveals an Islam 

that is not being presented 

honestly by Muslim propagandists 

and is not even known to the 

majority of Muslims. The Quran 

tells Muslims to kill the 

disbelievers wherever they find 

them (Q. 2:191), to murder them 

and treat them harshly (Q. 9:123), 

slay them (Q. 9:5), fight with 

them, (Q. 8: 65). When verses like 

this are found and understood 

(there are many, many moreð

over 150 Jihad verses in the Quran 

alone), it is hard to believe the 

claims that British and American 

foreign policies are to blame for 

Muslim terroristsô attacks. 

It seems almost understandable, 

yet hugely unfair and wrong that 

the government is falling over 

themselves to appease a group of 

people who appear so easily 

angered. I remember reading 

about an occurrence in which a 

Muslim shouted in the street, 

ñAllah aqbarò (God is great) to 

which a Christian man replied, 

ñNone can save but Jesus!ò The 

Christian alone was prosecuted for 

inciting racial hatred. 

Still, the fact remains that 

these people need Jesus just as 

much as anyone anywhere. As I 

walk the streets of England, I 

often pray for the Muslims I see. I 

donôt always see hatred in their 

Our role also includes loving Muslims, but we must not compromise 
the truth of the Gospel.  
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eyes. I also see pain and suffering 

and an emptiness I once felt 

myself. Unbeknown even to 

themselves, I see people crying 

out to be filled by the true God. 

Now, what should our 

response be to all this? As the 

second coming of our Lord is 

drawing closer, we must get 

deeply involved in spiritual 

warfareðeven more so against a 

religion whose holy book is a big 

source of contempt and hatred in 

the western world. Our words 

mean nothing if there are not 

people willing to stand up and 

pray. Our wrestling, we read, is 

ñnot against flesh and blood, but 

against principalities, against 

powers, against the rulers of the 

darkness of this world.ò  

As true followers of the Lord 

Jesus Christ, our role also includes 

loving Muslims and overcoming 

hatred by His grace. But a final 

warning: we must not compromise 

the truth of the Gospel. Otherwise, 

ñloveò offered in deception born 

of inward compromise will lead 

nowhere but to hell. It is a great 

sin to put stumbling blocks in the 

way of other menôs souls, but this 

country and its compromising 

accommodation of all kinds of 

sinful behavior has done just that.  

With no desire to simply ñpass 

the blame,ò I believe that the 

inconsistency of Christian 

believers, whether they know it or 

not, is daily doing harm to 

souls.One sin against which our 

Lord warns us is causing others to 

stumble. Such a practice can do 

serious injury to the Gospel, and I 

am ashamed to say it is rife in the 

part of the body of Christ with 

whom I currently fellowship. 

Collectively, we are known as 

ñEnglish believers,ò but many 

have often seemed more involved 

in breaking down bridges than in 

building them. Too many people 

see every unbeliever as ñswine,ò 

without even trying to cast a 

ñpearl.ò Some donôt seem too 

intent on making Christianity 

beautiful in the eyes of men, and 

donôt appear to want to adorn the 

Gospel of Christ in all things. The 

cross of Christ will give offence 

enough by itself; let us not 

increase that  of fence by 

carelessness in our daily lives. We 

need to love Muslims, while not 

denying our God

-given birthright 

or heritage by 

trying to placate 

them. 

Yet, by the 

grace of God, all 

is not lost. Iôm a 

friend of a 

minister in a 

church in the 

very area where 

the two members 

of al-Qaeda were 

caught, and his 

Assistant Pastor is a convert from 

Pakistan. Once a month on a 

Tuesday, the church has a meeting 

of 200 Asian Christians, including 

Muslim converts. They are called 

the Shanti Fellowship, ñshantiò 

being ñpeaceò in many Asian 

languages. Please pray for this 

vital ministry that meets in this 

predominantly Muslim area. 

And please pray for Britain! 

