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ñAnd I will lead the 

blind in a way that they 

do not know, in paths 

that they have not 

known I will guide 

them. I will turn dark-

ness before them into 

light, the rough places 

into level ground. The-

se are the things I do, 

and I do not 

forsake them.ò 

Isaiah 42:16 (ESV) 
 

Cover Art by 
Melissa Brown  

MARCH/APRIL  2009  VOL. 26  NO 2 

2  TIMES OF RESTORATION    \   MARCH/APRIL 2009 



MARCH/APRIL  2009    \    TIMES OF RESTORATION  3 

 

Again, we are seeking the Master½s teaching about what a life based on His 
ways should look like. What can we learn, what can we do, so that we actually 
resemble His followers? 
His followers were called ºDisciples.» Not just the Twelve at the heart of it all, but an unknown number of Disciples followed 

Him throughout His earthly ministry. Remember how Peter instructed the early church in filling Judas½s vacant place? He said, 
Let½s take candidates from among those who ºhave companied with us all the time that the Lord Jesus went in and out among 
us.» Apparently there were many to choose from. 

What can their training have been like? We glean a lot of the answer from the Sermon on the Mount, and later, Paul 
instructs his churches in more detail. But it½s a life-long process, we find, and every generation engages in it afresh. 

Here, two modern disciples share their insights. A godly young woman points out that the basis of it all must begin with 
ºfollowing» in the sense of being close to Him. And a young church leader describes three ºauthentic keys» in the process. May 
we all turn our faces steadfastly in this direction and follow¹whatever the cost. 

                   ¹ Editor 

Discipleship 

T HESE PAST FEW DAYS, Iôve thought a lot 

about myself. Not selfishly, I hope, but in a 

historical kind of way. You see, the Christian college 

to which I have applied for correspondence courses 

wanted an essay describing my relationship with Jesus 

Christ and my personal walk of faith. The phrase, 

ñwalk of faith,ò reminds me of one of Christôs 

commands, repeated several times during His ministry: 

ñFollow me.ò 

One day, strolling by the waterfront, Jesus came 

upon two brothers, Peter and Andrew, who were 

industriously raking in a pile of squirming fish. 

ñFollow me,ò He invited (Matthew 4:19). Another 

time, a man recently bereaved asked if he could follow 

Jesus. He was told, ñFollow me, and leave the dead to 

bury their own deadò (Matthew 8:22). For Matthew, 

the call came in the middle of the mundane. Jesus 

found him sitting in 

the local tax office 

and said, simply, 

ñFollow meò (Matthew 9:9). 

I'm sure most of us have heard these stories. But it 

still seems incredible to me that such ordinary 

sounding men actually left their work, their careers, 

and their families to follow a man probably largely 

unknown to them. What was it about Jesus that so 

compelled them? ñHe hath no form nor comeliness; 

and when we see him, there is no beauty that we 

should desire him.ò It was probably not mere 

charisma. Neither was it at the recommendation of the 

religious leaders. 

Looking up ñfollowò in Strongôs concordance, I 

noticed that with one exception, any time Jesus asked 

someone to follow Him, the same Greek word is used. 

FOLLOWING¹WITH HIM 

by Sarah Adams, Dublin, New Hampshire 

Discipleship means companionship: ºAnd He walked 
with me in the way» 
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The meaning is something like ñto be in the same way 

withò or ñto accompany (specifically as a disciple).ò 

To rephrase Christôs words, He might have said, ñHey, 

come join Me on My road,ò or ñAre you with Me on 

this one?ò 

This idea of ñbeing in the way with Godò sounds 

good to me. It also dismantled my first impressions of 

a stereotypical doggy, trailing behind his master, or a 

childrenôs game where the leader directs his followers 

according to whatever crazy whim he conjures up. 

Instead, I have an invitation from God Himself, to 

walk beside Him as His companion, and to be alone no 

longer. It was a union or 

relationship that the disciples 

foundðand also what I 

discovered several years ago, 

when I decided to follow 

Jesus with abandon. 

My own walk of faith 

became more personal in high 

school when the verse from 

Proverbs, ñMy son, give me 

your heart,ò helped me decide 

that even though I was saved, 

I wanted to dedicate my life 

to Jesus in a deeper way. This choice provided a sturdy 

basis and enough power to follow for the next three 

years, which included attending Fairwood Bible 

Institute. There I discovered almost from the start that 

attending this training 

program was not what I 

expected. Or maybe, I was 

not what I expected! Instead 

of a three-year lark, partying 

with my friends, this period 

of my life deeply tested the ground of my Christianity. 

Since most of my family was in Jerusalem when I 

started school, living away from home for the first 

time was an extra big change. Character flaws 

previously untested at home surfaced in the new 

environment, and I struggled with depression. In the 

turmoil, I remembered my choice in high school and 

wondered how I could ever make good on it. Eighteen 

years of Christian training in my parentsô home 

suddenly didnôt seem sufficient impetus to continue 

living fully for God. Questions arose: Did God care 

about me personally? and, How could I know? 

Even though college life didnôt meet my 

expectations, Bible study in classes and meetings did 

provide the whispering words of God into the ears of 

my heart. One meeting in particular stuck with me. 

Mr. Murray, my Bible teacher with hands as big as 

Texas, and a wingspan and gestures larger still, 

exhorted us to make it a matter of prayer to know 

Godôs love for us and our love for God. So, I prayed. I 

prayed as never before that Jesus Himself would tell 

me that He loved me. 

