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When life seems over-

whelming, let us lift up 

our eyes to the One 

who cannot be moved, 

whose care never ceas-

es. 

 

ñI will lift up mine eyes 

unto the mountains: from 

whence shall my help 

come? My help cometh 

from Jehovah, who made 

heaven and earth. He will 

not suffer thy foot to be 

moved: He that keepeth 

thee will not slumber.ò 

Psalm 121:1-3 
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H OW LONG HAS IT BEEN since you 

stopped yourself long enough to marvel at 

somethingða beautiful scene, a lovely scent, a heav-

enly sound? For most of us life is so full, not only of 

things to do but of comforts and blessings that over-

flow on a daily basis, that we have little capacity for 

taking in the wonder of the awesome, everyday mira-

cles of life surrounding us. Probably we donôt really 

dismiss our benefits or take them for granted, but un-

less we constantly cultivate and develop a thankful, 

grateful heart, we find our senses overloaded or our 

minds distracted from the bounty and beauty that is 

ours from a great and loving Creator. 

We are given our senses for a purposeðto see, touch, 

smell, taste and hear these enjoyable thingsðcolor 

and texture, light and shadow; the smell of arbutus, 

lily of the valley, roses, a babyôs hair, or a fresh spring 

morning; the taste of a ripe strawberry, rich chocolate 

or apple pie; the sound of a robin, a certain warbler, or 

a great symphony. And then consider the complexity 

of what we see and enjoy. Think of things like the 

designed symmetry of something in nature such as the 

snowflake (to say nothing of the uniqueness of each 

flake), or the total randomness of another design such 

as the cloud pattern across the sky. Consider the inten-

sity and depth of color in a gemstone or a sunset. 

And thatôs not all. We are designed to compre-

hend beauty in other ways as well. There are strength, 

skill, endurance, timing, and coordination which com-

bine to make athletic events so beautiful to watch. 

Skating, skiing, marksmanship, or juggling all contain 

intricacies we somehow comprehend whether we have 

practiced them to perfection ourselves or not. We 

ñsenseò when a gymnast has scored a perfect 10. 

There is endless wonder, too, in studying the at-

tributes and uniqueness of the vast varieties among 

plants and animals. From the ancient giant redwood 

trees to the carnivorous ñpitcher plantò (or the 

Faith , Not Fear  

 

In these times, people of all walks of life not only need, but crave stability. Perhaps the young or the unaware don½t sense 
this as sharply as their elders, but ºmodern times» are as unstable and insecure as any in the past century. 
In response, we affirm that the kingdom of God ºcannot be shaken.» Thus, in these days of horrible tidings our position 

should be: ºCease ye from man.» We must face reality, of course. But there is always a Greater Reality than that which enemy 
propaganda is even aware of. God alone is great: so we can properly ºcease» being frightened or even disgusted by mere 
humanity. ºJehovah alone» is our Rock of hope. 

His throne is unshaken, and His purposes can never be altered. Remember, the Antichrist, despite his apparent success at 
world dominion, will be slain by the Presence of Jesus. And even Satan will one day be bound by a single angel and imprisoned 
so thoroughly and finally that people all over the world will look and say to themselves, ºIs this the man who made the earth to 
tremble?!» (Isaiah 14:12-17). 

We will not bow down at the altar of the news media and its flood of dirty water pouring out in relentless sound bytes. We 
will not fear the increase of social decay and governmental juggernaut. Instead, our intent in these pages is to lift up our hearts 
in worship of the One Who is worthy. It½s time for Faith, Not Fear! 

Below, a hard-working woman urges right priorities, and later a business man claims the fullness of God½s promises, despite 
apparent reversals. 

¹Editor 

Do you wonder?  
by Alouette Anderson, McDonough, Georgia 

Thoughts on avoiding the ºtyranny  

of the urgent » in favor of worship  



In 1 Chronicles 16:12 we are told to ñremember Godôs marvelous works.ò This Hebrew word for mar-
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ñsensitive plantò that fascinated our young daughter 

so much she touched it to death), to the frightening 

komodo dragon or the perky wrenð all are 

ñawesome.ò More marvelous still is the fact that every 

atom of every cell of every feather, leaf or flower we 

admire is also a thing of incredible beauty. The closer 

we look at anything God does or makes, the more 

breathtaking it is. 

Yet we were not designed to capture and hold 

such marvels. We tend to hoard and display beautiful 

things instead of truly seeing them ñhere and now,ò 

yet many of the most beautiful flowers are so evanes-

cent that they fade and vanish within hours. Why does 

God put so much ñeffortòðsuch design and beautyð

into everything whether or not anyone ever sees or 

appreciates it? When Jesus told His disciples to 

ñconsiderò these lilies of the field in all their regal 

splendor, He was reminding them that the Creator of 

such fleeting beauty may permit it to perish, but cares 

deeply about meeting the needs of all His creatures. 