Pray that we can keep up the 

attitude of Christ who did not deny 

truth but loved His enemies even 

until the end. Pray that the Lord 

will awaken the believers from 

their slumber and stir them into 

action. We need more Isaiahs: 

ñThen said I, Here am I; send me.ò 

Pray for the believers already 

involved in witnessing to 

Muslims. And pray for us all to 

show them the character of Christ, 

living lives of uncompromising 

righteousness! 

ñThe harvest truly is plente-

ous, but the labourers are few.ò E 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Matthew works as a Certified 
Nurseôs Assistant in a Children's 
Intensive Care Unit at the Leicester 
Royal Infirmary Hospital. As well as 
preaching when the Lord calls him to, 
he is a youth leader and helps 
maintain the church grounds. When 
he has the time he also helps out in 
Leicester's only Christian school. 
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The following statements, taken mostly from the 
last will and testament of some of those who 

created the United States of America, 
demonstrate a high degree of devotion to Christ 
and Christianity. Though obviously written for 

public review, they reveal the unusual character of 
the writers. Such men do not lapse into hypocrisy 
at such times: we can safely draw the conclusion 

that they meant just what they said. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Samuel Adams, Father of the 

American Revolution, Signer of the 

Declaration of Independence 
 

 

 

 

 

Ié recommend my Soul to that Almighty Being who 

gave it, and my body I commit to the dust, relying up-

on the merits of Jesus Christ for a pardon of all my 

sins. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

John Dickinson, Signer of the  

Constitution 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rendering thanks to my Creator for my existence and 

station among His works, for my birth in a country 

enlightened by the Gospel and enjoying freedom, and 

for all His other kindnesses, to Him I resign myself, 

humbly confiding in His goodness and in His mercy 

through Jesus Christ for the events of eternity. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Patrick Henry , Governor of  

Virginia, Patriot  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is all the inheritance I can give to my dear family. 

The religion of Christ can give them one which will 

make them rich indeed. 

 

 

~Testimonies of Our  

Founding Fathers~ 
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John Jay, First Chief Justice of 

the U. S. Supreme Court 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unto Him who is the author and giver of all good, I 

render sincere and humble thanks for His manifold 

and unmerited blessings, and especially for our re-

demption and salvation by His beloved son. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

John Witherspoon, Signer of the 

Declaration of Independence 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I entreat you in the most earnest manner to believe in 

Jesus Christ, for there is no salvation in any otheré 

[I]f you are not reconciled to God through Jesus 

Christ, if you are not clothed with the spotless robe of 

His righteousness, you must forever perish. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rufus Putnam, Revolutionary 

War General, First Surveyor General 

of the United States 
 

 

 

 

 

 

[F]irst, I give my soul to a holy, sovereign God Who 

gave it in humble hope of a blessed immortality 

through the atonement and righteousness of Jesus 

Christ and the sanctifying grace of the Holy Spirit. 

My body I commit to the earth to be buried in a de-

cent Christian manner. I fully believe that this body 

shall, by the mighty power of God, be raised to life at 

the last day, ñfor this corruptible [sic] must put on 

incorruption, and this mortal must put on immortali-

ty.ò 

 

 

 
 

Roger Sherman, Signer of the  

Declaration of Independence, Signer of 

the Constitution 
   

 

 

 

I believe that there is one only living and true God, 

existing in three persons, the Father, the Son, and the 

Holy Ghost... that the Scriptures of the Old and New 

Testaments are a revelation from Godé that God did 

send His own Son to become man, die in the room 

and stead of sinners, and thus to lay a foundation for 

the offer of pardon and salvation to all mankind so as 

all may be saved who are willing to accept the Gospel 

offer. 

 

 

 

Benjamin Rush, Signer of the  

Declaration of Independence 

  

 

 

My only hope of salvation is in the infinite, transcend-

ent love of God manifested to the world by the death 

of His Son upon the cross. Nothing but His blood will 

wash away my sins. I rely exclusively upon it. Come, 

Lord Jesus! Come quickly! 