Later that same week, 

several events coincided as I 

rushed down the womenôs 

dorm hall trying to find a classmate. Much to my 

surprise, she greeted me with open arms and a timely 

message coupled with a big hug. ñSarah, God loves 

you so much!ò As quick as the words left her mouth, I 

understood clearly that this was a message from God 

and not merely a pep talk 

from a classmate (who, by the 

way, had no idea about the 

content of my prayers). He 

was responding to those 

impassioned prayers earlier in 

the week! Not only that, but 

He did it in the manner Iôve 

always best understood: 

object lessons and bear hugs. 

It was enough for me. Finally, 

I knew without a doubt that 

God loved me and that I 

loved Him back! Even now, several years later, His 

words to me stand as brilliantly in my memory as a 

billboard on stilts with flashing lights. 

What compelled those everyday Hebrew men to 

respond 2,000 years ago? I donôt know. I donôt even 

completely understand why I dedicated my life to 

Jesus in high school, except to say that when the call 

came, I wanted to follow. To be honest, I feel a little 

bit silly telling my story here, partly because Iôve told 

it so many times (just ask my Fairwood classmates). 

But my repetitious habits only prove my point that 

when we decide to follow Jesus, the results are so 

delicious, so intriguing, and so fulfilling, that itôs no 

surprise when it bubbles up and splashes out from time 

to time. It doesnôt matter what happened; Iôve found 

the companionship of a lifetime, and I canôt stop 

talking about it. Those Galilean men found it too, and 

we still read about the results today! 

I have an invitation from God Himself, to walk beside Him 

As soon as the words left her mouth, I understood clearly 
that this was a message from God. 



On being ºauthentic» with God and each other 
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KEYS TO DISCIPLESHIP 

by J. Nathaniel Brown, Stockbridge, Georgia 

D ISCIPLE. That word can bring lots of mental 

images, perhaps of a few ragged apostles in the 

wilderness, or perhaps an adult Sunday School class 

studying some book of the Bible trying to glean 

nuggets that can be applied to life. Perhaps some donôt 

put a religious spin on it at all and think of it as a 

pejorative term for someone who doesnôt have the 

intellect to think independently. For us as Christians, 

though, the term indicates a process of transformation, 

or even deathðthe putting to death of the old man, 

and the emerging prominence of the new man under 

the Spiritôs control. 

Just after Jesusô baptism by John, He called His 

disciples. What were those men thinking when they 

agreed to 

l e a v e 

e v e r y t h i n g they 

k n e w  t o 

follow Jesus? We know that they didnôt quite ñgetò 

Jesusô purpose until after He died. The Maccabean 

revolts (when Judah ñThe Hammerò led an uprising 

against the Roman empire) had occurred some 150 

years or so before. Were the new disciples hoping (or 

perhaps expecting) another attempt to overthrow the 

Romans? Had they been waiting for months or even 

years for someone to lead them? Were they willing to 

give their lives so that their countrymen could be free? 

Whatever their personal motivations may have 

Are you with Me on this one? 

In his autobiography, Blood Brothers, Elias 

Chacour is reprimanded by his seminary professor for 

turning in a paper that proclaimed God as the starting 

point and proper lens through which to view humanity. 

His teacher said he ñshould have begun with the 

problem of man, the primate, lost in an endless search 

for the óGod idea.ôò Later on, in a discussion about the 

paper, a friend of Elias searched out an answer. 

ñThe real problem,ò he said after a momentôs 

silence, ñis that Western theology starts with man as 

the center of all things and tries to force God into some 

scheme that we can understand. Then He can be 

regulated. Elias, weôve grown up believing that God is 

the beginning and end of all things. He is central, not 

an afterthought. Heôs alive and has His own ways. 

Here, they want to tame God with their philosophy.ò 

Usually when Jesus said, ñFollow me,ò it was 

accompanied with or followed by a life-altering 

statement or request. ñFollow me, and I will make you 

fishers of men,ò given to a couple fishermen, was 

probably more like, ñFollow me, leave your career, 

and I will make you full-time evangelists!ò It makes 

you pause and contemplate what Jesus was really 

asking them to do. He made other drastic requests too. 

One man was told to sell all his belongings and donate 

them to the local homeless shelter (Matt 19:21); 

another was required to give up his right to understand 

everything God was doing with the words, ñWhat is 

that to thee? Follow thou meò (John 21:22). Eliasô 

friend was right. God is the beginning and end of all 

things. 

To return to the definition of ñfollow,ò the road we 

are on with Him is His way; it doesnôt belong to us. 

Jesus knew we needed a reminder when He 

proclaimed, ñI am the way, the truth and the life: no 

one cometh unto the Father, but by meò (John 14:6). 

Are we with Him on this one? ñ 

 

 

 

 

ðAn alumna of Fairwood Bible Institute and graduate 
of the Institute in Basic Life Principles Culinary Arts 
Program, Sarah is filling a major role at Fairwood Bible 
Institute, managing the Main Kitchen and providing 
instruction for t h e 

I½ve found the companionship of a lifetime, and I can½t stop talking about it. 
Those Galilean men found it too, and we still read about the results today! 
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been, Jesus saw something that He could useð

something that could be grown and molded into a tool 

for His ends. He saw rough fishermen who could be 

transformed from ardent Rome haters into men who 

would give their lives for something they couldnôt feel 

or see. But that transformation didnôt happen 

overnight. It took time with Jesus. Yet if we can 

believe the traditional accounts of how the 

original disciples died, the transformation 

that took place was utter and complete. 