Why do we get so distracted we hardly pay atten-

tion to the tasty food we are eating, or dismiss as ordi-

nary something ñspecialò our toddler just said or did? 

In 1967 Charles E. Hummel called it ñthe tyranny of 

the urgent.ò What we see as immediate needs and pri-

orities try to keep our focus on the pressing and the 

mundane. He said that long ago, and it is worse now, 

with even more labor-saving and time-saving conven-

iences. 

But where is that time we saved? The problem is 

that time is not a resource to be stockpiled. We are 

each given the same daily allowance of this treasure, 

yet few know how to use it. We need to remember, as 

we ñspendò time, that as citizens of the heavenly 

country, we are dealing in foreign currency. Yes, our 

use of time has eternal consequences, but if ñdoing 

something productiveò in the finite is our goal, we 

miss what is more important (infinite, really) in our 

relationship with God and with each other. Hummel 

says that Jesusô secret for deciding how to use His 

time was that ñHe prayerfully waited His Fatherôs 

instructions.ò 

One of satan ôs strategies is to get us thinking  
we need an ñanswer ò for everything.  
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F OR YEARS IôVE struggled to see God as interested and involved in the muddy de-

tails of daily life. I often feel the very best my faith 

can manage is the big pictureðGod behind the scenes 

somewhere, though I may never understand any of it. 

Several weeks ago, I tuned in to Dr. James 

Vernon McGee discussing Hebrews 12:6, ñ...because 

the Lord disciplines those He loves and He punishes 

everyone He accepts as a son.ò Discipline is not my 

favorite topic. 

Dr. McGee outlined some typical responses to 

discipline. Some become bitter, some stoic, others 

turn self-pity into a pious platform. Many respond to 

difficulty with an attitude of fatalism, missing out on 

God altogether. 

I recognized myself in the 

latter. When things go wrong, big or small, I tend to 

think, ñThatôs life. Everyone gets sick, loses someone, 

suffers somehow. Itôs not God, necessarily. Itôs just 

life.ò 

Dr. McGee, himself suffering at the time of 

the broadcast, was trying to find the right response for 

a Christian. He explained that simply turning to God 

for answers was a good start. Talk to Him. Ask Him 

why. It doesnôt need to be a pious response either. 

Pour out your hurt on Him. Rather than steel our-

selves, self-medicate or turn to natural explanations, 

our impulse should be simply to start a conversation 

Creator, Sustainer, Redeemer, and Friend: 

The God Who Sees what we cannot 

by Liane Maxwell, Rochester Hills, Michigan 



velous means not only admirable, excellent, extraordi-

nary, striking, surprising and causing amazement, but 

also ñpassing human comprehensionðtoo high, too 

hard, too hidden and too won-

derful.ò Job 5:9 reminds us 

that God ñdoes great things 

and unsearchable, marvelous 

things.ò One of the current 

meanings of our verb ñto mar-

velò is ñto have a wonderful 

curiosity (careful attention), to 

be curious, to take pains, to be 

markedly careful.ò Another 

aspect of wonder is amaze-

ment: ñan overwhelming sense 

of emotion excited by some-

thing strange or not well un-

derstood.ò This is a healthy 

response to the works of God. 

Hereôs another facet: one 

of Satanôs strategies is to get 

us to think we need an ñanswerò for everything. Yes, 

we are designed to investigate and search out wonder-

ful things, and it is exciting to pursue art, music and 

science, enhancing our understanding. Ongoing re-

search and discovery continually add to human 

knowledge. But the most profound expansion of our 

understanding only points more clearly to the fact that 

there is a ñwonder factorò to it all. Scientists study the 

properties and conduct of water, but cannot tell you 

exactly ñwhyò it boils at 212 degrees. We know some-

thing about cells and cell structure 

but not exactly what that ñstuffò is 

that holds cells together. We know 

that an unborn baby has a heartbeat 

within a short time of conception. 

How? We gaze, awestruck, at the 

stars. We see amazing geological 

formations. The changes in weath-

er and climate are awesome. Aris-

totle recognized that ñin all things 

of nature there is something of the 

marvelous.ò 

But instead of being motivated to 

consider the marvelous works of 

God, some humans bundle up the 

unanswerable questions in a basket 

of so-called logical explanations 

and theories, and expect more sci-

entific research to resolve the questions. Instead, letôs 

just take time to ñwonderòðand worship. 

Many of Godôs less visible ñwaysò are also inex-

plicable to our human understanding, and here again 

we tend to seek some explanation that fits rationally, 

or we just ignore what is truly incredible. But Mary of 

Nazareth didnôt dismiss the incredible; she accepted 
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with God. 