 

 

 

 
 

Robert Treat Paine, Signer of the 

Declaration of Independence. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

I desire to bless and praise the name of God most high 

for appointing me my birth in a land of Gospel Light 

where the glorious tidings of a Savior and of pardon 

and salvation through Him have been continually 

sounding in mine ears. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

Charles Cotesworth Pinckney, 
Signer of the Constitution 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To the eternal, immutable, and only true God be 

all honor and glory, now and forever, Amen! E 
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A  
S 1906 drew to a close, the 

main focus of Shilohôs 

interests lay with Coronet and her 

ongoing saga in the Mediterranean. 

On that vessel, the main focus was 

preparing for the imminent Trip 

Around the World. But first they 

had a prayer mission to complete 

locally, and they were conducting 

it at the northeast corner of the 

Sea, in what is known today as the 

Bay of Iskanderun. It is a 

landlocked stretch of water, and if 

the wind were in the wrong 

quarter, it could prove dangerous. 

Coronet had no working engine at 

the time. If she were caught on a 

ñlee shore,ò she would have to sail 

her way out of that bay, or be 

wrecked. 

 On December 10 or 11, she 

was put to that very test. 

Staggering under a relentless 

onshore wind that seemed like an 

ñarm of steel,ò she fought her way 

back and forth, trying gamely to 

win headway toward the open sea. 

But her canvas was old, and it 

could not stand up to that wind. 

One after another, her sails split 

apart and had to be hauled down 

for repairsðleaving the vessel to 

be driven relentlessly toward shoal 

water. 

 Her crew fought, too, 

praying to the Pilot of Galilee who 

had stilled the waters for His men 

so long ago. But He was 

permitting them a hard test this 

time, and the wind continued. 

It was dangerous work, 

handling those sails. Far forward 

on the bowsprit, surging and 

diving out over the water, young 

Everett Knight and Wilmot 

Tompkins grabbed wildly at the 

jib, balancing on footropes and 

trying to secure it. The wind 

whistled past, and huge seas bore 

down, steep in the funneling 

action of the bay. Astern, the man 

at the wheel gripped the spokes 

and stared forward along the 

schoonerôs deck. Suddenly Everett 

was thrown off balance. In a shock 

of panic, he slid off the end of the 

bowsprit. 

Reaching for a last grip, he 

found the whisker stay (a stout 

steel cable) and fetched up with a 

jerk, dangling full length over the 

raging water and hanging on like 

grim death. Up rose the schoonerôs 

great forefoot, high over the 

surface, and began its majestic 

plunge into the next wave. The 

clinging man, unable to climb 

back, went down with it, and the 

cold and hungry sea clutched at 

him. Busy with his own work, 

Tompkins had not seen him go, or 

had assumed he had left the 

bowsprit for the deck. Once more 

the bow rose and fell, and once 

more the helpless man was lifted 

and plunged. Again the water 

dragged at him. 

Gritt ing his teeth and 

doubtless praying, Everett was 

weakening. The wind caught at his 

heavy oilskins, and the relentless 

seas came on and on. Willing his 

aching fingers to hold, the 

desperate manôs mind was racing. 

Heôd have to let go. It was a 

matter of seconds. But that 

massive bow! It would surely 

come down on him, knock him 

under, and erase all hope of 

survival! 

The helmsman had seen a dim 

form disappear from the bowsprit. 

Horrified, he could not leave his 

post, and in this seaway, with the 

vessel herself in danger, there was 

nothing to be done for the hapless 

man anyway. He must have cried 

the alarm. Grimly he kept an eye 

over the side in case he could 

throw him a line as he was swept 

past. 