Then, after He rose from the dead, 

Jesus sent them (now called apostles, or 

messengers) to make other discipleséand 

that includes you and me. 

The transformation from the old man 

and his ways to the new man following 

Christôs ways is a lifelong process. While 

it is true that we take on the righteousness 

of Christ when we look to Him to save us, 

there is substantial ñremodelingò needed 

in our lives to make our actions and 

attitudes properly reflect the One who saved us. There 

are three fundamental keys, I believe, to making a true 

and long-lasting change into the image of Christ. 

 

The first thing 

needed for change 

is an authentic 

encounter with Jesus. I say authentic (and Iôll be 

repeating that word a lot) because the outward forms 

of the Christian life are easy to fake. Like the 

chameleon, we have the capability of blending in with 

our surroundings. In an environment where the norm is 

to act like Christians, itôs easy to go with the flow even 

when there isnôt any deep urge to change. 

But the authentic encounter results in a new way 

of looking at things which goes way beyond head 

knowledge. If we really understand the magnitude of 

what Jesus did on the cross and can personally identify 

with it, then the inevitable result is a fundamental shift 

in priorities. That is, recognizing Jesus as my personal 

Savior is going to cause me to love Himéand that 

love is going to bear fruit in actionðdoing the things 

that please Him. This doesnôt necessarily mean that Iôll 

get it right all the time, but if I am convinced of Godôs 

love for me, then I will be motivated to do whatever it 

takes to restore my relationship with Him should 

something cloud it. 

 

The second vital ingredient is an 

authentic understanding of who 

we really areðflaws and all. 

Even though I desire to serve Jesus with 

everything I have, I still have to contend 

with my human nature and its appetites 

and desires, and that nature is far from a 

perfect replica of Jesus. One of the keys 

to victory over the old man is to have a 

wil l ingness to have authentic 

relationships, and not misrepresent who I 

am or how I am doing. 

We all understand that we arenôt naturally 

perfect yet, and there is nothing to be 

gained by pretending we are. I was 

watching one of MSNBCôs programs 

about prisons recently, and they showed a 

very brief clip of one man counseling the prisoners, 

explaining that ñEgoò gets in the way of authentic 

relationships. The counselor explained Ego by turning 

it into an acronym: Everythingôs Going OK. That can 

be a real problem for us Christians, too. If weôre 

pretending that everythingôs OK when it isnôt, then we 

are denying the need for change in our own lives. 

When I was in Washington state for a wedding 

some months ago, I was ñblown awayò by the 

willingness of a woman I met on the trip to share some 

struggles and hurts. She wasnôt looking for sympathy, 

or taking advantage of a 

trapped audience, either. 

It was a frank and honest 

appraisal of how things 

were really going. She 

was willing to ñbe real,ò 

even though we had just 

me tðbut  I  have 

remembered to pray many, many times over the last 

months, and have been able to pray for specific 

answers. This opened my eyes: a willingness to be 

vulnerable in our own lives may help others to help us, 

whether by prayer or practical help, in addition to 

helping us realize the growth that is needed to 

complete our transformation into the image of Christ. 

 

The third component is an 

authentic relationship with 

the Holy Spirit. Our 

discipleship is far from a mechanical effort for 

self-improvement; rather, it is a process guided by God 

If we really understand the magnitude of what Jesus did 
on the cross and can personally identify with it, then the 
inevitable result is a fundamental shift in priorities. 

Encounter with ChristEncounter with ChristEncounter with Christ   

The Spirit of GodThe Spirit of GodThe Spirit of God   

Identity in HimIdentity in HimIdentity in Him   
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Himself through our personal encounter with His 

Spirit. Frank Sandford once alluded to this when he 

wrote, ñ[The Holy Spirit] said I need have no 

responsibility whatever, but simply respond to His 

movings, to His providences and to His written 

Word.ò Such is one of the keys to genuine 

discipleship. The Holy Spirit can be to us what Jesus 

was to those twelve men He called, a personal Mentor 

ever so gently (or sometimes sternly) pointing out 

areas where we need to change, and a Comforter when 

we are overwhelmed by the baseness of our own 

humanity. 

Obviously, this transformation into the image of 

Christ doesnôt happen overnight, and there may be 

times when we spectacularly fail in our efforts to 

demonstrate Jesus to the world around us. There may 

even be others around usðfellow Christiansðwho 

donôt appear to be taking the same path to Christ-

likeness that we are. But if we stay committed to the 

process and let the Holy Spirit have control of our 

lives, the end result will be lives that are ña sweet 

savorò to God, and a godly example to others. ñ 

 

ðA graduate of Fairwood Bible Institute, Nate serves 
as assistant pastor at Open Door Chapel, McDonough, 
Georgia. He also handles web sales and public internet 
marketing for Ed's Public Safety. 

think, ñEven if I get away with this 

unscrupulous action in this life, I 

will still be accountable to God in 

the next.ò 

But if that person did not be-

lieve in God and in a future state of 

rewards and punishments, when 

presented with the same temptation 

to do wrong and not get caught, he 

would give in. In fact, if there is no 

God and this life is all there is, he 

would be a fool not to. 