A few weeks later I observed a good example 

of this kind of response in one of my children. In 

preparation for an ultrasound, I was discussing with 

my three boys the possibility of seeing their new 

brother or sister. My oldest son, Ethan, was adamant 

that he did not want a sister. He began praying night 

and day that this baby would be a boy. 

The big day arrived and we took Ethan out of 

school for the visit. At the doctorôs, our family crowd-

ed into the small, dark room together. As the techni-

cian worked to determine the babyôs gender, I saw 

Ethan beside me, his eyes squeezed shut and head 

bowed, pleading again for the answer he wanted. 

Finally, the technician announced the news: 

Itôs a Girl! Ethan began to sob. For the rest of the day, 

with little effect, I attempted to placate his anger and 

disappointment. I understood, of course, and tried to 

gently convey that this event which now seems so 

devastating, is not, in fact, the end of the world. 

That night, Ethan began his bedtime prayer by 

listing some of the things he was thankful for (like 

getting out of school). Then he paused and his voice 

broke as he asked God, ñBut why didnôt you receive 

my prayer?ò In spite of my own joy at the prospect of 

a baby girl, I recognized Ethanôs hurt and disappoint-

ment and suffered along with him. Then, in his genu-

ine desire to understand and his honest response to his 

pain, I began to see the lesson to me. 

God, of course, sees the bigger picture that we 

cannot. He is fully aware of the things that cause me 

grief, which on the eternal scale could seem almost 

laughable. I, who had not even dared to ask for a par-

ticular gender, need more of that childlike faith: faith 

that seeks answers instead of steeling myself for the 

lack of them. And faith that pursues Him when the 

answer is not what I had hoped for. 4 

Testimonies From the Trenches 
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Homeless, dissatisfied,  
yet at peace and secure  

Godôs plan although she didnôt understand ñhowò 

what she was told could possibly happen. Then she 

ñkeptò and ñponderedò what she could not understand. 

This is a good example: in our own lives, and all 

around us, we need to sense in the Spirit what God is 

doing, no matter what its mystery or complexity. 

Sense it, and repeatedly say with David in Psalm 

118:23, ñThis is Jehovahôs doing; it is marvelous in 

our eyes.ò 

Marvelous. Yes, beyond our understanding. In-

stead of demanding answers, 

the better way is simply to worship. Then, with such 

an attitude, we will be prepared to sing in that great 

grand finale of the ages, the song of Moses and Jesus: 

ñGreat and amazing are your deeds, O Lord God 

the Almightyò (Revelation 15:3, ESV). 4 

 

 
Alouette and her husband Joseph are ñelder states-

menò in the congregation at Open Door Chapel, from 
which they travel extensively helping church members far 
and near in practical ways. 
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W HEN WE HAD THIS HOUSE BUILT 

several years ago, one of the amenities 

I had my heart set on was a white picket fence. Even-

tually we had it added, and Iôm so glad we did. Not 

only does it look great, itôs such a relief to be able to 

put my dog out and know he canôt go into the street. 

Though most of the houses in this neighbor-

hood have been vandalized, no ñbad guyò has come 

onto my property. I believe that is partly because I 

have a fence around my yard, though mostly because 

God keeps His angels posted around me!) 

However, a white fence in Florida rarely stays 

that way for very long: the frequent rain and humidity 

quickly turn the white to green. Perhaps I should re-

paint it green! For the time being, though, in order to 

keep it white I have to do touch-up painting on it sev-

eral times a year. 

As I spend many 

blissful hours on the ground 

covering the green spots, I 

often think about Jesusô 

cleansing blood and how 

many times Iôve needed a ñtouch-up.ò I remember 

coming up out of the water when I was baptized and 

thinking with the innocent optimism of the convert, 

ñNow Iôll never sin again!ò Since that time, Iôve lost 

track of the times Iôve fallen on my face before God 

and pleaded for His ñtouch-upò of white paint. 

I find the temptations are always there, but I 

also find myself getting stronger with every new paint 

job, and my garments, thank God,ðeven more so 

than the fenceðare whiter than snow. 4 

Locusts? So What!  

Testimonies From the Trenches 

by Beverly Richmond, Zephyrhills, Florida 

Whiter than snow 

by David Holscher, Hobart, New York 

 

L AST DECEMBER WE ATTENDED the 

watch-night service for the new year 2010 at 

Fairwood. Surprisingly, at the end of one of the 

meetings the speaker asked the group to pray for my 

wife. He said, ñLinda Holscher looks tired. I think we 

should pray that she get a vacation.ò My Bible teacher 

taught me that when you are asked to speak to a group 

you should envision a plaque on your side of the 

podium that only you can see, reading, ñThus saith 

Jehovah.ò Thatôs the importance of praying through 

beforehand and delivering only what He would have 

you say. 