But he never came aft. Wilmot 

Tompkins had seen him at last. A 

pair of hands, an anguished face, 

white as it stared up at himðand 

Tompkins dived across the 

gyrating spar, hooked his legs into 

whatever purchase he could find, 

and leaned far down. A moment 

later Everett felt his grip on his 

       One Hundred Years Ago            
 

 

DANGER  

AT SEA  
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wrists. As the bow swept upward 

yet again, Tompkins heaved, and 

the desperate sailor was dragged, 

only semi-conscious, to the 

relative safety of the bowsprit 

again. But they were not out of 

trouble. Everett was unable to help 

himself, and in another bad sea, it 

would be impossible for both of 

them to survive. 

Down below, Gordon Murray 

was unaware of the drama 

unfolding a few feet forward 

overhead. All he knew was that 

the ship was in danger, but 

suddenly, whether by a distant 

shout or a spiritual premonition, 

he knew that something was 

wrong on deck. Hustling up the 

ladder, the brawny sailor swung 

forward where the desperate 

tableau met his gaze. Seconds later 

he was out over the water himself, 

and he and Tompkins helped the 

younger man back to safety. 

But the ship was still in 

danger. All Wednesday night they 

fought that gale, on deck, and 

below in prayer, until on Thursday 

afternoon, her canvas in tatters, 

and reduced to one working sail, 

the battling schooner beat clear 

and made for open water. 

 Thus both ship and people 

were put to the test, as if in 

preparation for sterner trials in the 

yearôs voyaging to come. And as 

here at Iskanderun, God would 

prove faithful in delivering them. E 

W  
E GATHERED for a Sab-

bath evening service 

some months ago, and I entered 

into the faith and worship more or 

less dutifully. But I couldnôt seem 

to rise above a certain dejected, 

lonely feeling that wasnôt at all in 

keeping with the service. Suddenly 

I became aware of the words, 

ñThe things which God hath pre-

pared for them that love Him.ò 

They awakened my heart and I 

saw God as a loving Father pre-

paring rewards and blessings for 

the children He loves. Dejection 

and loneliness left me, and tears of 

joy came to my eyesé. 

[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 

ñprizesò for us, rewards, inher-

itances, to help us to be sure to 

overcomeé. 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 even-

ing service, I was again needy. 

Tiredness, responsibility, unsolved 

problems, disappointments, all 

mingled in my outlook to make it 

dark and gloomy. I had no sense 

of godliness or even of much pie-

ty, and I struggled sluggishly even 

to feel decenté. My thoughts 

were mostly on the blackness of 

the outlook, the prevalence of the 

antichrist spirit, the temptations of 

the saints, the physical weaknesses 

and sicknesses that dog us daily. 

Clouds, clouds, clouds!é 

But suddenly the Spirit let me 

ñshare Godôs secretò 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 imme-

diate surroundings as well, a small 

opening appeared. It was about the 

size of my hand held at armôs 

length. But through it I saw a 

crowd of happy, rejoicing people. 

The sun shone, and there was no 

fear or gloom or oppression any-

where, just liberty of sprit, joy, 

abandon, exultation, victory. It 

was the Millennium, I knew; Jesus 

was reigning. I knew that too, 

even though I didnôt see Him. Sa-

tan 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, ñIt is 

just a short way ahead, all this vic-

torious conclusionðjust a short 

way!ò 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! E  

 
 
 

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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The following article first appeared in 

the November, 2005, issue of 

Christianity Today. It tells the story of 

one coupleôs struggle with the issue of 

birth control as currently practiced by 

many Christians. May our readers 

examine it with care and an open heart 

to the Holy Spirit. (Used by Permission, 

Christianity Today, 2005.)    
ðContributed by David H. Murray, 

McDonough, Georgia 

 

Mircette TM and I became one 

shortly before my wedding day. In 

a way, my union with the wallet-

sized green box of 28 pills was 

more complete than the bond I 

had with my husband... I 

swallowed the little tablet daily, 

and its hormones penetrated the 

cells of my body. 