This is what President Reagan 

referred to in 1984: ñWithout God 

there is no virtue because there is 

no prompting of the conscience.ò 

William Linn, elected unani-

mously as the first Chaplain of the 

U.S. House, May 1, 1789, stated: 

ñLet my neighbor once persuade 

himself that there is no God, and 

he will soon pick my pocket, and 

break not only my leg but my 

neck. If there be no God, there is 

no law, no future account; govern-

ment then is the ordinance of man 

only, and we cannot be subject for 

conscience sake.ò Linnôs observa-

tion was demonstrated when, after 

80 years of atheism, the countries 

of the former Soviet Union were 

given libertyðthe result was orga-

nized crime and the black market 

took control. 

From Bill Clinton to Enron, we 

see where absence of an internal 

law will take our countryðcrimes 

are only wrong if one gets caught. 

Unfortunately, the less internal 

moral code we have as a nation 

results in the government having to 

pass more external legal codes to 

keep orderðand each new law 

takes away another little piece of 

our freedom. 

President Calvin Coolidge, 

unveiling the Equestrian Statue of 

Bishop Francis Asbury, Washing-

ton, D.C., October 15, 1924, stat-

ed, 

ñOur government rests upon 

religion. It is from that source that 

we derive our reverence for truth 

and justice, for equality and liber-

ty, and for the rights of mankind. 

Unless the people believe in these 

principles they cannot believe in 

our government.ò 

Clarence E. Manion, Professor 

of Constitutional Law and dean of 

the Notre Dame College of Law, 

was quoted in Verne Paul Kaubôs 

book, Collectivism Challenges 

Christianity, 1946, 

ñLook closely at these self-

evident truths, these imperishable 

articles of American Faith upon 

which all our government is firmly 

based. First and foremost is the 

existence of God. Next comes the 

truth that all men are equal in the 

sight of God. Third is the fact of 

Godôs great gift of unalienable 

rights to every person on earth. 

Then follows the true and single 

purpose of all American Govern-

ment, namely, to preserve and pro-

tect these God-made rights of God-

made man.ò 

President Ronald Reagan 

summed it up, August 23, 1984, 

ñWithout God there is a coarsening 

of the society; without God democ-

racy will not and cannot long en-

dure.... If we ever forget that we 

are One Nation Under God, then 

we will be a Nation gone under.ò 
ñ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
ð William J. 

Federer is a nationally known speak-
er, best-selling author, president of 
Amerisearch, Inc., and adjunct speak-
er for American Vision. If you would 
like Bill to speak at your church or in 
your community, please contact us at 
770-222-7266 x 202. Submitted by 
R e v . 
Neil R. Sandford. 

(America Under God, continued from 

page 17) 

Importance to American 

Government 
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TRUSTING  GOD  ON  THE LEDGES 
by Amy Partin, New Boston, New Hampshire 

G OD HAS BEEN teaching me lately about the difference 

between trusting Him and having faith in Him. I have 

been in the habit of lumping faith and trust together as if the 

words are synonymous. How these words might apply 

differently and distinctly to oneôs relationship with God has 

only recently occurred to me. 

In sorting out my thoughts on this subject, the dictionary 

was helpful in clarifying the distinctions. Faith, it says, is an 

ñunquestioning belief that does not require proof or evidence.ò 

This use of the word is substantiated by Hebrews 1:11, which 

says faith is ñthe conviction of things not seen.ò Trust, on the 

other hand, is ñfirm belief or confidence in the reliability of 

another person or thing; confident expectation, anticipation, or 

hope; to commit to (a personôs) care.ò 

These definitions indicate that the terms are related but 

different. Faith is necessary for trust; it is the foundation or 

starting point. Trust, on the other hand, seems to be the belief 

that someone will  act or that something will  occur. Perhaps it 

may be said that trust is faith in action. Let me relate an incident 

that God used to bring this distinction to my attention. 

Last fall I visited my brother Andrew who was staying in a 

village in the Spanish Pyrenees. One day we hiked up an old 

river bed in an attempt to reach the soaring rock face of a 

mountain that was pitted with natural, shallow caves. As we 

progressed, what had been a trickle of water grew in volume, 

becoming a swiftly flowing stream or small river. Presently it 

became necessary to climb the rock walls of the ravine. 

Up we went, until at one point I reached a ledge and found 

that I could not go forward or back. Unaware that I was stuck, 

Andrew turned a corner ahead of me and disappeared from 

sight. The noise of the rushing water drowned my voice when I 

tried to get his attention. The ledge was about three feet wide on 

a bend above the water. I didnôt dare attempt to use a narrow lip 

of rock to edge around the corner as Andrew had done. 

The only way off the ledge, other than a thirteen foot fall to 

the water, was to drop four feet down where another ledge 

protruded about 12 inches from the rock face. I was afraid that 

if I slid down facing forward, without any nearby bushes to 

hold, I would topple into the river. The ledge I was on didnôt 

seem to have any hand holds with which to lower myself 

backward onto the ledge below. 

The difference between Faith and Trust 
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I began praying immediately. I had total faith that 

God could get me down and back onto solid ground. If 

a stepladder had suddenly appeared before me I 

wouldnôt have been astonished. God could do that. 

Still, I felt the need to continually remind Him of my 

predicament. 

My prayer went something like this: ñGod, I need 

you to get me off this ledge.é God, Iôm still up here. I 

need to get off this place right now! Please show me a 

way down.... Why arenôt you getting me off this 

ledge? Please help me get down, God. Iôm stuck and 

scared; why arenôt you helping me?!ò 

This was faith (of a sort) in God, but I needed 

something more. About half an hour later it arrived 

when my brother turned back to find me. Now I found 

the need for trust. Andrew directed me where to place 

my hands and feet and assured me that I would not 

fall. He stood on the ledge I needed to drop to and 

braced himself, forming a barrier so I actually could 

not fall past where he stood. 

Even so, my limbs would not cooperate with the 

rescue. My muscles refused to give up the small safety 

that the tenuous perch offered. Getting frustrated, my 

brother ordered me to get off the ledge, the edge in his 

voice suggesting that my fear was groundless. He was 

probably also concerned with the remaining hours of 

daylight, as it was late afternoon and we were an 

hourôs hike from our starting point. 

Despite being frustrated with my helplessness in 

the face of the situation, I seemed unable to respond 

differently. Then an idea occurred to me. 

ñMaybe if I close my eyes...ò 

Eyes tightly shut, I found it surprisingly simple to 

listen to my brotherôs instructions and do as he 

directed.  

ñDrop your left foot down. Move it a few inches to 

the left. Thereôs a toe hold.ò 

Moving off the ledge, I wasnôt in the least bit 

afraid. What a difference from a few moments before! 

This was faith in action. I was trusting Andrew 

implicitly. Without looking downward, searching for 

handholds, or trying to figure out a way that made 

sense to me, I was soon standing on solid ground. 

Reflecting on that experience led me to conclude 

that faith was the knowledge that God could answer 

my prayer. Trust could have been manifested in 

waiting for God to answer in His time and in His way. 

But in my case, the Lord showed me what trust is by 

prompting me to close my eyes, listen to Andrewôs 

voice and let him guide me off the ledge. Faith in 

action. 

I had had faith in Godôs power, but I was unable to 

relinquish my supposed control of the situation until 

He told me to act by closing my eyes. This lesson fits 

with other pieces of a greater lesson that I have been 

learning. In his Confessions, St. Augustine writes that 

every facet of existence comes from God. Augustine 

would not have a thought in his head, he wrote, were it 

not for the Creator. All thoughts originate in Him and 

are given to us by God. 

As I considered the idea of total dependence on the 

Lord, I found it to be true. I cannot worship God 

without His help. I cannot love Him on my own, or be 

faithful to Him without His grace. James 1:17 says, 

ñEvery good gift and every perfect gift is from above, 

coming down from the Father of lights.ò Thus, both 

faith and trust are gifts from the storehouse of our 

Fatherôs grace. 

With practice, in upsetting situations I may be able 

to respond positively rather than negatively. For 

instance, if my car goes into a skid on snow or ice, I 

can train myself not to overreact or overcorrect. Stay 

calm. Pray immediately. But I canôt prepare for all 

situations this way. Instead, depending on God to help 

me take action in His time and in His way, whatever 

the situation, is the way to exercise true trust. Itôs a gift 

that must be given me from above. Fortunately, 

Matthew 7:11 tell us that our Father who is in heaven 

ñgive[s] good things to those who ask Him!ò 

My two closest friends and I have a tradition of 

getting together and praying for each other as a new 

year approaches. It seems that every year I ask for 

prayer that God will give direction to the next step of 

my life. This year, as we prayed, I felt assured that 

whether I stand on the edge of a precipice, teetering on 

the verge of a major change, or if I look toward a 

future which seems, like a desert road, to stretch 

unchanging before me, God will help me trust Him. 

A common piece of advice when approaching a 

new situation is, ñKeep your eyes wide open.ò But 

now I prefer to walk 

into this new year with 

my eyes closed and ears 

wide open, listening for 

Godôs directions. He 

knows the way off any 

ledge I might get stuck 

on, and I can depend on 

Him to direct me to 

solid ground. ñ 

 

ðAn alumna of 
Fairwood Bible Institute, 
Amy works as a home 
health aide and is taking 
c ou r s e s  to wa r d  a 
certificate in Human 
Services. 
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SEEING  THROUGH A GLASS DARKLY 

By Debi Pearl 

T WENTY-TWO YEARS 

AGO a wonderful, sweet, 

darling two-year-old boy, whom I 

loved, came down with a fever. 

Within 24 hours he was dead. 

During the days after his death, 

while the family grieved, I kept his 

baby brother. I remember staring at 

my sweet Rebekah and feeling a 

sense of relief that it was not she 

who was taken. 

ñWhen I was a child, I spake 

as a child, I understood as a child, I 

thought as a child: but when I 

became a man, I put away childish 

things.ò What I am about to say 

will be hard for many of you to 

understand, but as an older 

woman I feel compelled to 

speak.  

Death is not the worst enemy. 

When I was a young mother, this 

t ruth was simply beyond 

comprehension. To lose a child 

was my worst fear. I avoided long 

bridges because I was afraid I 

could not save all my children if 

the car plunged into the water. I 

carefully chose cars by the ease of 

opening the safety buckles and 

doorsðjust in case. I studied 

medications, familiarizing myself 

with potential problems and 

learning how to use alternative 

medicines. My natural instinct to 

protect my children, regardless of 

the cost, was in full operation. God 

gave me that instinct. Along the 

way, other children whom I knew 

died, and I continued to cling to 

my children, trying to guard their 

safety. Yet how frail my efforts 

would have been if death had come 

calling. 

When you are young and 

raising a family, death seems to be 

the ultimate loss. The grief is a 

pain you can only know first hand. 