There were unspoken vows 

in our seemingly side-effect-free 

union. Come sickness or health, 

I promised to be faithful to 

Mircette and take it regularly at 

the same time every day. In turn, 

the pill pledged to suppress my 

ovulations.  

I could [live without fear] 

that a pregnancy would impose 

on my incipient career. We 

spoke each otherôs love 

languages. Mircette met my 

needs for adventure and 

protectionðsimultaneously. I 

served as its interactive billboard 

among my friends. And the 

wonder drugôs makers got my 

$20 co-pay each month. 

Everyone was satisfied! 

Thatôs when a more 

captivating lover began to turn 

my eye. 

 

A Hospitable Womb 
It was an emotional affair, the 

first time I cheated on the pill 

and everything it stood for. One 

thing led to another. I didnôt 

really go out looking for a new 

ideology. 

Early in my job as an editor 

at Christianity Today, I worked 

on a piece by a just-married 

couple, Sam and Bethany 

Torode, which they later 

developed into a provocative 

little book titled Open Embrace: 

A Protestant Couple Rethinks 

Contraception (Eerdmans, 

2002). It was a personal 

narrative about how theyð

somewhat irresponsibly, I 

thoughtðhad [conducted 

themselves] since their wedding. 

 

How the Tiny Tablet Upset My Soul 

 

by Agnieszka Tennant 
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They were so cute, so Bible 

times! 

I had to wonder, though: 

did no one tell them that 

newlyweds are supposed to 

secure some essentials 

before risking the intrusion 

of a baby? Didnôt they want 

to make love without 

visualizing cribs? Didnôt 

they need to get used to one 

another as husband and wife 

before succumbing to the 

asexual roles of sleep-

deprived young parents? How 

would they find time to travel, to 

secure academic degrees, well-

paying jobs, and a mortgage? 

And would they be able to afford 

Starbucks? 

Still, I found the Torodesô 

idealism endearing, and I 

congratulated myself on my 

ability to edit even articles with 

which I disagreed. But 

gradually, my reservations gave 

way to fascination with the 

authorsô reckless surrender. 

The pill and I had just 

celebrated our first anniversary. 

Though I flirted with the idea of 

abandoning birth control and the 

ideas it encapsulated, I remained 

faithful to it as I edited the 

defiant article. I didnôt mind the 

Torodesô questioning ñthe 

contraceptive mentalityò of our 

society. But I scoffed when they 

accused the pill of causing really 

tiny, chemical abortions. They 

may as well have called me an 

embryo killer. 

Science, I thought, was on 

my side. The way birth control 

works is by preventing 

ovulation. No eggs get released; 

no eggs get fertilized; no babies 

get made. End of story, no? 

The thing is, ovulations do 

sometimes break through. Just 

ask the regular pill users who are 

bewilderedðalmost as much as 

was the mother of Jesusðat the 

news of pregnancy. These get-

away ova are, of course, hard to 

track down. In the rare event that 

pill users do ovulate, they 

usually donôt notice it. So only a 

handful of partial studies exist. 

They find that ovulations happen 

in between 1 and 5 percent of 

cycles in which no pills were 

missed. 

ñItôs possible that an egg 

might be released and be 

fertilized in the fallopian tube 

only to have the embryo arrive at 

the uterus to find an unfavorable 

endometrium,ò the Christian 

Medical Associationôs William 

Cutrer and Sandra Glahn 

recent l y  wro te  in  The 

Contracept ion Guidebook 

(Zondervan, 2005). ñThe hostile 

uterine environment could 

potentially be incompatible with 

human life, and the embryo 

would die.ò Yikes! This means 

that if I interfere with the 

embryoôs effort to make its 

home in the uterus, I have on my 

hands, as these authors say, ña 

morally unacceptable situation.ò 

Roman Catholics have 

always opposed the pill, though 

most American Catholics do 

only in theory. But as this teeny 

probability of abortion-by-

accident gained more attention 

in the 1990ôs, some evangelicals 

joined Catholics in advising 

couples to ditch the pill. 