When we are young, we see 

through a glass darkly. As we grow 

older, life is not as big as we 

thought it was when it was all 

before us. Life in this flesh is quite 

temporary. I am not so old yet. 

Life is still precious. Death is still 

the enemy. I continue to cling to 

life, not only my own, but to that 

of those I love. Yet, my clinging 

has changed. Somewhere over the 

passing years I realized death was 

not the worst enemy. Grief over 

death stopped being the worst 

grief. I can now see just a tiny bit 

clearer through the dark glass. 

Eternity is so eternal, so 

terribly final, so completely 

forever. Death is not final. By the 

grace of God, it is not without 

hope. There is something yet 

beyond. Temporarily saying 

goodbye, even to a child, is still 

temporary. 

There will 

be a glad 

t omor row. 

A t  t h e 

parting of 

death it is our own loss we grieve, 

not the childôs, who has gone into 

the presence of God. But there is a 

loss into the darkness of eternity 

that is far more than the loss of 

temporary separation. 

The older you get, the more 

you see the real enemy; you learn 

to recognize the real grief. It is not 

a temporary parting that brings 

apprehension, but knowledge of 

certain and eternal judgment 

awaiting your child. The pain of 

that rebellious child seeking a life 

of destruction is a thousand times 

more grievous than losing a baby. 

That mother I spoke of earlier, the 

one who lost her baby, suffered 

another, far greater loss years later. 

She lost her second son to the 

devil. Looking back, she now 

admits it was her own selfish grief 

and bitterness. It stole her joy, 

leaving her without a smile to 

nurture her living son. I heard her 

say 14 years after the death of her 

son, ñIt would have been easier to 

have also lost this one to death as a 

baby than to see what has become 

of him now.ò 

I remember when I carried my 

first child in my womb; I had 

waited for three years, and when I 

finally got pregnant I was the 

happiest person I had ever known. 

One day, as I practiced childbirth 

Death is not the worst enemy 
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relaxation, God spoke to me. I believe 

He told me to give the child I was 

carrying to Him. I began to cry and 

begged God not to take the baby; all 

afternoon I wrestled with my own 

feelings and what I believed God 

wanted of me. Finally, in great grief I 

surrendered the child to God. As the 

days passed, I was totally thrilled and 

amazed that nothing happened. When 

the baby was born strong and healthy, 

I knew God had something bigger 

than what I had feared. Still, I saw 

through a glass darkly. Life and death 

were the only two ñbiggiesò in my 

life. 

Thereafter, as each child was 

conceived, I eagerly gave it to God. 

Throughout their childhood I had 

instincts just like every other mother. 

I would protect my children at any 

cos t .  Ins t inc t ,  a l though an 

overwhelming feeling, is just instinct. 

Even mother animals will die 

protecting their young. Oh, mother, if 

we as young mothers could just get a 

vision of something greater than 

instinct for our children, and begin to 

feel just as urgently for their souls, 

how different it would make us. 

Things that appear as tragedies are not 

so tragic. If as young mothers we 

could have eternity in our eyes. Older 

mothers, God-fearing mothers see 

more clearly. Whether it is age or 

spiritual maturity, I donôt knowð

maybe bothðbut it is not for their 

lives we fear; it is for their souls. We 

are still stirred to pray for their safety 

and health, but our consuming prayer 

is that they overcome all the snares 

and diversions this evil world can 

offer. Where once a mother begged 

Godôs protection for her child, she 

now begs divine intervention at any 

cost (including life or limb). No, 

death is not your greatest enemy. 

Death brings a temporary sadness, a 

time of great loneliness, but in Christ 

there is always hope. Your greatest 

enemies are those vying for your 

child's soul. 

(Continued on page 12) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The 

accompanying piece by Mrs. Pearl is eloquent of a profound truth 

and needs no further enlargement. But she leaves unsaid a point 

that deserves a few more lines: parentsô prayers should not wait 

until the child is born. 

In order to combat the massive array of ungodly influences 

that surround Christian children today, their parents should be 

providing the best possible walls of protection, enclosing an 

unshakable platform for resistance, and that preparation could 

include several steps. 

First might include prayer for their children even before the 

parents meet each other. While one is still single itôs not unusual 

for a young person to pray for a yet unknown spouse. Why not, 

while hoping one day to be a parent, devote some faith to the 

future of those children yet unborn? 

Second should be a life of personal godliness and integrity on 

the parentsô part. That cannot be overemphasized, but there is no 

room to develop it here. Suffice it to say that parents cannot 

expect their children to grow in godliness if the parentsô lives 

have swerved from the truth somehow. 

But third and most certainly, parents can engage in prayer for 

their children from the moment they know theyôre on the way. A 

new life has begun; a new soul has set out on a course whose end 

will be either heaven or perdition. Oh, leave no stone unturned for 

its success! 

Recommended is the tactic I heard of years ago: fathers, take 

a day of fasting and prayer each month until the child is born. 

Mothers, pray regularly as well. Then continue this pointed 

intercession throughout childhood. Itôs like investing money: 

keep putting it in the bank, and one day it will return with interest, 

as the children grow in the admonition of the Lord and as their 

lives one day begin to give Him glory. 

Leave nothing to chance. Donôt put off your faith while the 

baby is cooing and smiling. All too soon those smiles can turn 

surly, and youôll wonder where the years have gone. No, now is 

the time to pray. ñ     

          ðEditor 

On Prayer for Oneôs Children 
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People often ask me how I 

could ever let my daughter 

Rebekah go to the mountains of 

Papua New Guinea. What they 

donôt understand is that I let 

Rebekah go years before when she 

was still in my womb. Yes, I have 

fears, but there is great hope. There 

is great joy. There is wonderful 

peace in knowing this is only 

temporary. I shall see her in a few 

months, or maybe in a few years, 

but most assuredly I will be with 

her again. There is no grief, there 

is no pain, there is only a glad 

tomorrow. Yes, I cry when she 

leaves, and I wander from room to 

room for a few weeks. When there 

is word she will return I clean and 

clean, and buy her clothes and talk 

and cry some more. 

But, mother, what would it be 

like if she were to disappear from 

home, leaving in anger and 

rebellion? If I knew she left with a 

man I didnôt like or respect. Weeks 

pass and there is no word, there is 

no hope. Grief? That is real grief. 

You think because they are grown 

you cease to feel? Death is such a 

simple thing compared to this 

grief. You lose a child to death, 

and everyone understands your 

sorrow and shares your pain. But 

lose a child to Satanôs grip and you 

are an island alone, buffeted on 

every side with such turmoil, such 

pain, sleepless nights, exhausted 

prayer, and hopelessness. Grief? 

Only the older mother understands 

eternal grief. Only the older 

mother can look in the face of a 

young mother and say, train your 

children to obey, raise them to love 

God, be real in the home, so much 

depends on it. 

When you are a young mother 

raising a family, it is so easy to 

care about your own feelings, your 

own hurts, your little fuss with 

your husband. Oh, but Mother, 

there is coming a day when your 

own feelings, hurts, and fusses will 

seem so immaterial, so silly. It is 

that atmosphere emanating from 

your relationship to your husband, 

your attitude and responses that 

help decide your babyôs future in 

eternity. It is not your child 

training techniques; it is who you 

are today. It is how you respond to 

lifeôs ups and downs and to lifeôs 

grief and joy. It is how you honor 

your husband, thus how you honor 

God. 

We go through life so 

protective of our childrenôs bodies. 

Let us as mothers early look to the 

protection of their souls. The 

enemy is not death. The enemy is 

not outside, lurking to get in; the 

enemy is a motherôs heart 

dedicated to a motherôs feelings. It 

is our own selfishness, our own 

anger, our own bitterness, and our 

own disappointments. The enemy 

is Mother, doing what is right in 

her own eyes instead of obeying 

God. God, grant us the wisdom to 

get beyond instinct to the wisdom 

of true love. God, grant us hearts to 

see, to feel, and to live with 

eternity in our eyes. 

ñThe aged women likewise, 

thatéthey may teach the young 

women to be sober, to love their 

husbands, to love their children 

(Titus 2: 3-4).ò ñ 
 

ðPrinted by permission of No 
Greater Joy Ministries. You can 
c o n t a c t  t h e m  a t 
www.NoGreaterJoy.org and obtain 
information about a free subscription 
to No Greater Joy magazine. 
Submitted by David Murray. 

(Seeing Through a Glass Darkly, 

continued from page 11) 

rest of it: ñTrain up a child in the way he should go, 

and when he is old, he will not depart from it.ò 

The mother perceived what God wished her to do, 

so calling the girl into her room, she kindly but firmly 

told her what God had just said to her, and explained 

that as long as a child was under age, it was the 

parentsô responsibility to train him in the way they 

knew to be right. The childôs duty was to abide by the 

decision of the parents. 

If after the girl should become of age she still felt 

like turning to the worldðmovies and all the rest of 

itðthat would be her own responsibility; she would be 

entirely free to choose and the parents would not be 

held liable. 

Some time later, I donôt know how long, the girl 

became soundly converted and lost all desire to go to 

the movies. And she thanked her mother heartily for 

having been true to her in the time of weakness. The 

daughter felt that if her mother had given in and 

humored her in order to avoid ñlosing her love,ò then 

she might have lost out altogether and never have 

gotten saved. 

Later the young lady married a minister and 

became very useful in Godôs service; and as I 

understand it her heart is warm with love for her 

Savior to this very day. Thank God for helping that 

mother to meet the test in the Bible way instead of 

weakly giving in! ñ 

(How a Mother Met the Test, continued from page 19) 

We go through life so protective of our childrenõs bodies. Let us as 
mothers early look to the protection of their souls. 
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Last year 

I was a bit 

apathetic 

at times, 

b u t  I 

p r a y e d 

with the 

other guys 

and the 

Holy Spirit 

came down and 

met us. I came away with a vision for the lost. This 

year, my attitude is that I donôt just want a normal 

Bible School experience of going to meetings and 

classes and doing work. Instead, I want to have a 

passion for the things of God so I will go after them 

and get them, no matter what the cost. With Godôs 

help, I want to take that vision and passion and 

translate them into action. 

 

The first semester here at Bible 

School  has been very 

refreshing. I have enjoyed 

many of the classes and 

meetings. One such 

meeting included a 

discussion of a 

book called The 

S e a r c h  f o r 

Significance and 

how God made 

us all unique and 

with a purpose. I 

always have the problem of criticizing myself, and itôs 

good to be reminded that God loves me just the way I 

am. I sometimes forget that and need to be reminded of 

it. I canôt wait to see what Iôll get out of next semester! 