In 1997 Randy Alcorn, 

founder of Eternal Perspective 

Ministries, joined the dissenters 

with his richly documented Does 

the Birth Control Pill Cause 

Abortions? Among those 

disturbed by the pill was also 

obstet r i c ian Dr .  Wal ter 

Larimore, whose influential 

advice can be heard on Focus on 

the Family radio programs. 

But for every God-fearing, 

pro-life physician who opposed 

the pill, there seem to be at least 

three who embrace it. They point 

out that there isnôt enough 

research and that weôre merely 

talking about a potential tiny 

l i t t l e  abor t ionðand an 

involuntary one at that. Besides, 

they say, the very hormones that 

make the endometrium thin and 

ñhostileò to implantation should 

also be enough to prevent 

ovulation in the first place. 

Itôs a red herring, I 

remember telling the Torodes 

after doing some reading. Letôs 

not go there. So their article 

didnôt. 

But I did. As I continued to 

take the little pill daily for 

another three years, it became 

harder and harder to swallow. I 

grew uneasy with the minuscule 

chanceðbe it one in a million of 

millionsðthat my womb might 

turn away a cluster of 128 or 256 

cells knitted together in the 

image of God. 

This sense of discomfort 

never evolved into an absolute 

dogma. I still wouldnôt say that 

taking contraceptives is a sin. 

But I questioned the assumptions 

I found underneath my pill 

popping. 

What did my daily habit say 

about my faith in the One who 

reduced himself first to a cell, 
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then two, then 128, then 256 and 

more, then to a defenseless 

babyðand whose door is always 

open for helpless intruders like 

me? Could the little pill have 

stood for more than just a chance 

to get a fiscally responsible life 

before opening it up to stinky 

diapers? Could Mircette have 

changed not just the hormonal 

makeup of my cells, but also 

what cannot be seen under a 

microscope? Could it have 

served as one more safety lock 

on the door not just to my 

womb, but also to my figure, my 

marriage, my home, my career, 

my gym routine? 

 

God is in these details 
What finally led me to dump the 

pill four years into our 

relationship was Duke Divinity 

Schoolôs spunky moral 

theologian Amy Laura Hall. Not 

coincidentally, the first time I 

met her, she was wiping her 

adopted toddlerôs gook off her 

blouse. 

After taking care of that 

divine mess, she gave a lecture 

on  t he  eugen ics- roo ted 

assumptions that have led 

Western Christians like me to 

view childrenðand even the 

possibility of their arrivalðas an 

inconvenient interruption. Why, 

she asked, do we feel the need to 

perfectly time and fit children 

into our busy schedules? Is this a 

Christian instinct? 

ñOnly in a small number of 

cultures do we have the idea that 

adults should do their work, 

worship, and entertainment 

without the presence of 

children,ò she says. In her case, 

the messenger is the message. 

She can often be seen scurrying 

from an airport to a conference 

to a classroom to a business 

lunch with a child holding her 

hand or wrapped around her 

neck, sometimes with her 

husband, also a professor, in 

tow. 

When I later told Hall that 

my husband and I had removed 

the safety lock from the door to 

my womb in case the Great 

Lover of Strangers wanted to 

send any visitors our way, she 

said that she had a closet full of 

baby clothes just in case. 

Ah, baby clothes. Living in 

the space where human and 

divine freedoms overlap doesnôt 

come easy, so my first reaction 

to her offer was a weak-throated 

gulp.  

Itôs one thing to get off the 

pill and another to be actively 

trying to conceive. Leaving my 

door unlocked doesnôt 

necessarily mean that I must 

stand in the street, asking 

passersby to come in, right? I 

believe in free will. And in a 

Christianôs right to [prevention 

of pregnancy]. For a time that 

my husband and I will 

determine, we feel free not to 

solicit visitors. 