STUDENT TESTIMONIES 
Fairwood Bible Institute is fast moving through the winter semester, and itôs high time we introduced 

the students in their own words. Below are excerpts from testimonies written near the close of first 

semester. Since then the young people have continued to grow in godliness, and they (together with all the 

staff) will appreciate prayer in their behalf as the season advances. Two of them traveled to Israel during 

the recent winter, affording a special opportunity for growth and widening of vision. Please keep all the 

students in your prayers. 

Heidi Bean 
Leeds, Maine, 

First Year 

Stephen Adams 
Dublin, New Hampshire 

Second Year 



Ben Holscher 
Hobart, New York 

Second Year 
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This year has 

been filled with 

lessons, and Iôm 

learning what it 

means to be a true 

Christian man. One 

lesson has been the 

realization of my 

responsibility to be a 

light in a dark world. I am beginning to see how 

much people are suffering, how hopeless and dark 

their world is, and I want to do my part to show the 

light and love of God to them. This realization has 

come through classes, meetings, video series, 

witnessing, and my own personal devotions. It seems 

like God has been telling me what He wants from 

me, and at the same time has shown me what areas in 

my life need to be changed to be an empty and 

effective vessel for Him. 

This year for me started 

out great. Throughout the fall 

I was feel ing real ly 

encouraged. Later, I had a 

rough couple of weeks, 

but I believe it was the 

Lord showing parts of 

my life that still need to 

be worked on. So I have 

been doing my best to 

check my spirit. Last 

year, the Lord showed 

me I needed to work on 

my anger, and this year He 

showed me that I 

need to work 

on it some more, plus my pride, and to keep a humble 

spirit and honor the authority that is over me. 

Mary Sutton 
Gilboa, New York 

First Year 

Amy Turner 
McDonough, Georgia 

First Year Joshua Roe 
Orange, Massachusetts  

Third Year  

The main thing God has 

been teaching me recently at 

Bible school is that 

when I get too 

busy, trying to 

forget or leave out 

God is not the 

answer. As the 

Christmas season 

drew near, stress 

levels grew, and my time was filled more and more, 

so I slacked off on my personal devotions. I was just 

too busy for God, and when I did find time for 

devotions, they were empty. Finally, God got through 

to me and I gave my devotional time to Him, telling 

Him He would have to help me. Since then, my 

devotion times have been richer and donôt seem so 

much like a chore that I ñhaveò to do, but something 

that I ñgetò to do. 

Bible School has been great 

so far, with lots of good 

classes. I have gotten a lot 

of good from the classes, 

but for this testimony I will 

write about my personal 

devotions. Recently, I have 

been reading in I John, 

which is a book I really 

enjoy. I was blessed by the 

number of verses about Godôs 

love for us and how He 

demonstrates it. ñBehold what manner of love the 

Father has bestowed upon us, that we should be called 

the sons of God.ò This verse is such an 

encouragement, and I want to love as Jesus tells us to. 
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I came to Bible 

School this year with 

the desire to draw 

closer to Jesus, to 

develop a more 

p e r s o n a l 

relat ionship 

with Him. I 

have seen Him 

fulfilling that 

desire and 

answering my 

prayer. He has 

been showing me 

that the only way I 

can go deeper with Him is 

if I let go of everything else, both good 

things and bad, anything that will distract me from the 

greatest thing: my relationship with Him. Sometimes, 

many times, it is hard to let go, and by no means have 

I yet attained all that God has for me here. But as Paul 

wrote, ñI press on.ò 

This year at 

Fairwood has 

been really good 

for me. After the 

start of the year, 

however, I began 

to get kind of 

complacent about 

some things in my life and made 

myself vulnerable to attacks from 

the devil. I started having a cross 

attitude towards praying in faith, and I 

was losing ground spiritually. Things changed during 

our Kingdom History class when we learned about 

one of the voyages the Coronet made back in the 

early part of the last century. It left a huge impression 

on me. The people on the trip were sold out for 

Christ, and some of them died doing Godôs will. I 

want that for myself, to be sold out for God. That 

night was a turning point for me. Now I can say that 

Iôm on track and doing great. Praise the Lord. 

God has definitely 

been working in my life 

this year. Through the 

meetings and classes, as well 

as the examples of the many 

dedicated Christians around 

me, I have been gaining a 

greater hunger for Jesus and 

for living in the way that 

brings Him the greatest 

p l e a s u r e . 

P a r t i c u l a r l y 

i n s p i r i n g  w a s 

Kingdom History 

class, in which we heard many great stories about the 

men and women of the Kingdom fellowship. Their 

examples of unreservedly giving all to Jesus, no 

matter what that meant or what circumstances they 

were in, was an inspiration to me. I want to be 

completely faithful, ñloving not my life even unto 

death,ò and I am thankful for the power of the Holy 

Spirit to make me this way as I continue to trust in 

Him. ñ 

Aaron Sandford 
Bedford, New Hampshire 

Second Year 

Jane Turner 
McDonough, Georgia 

Second Year 

Bobby Godfrey 
Gilboa, New York 

Second Year 

Kate Sutton 
Gilboa, New York 

Third Year  

My third year at Bible 

school has been going by 

quickly, but it has been filled with 

enjoyment and good things from 

God. One spiritual highlight has 

been reading The Search of 

Significance, and being reminded that I 

am totally forgiven and completely 

accepted by God, and that other 

peopleôs opinions of me are not what I 

have to base my life on. We also had a great class on 

personal evangelism, where we learned to put in 

practice what we had studied by doing spiritual 

surveys at a nearby college. These are scary yet 

exciting days weôre living in, but I know that God has 

a plan and I am part of it. 