Even the pope gets that. 

Since his church members 

have got this Natural Family 

Planning thing together, my 

husband and I took the Catholic 

Couple-to-Couple Leagueôs 

training course. NFP is no longer 

our grandmothersô calendar 

roulette. It can be tricky to 

master, but when properly 

applied, it can be 99 percent 

effective. Let me define 

ñeffective.ò In addition to 

bringing husbands and wives 

closer, NFP is great for planning 

pregnancyé as well as for 

delaying it. 

But you never know. 

And in this not knowing, we 

remain open. Consistent life 

ethicist that she is, Hall taught 

me that being pro-life isnôt only 

about opposing surgical 

abortion. Itôs about opening 

ourselves to the risk and mess 

and uncertainty that accompany 

any God-sent guest we allow 

into our lives. The least we can 

do is leave our doors unlocked. 

Like Rahab did for the spies. 

Like Mary did for Jesus. 

For Hall, this openness to 

divine interruption extends 

beyond defending embryos to 

adopting a child, lobbying 

workplaces to offer generous 

maternity policies, making sure 

to work as a professor no more 

than 40 hours a week, and 

sharing baby clothes. 

I want my faith to be as 

imaginative. 

When Jesus appears on my 

doorstepðdisguised as a cluster 

of 128 cells or a single mother 

who could use some free baby-

sittingðHeôd better find an open 

door. E 

What did my  

daily habit 

say about my 

faith...? 
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C 
RY, The Beloved Coun-

try was written by a 

South African shortly 

before apartheid (apartness) be-

came official government policy. 

That policy, which established 

separate homelands for blacks on 

the least desirable land, was the 

culmination of a point of view that 

treated blacks as inferior in every 

way. Mr. Paton had been supervi-

sor of a reformatory school, and in 

1946, he traveled abroad to study 

prison reform. Homesick for South 

Africa, he began writing this book 

in a hotel room in Norway.  

Continuing to write as he trav-

eled, he showed the manuscript to 

friends he met in the United 

States, and by the determination of 

these friends, Paton eventually 

published the book here. It is the 

simple story of a black pastor who 

travels from his country village to 

Johannesburg to help his sister and 

to try to find his only son. While 

there, he is caught up in events 

that he cannot control and faces 

personal tragedy. The tragedy also 

touches the white landowner who 

lives near his village, and both 

must find a way to deal with the 

results. 

 A number of years ago, I 

became interested in South Africa 

while doing research for my job. I 

was aware of this book, as it is on 

many reading lists, and knew it 

was about the suffering of the 

South African people. However, I 

resisted looking into it for a long 

time, thinking it would be dark 

and depressing.  But when I finally 

read it, the result was far  from 

depressing. True, I felt as if I had 

been punched in the stomach with 

its grief and tragedy. But at the 

same time, I was struck to the 

heart by the grace and mercy of 

God demonstrated both directly 

and through human forgiveness 

and compassion. Rather than being 

depressed, I felt I had been on ho-

ly ground. Many years after the 

book first appeared, Alan Paton 

himself used these words to de-

scribe it: ñIt is informed with the 

longing for the land where they 

shall not hurt or destroy in all that 

holy mountain.ò 

As we know, many years went 

by before apartheid was ended in 

1990 and the holding of nation-

wide elections in 1996. Although 

God has answered many prayers 

for land and people, they still face 

the bitter fruit of years of injustice 

and sinful livingð unemploy-

ment, crime, and an epidemic of 

AIDS. Less obvious, but possibly 

more important, are the divisions 

of heart that still exist, even 

among Christians.  

I encourage you to pray for 

this country, just as Patonôs novel 

has encouraged me, knowing that 

ultimately there will be a real 

ñland where they shall not hurt nor 

destroy,ò not only for South Afri-

cans, but for all Godôs people. 
 
 
 
 

 

Reviewer Miriam Homer works 
for Math-U-See, of Peach Bottom, 
Pennsylvania, a manipulative-based 
math curriculum, especially adapted 
for home schooling families 
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O F  ALL things that go 

ñBoom!ò, volcanoes hold a 

place right up near the top in the 

popular mind.  Ever since the ex-

plosion of Mt. St. Helens, so care-

fully documented on TV and film, 

we know what can happen.  But 

we really donôt.  Mt. St. Helens 

was a pretty good show, but it 

takes a ñBig Oneò to drive the 

point home: when God opens up 

the earth, Serious Stuff takes 

place. 

 Winchesterôs very readable 

book chronicles the eruption of 

this island volcano, situated right 

in the middle of the Sunda Strait 

between the large Indonesian is-

lands of Java and Sumatra.  (The 

post-Christmas tsunami a few 

years ago originated at the other 

end of this same Sumatra, we re-

call.)  It was the largest eruption of 

modern times, vaporizing a stun-

ning six cubic miles of rock and 

earth in a few moments, generat-

ing sound waves that were heard 

3 ,000 mi les  away (New 

Englandersð think hearing, not 

hearing about, an explosion in 

California while standing in your 

front yard), and causing tidal dis-

ruptions measured as far off as the 

English Channel! 

 A number of books have 

been written about this event, but 

Winchesterôs is commendable in 

the careful background infor-

mation he develops.  Heôs con-

cerned about the huge numbers of 

human fatalities, so he carefully 

constructs the demography of the 

islands, and if he tells us more 

than we ever wanted to know 

about the rise of Dutch colonial-

ism in the region, itôs worth it.  

Heôs concerned about science, 

above all, so he goes into great 

detail about the development of 

the concept of ñplate tectonics,ò 

and again, if we learn far more 

than necessary about the false 

starts and incremental steps that 

led up to it, we can live with that, 

too.  What we deplore is his near 

worship of naturalistic causes.  He 

lauds humanistic science and stub-

bornly ignores the Creator behind 

it all, but those of us who believe 

in that Creator can still stand in 

awe of His handiwork. 

 A byproduct of Winchesterôs 

year-by-year, week-by-week, and 

finally moment-by-moment chron-

icle is that it makes the end-time 

scenarios of Scripture quite plausi-

ble indeed.  If God has stored up 

His treasuries of snow for the time 

of battle (Job 38:22-23), what 

might be the coming impact of His 

treasuries of magma hidden in the 

heart of the earth? 

 This is serious non-fiction, 

and yet itôs written for the non-

technical mind.  It can stir to awe 

and worship, and Iôd recommend 

it.E 
 
 
 

 

Timothy Murray is editor of this  
magazine. 
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M Y MOTHER used to say, ñGod is Good... all 

the time!ò and I still find that so true! Lately He 

has been nurturing me through Bible studies, books, 

and e-mails. I find it so refreshing how God meets 

my needs from completely different sourcesð

yet  they always come at just the ñright time.ò 

 One of these e-mails arrives every two days or 

so in my mailbox from the book Moments Together 

For Couples, by Dennis and Barbara Rainey. 

Recently they were talking about waiting, and Iôd 

like to share part of the article with you: 
  The hardest of all this was waiting for Godôs 
timing and trusting that He would be faithful. It was a lesson 
and a test in the concept that waiting is worship . When 
we wait on God there is that utter dependance that He 
knows what is best and we don't. Our posture of waiting 
becomes a revelation of our true heart. Am I at rest 

worshipping Him while I wait for His answer? Do I believe that He is entirely trustworthy? Itôs so easy to feel overwhelmed by 
life. When we consider our responsibilities in marriage, family, work, church and extended family, feelings of inadequacy and 
hopelessness can rise suddenly and envelop you like a thick fog. 

  Yet you can keep from being overwhelmed by focusing on the sufficiency of Christ. He is alive today, and He 
stands ready to guide you along the way. 
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