Trusting that the speaker had that set of soul, I 

 



took his concern very seriously. Right after the 

meeting I called the airline with which I had some 

frequent flier miles and reserved the last two tickets 

for Israel they had for the season. Then, after I had 

taken this initiative, the Lord took care of the rest of 

the myriad details and finances so that parents of eight 

could get away for 13 days. I am writing this on the 

return leg of that trip, and I would like to pass on two 

lessons learned while in the ñLand That 

God Loves.ò These lessons were far more 

important than physical rest. 

I took a day with the Lord in 

Jerusalem and found a quiet spot at the 

YMCA. Right away the Lord started 

ministering to me from the Book of Joel. 

My Bible had opened to the second 

chapter of Joel, and my attention was 

drawn to the nineteenth verse, which 

reads: 

And the Lord will answer and say to 

his people, 

ñBehold, I am going to send you grain, 

new wine, and oil, 

And you will be satisfied in full with them; 

And I will never again make you a reproach 

among the nations.ò 

I had taken this time alone that day, because I 

wasnôt satisfied. More, I felt quite beaten down; and 

worse, I was feeling the sting of reproach at being 

held in contempt by some. That phrase ñsatisfied in 

fullò just jumped out at me. Thatôs what I wanted! To 

be a ñsatisfied-in-fullò middle-aged man. 

Then I turned my attention to the beginning of the 

book to get the context of this verse. It begins with 

that clarion call, 

Has anything like this happened in your days 

or in your fathersô days? 

Looking around the political and social and 

international scene, you could ask the same questions 

for our day. Certainly the writer has gotten our 

attention. Then what happened? 

What the gnawing locust has left, 

The swarming locust has eaten; 

And what the swarming locust has left, 

The creeping locust has eaten; 

And what the creeping locust has left, 

The stripping locust has eaten. 

I donôt know if you have ever seen the aftermath 

of a plague of locusts, but I have. As a horticulture 

major, Iôve seen films of it, and itôs something you 

never forget. They eat everything! They descend in 

numbers that darken the sun, and with a deafening 

noise they consume bark, buds, stems and leaves of 

every living thing until they are just gone. 

We are facing similar things in our 

nation today. ñLocustsò have been 

allowed into our land, and in many cases 

we have to suffer for the choices of 

others. Looking over this past year, you 

can probably name your own gnawing, 

creeping, stripping locusts that threaten 

to leave nothing. Like Joel we feel like 

saying, ñIndeed, rejoicing dries up from 

the sons of men.ò Next to that verse I 

wrote in my Bible margin, ñ2009.ò 

Yet no matter who is in the White 

House, what bizarre weather comes our 

way, or what ñpeople-problemsò may 

gnaw at us, we know as Christians we canôt stay here 

all dried up. Joel knew it too and exclaimed, ñGird 

yourselves with sackclothé sanctify a fast, call a 

solemn assembly, gather the elders and all the 

inhabitants of the land unto the house of Jehovah your 

God, and cry unto Jehovah.ò 

So when I took the time to cry to Him, God met 

meðHe always does! As the song says, ñHow soon I 

conquer all when on the Lord I call!ò All I have is 

from God. Everything! All the basics of life 

ultimately come from Him. We donôt really know 

how dependent we are on Him for these things until 

they are gone. 

Consider my Uncle Charlie. He was a wonderful 

Christian. He served God his whole life, raised four 

wonderful children, worked hard, exercised at the 

YMCA multiple times each week. He retired at 70, 

and soon afterward he went to sleep one night and 

woke up the next morning having had a stroke. He 

went to bed talking to his wife and woke up never to 

speak another word for 14-15 years. Life is like this. It 

is extremely fragile. We walk through the day taking 

even breathing for granted, until one of our children 

comes down with asthma and fights for every breath. 
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No matter what the difficulty, there is full  
satisfaction as we choose to overcome  
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Locusts, strokes, asthma, and the frequent 

reversals of human experience all evoke three possible 

responses: you either end up paralyzed by fear and do 

very little with life, like the man who buried his one 

talent; or you meet adversity with the attitude of ñeat 

and drink for tomorrow we dieò; or you may be 

distracted by fear for a moment (like Peter walking on 

the water) but choose to refocus on the Lord. At that 

point we simply know that God is Great and God is 

Good! In an instant our perspective changes. 

Joel did the same for his people saying, 

ñYet even nowò, declares the Lord, 

Return to me with all your heart, 

And with fasting, weeping, and mourning; 

And rend your heart and not your garments. 

Why should they among the peoples say, 

ñWhere is their God?ò 

Right on the heels of that question God says, ñI 

am going to send you grain, new wine, and oil, and 

you will be satisfied in full with them.ò Canôt you see 

those people looking around at the trees white for lack 

of bark, the grapes obliterated, even the weeds gone. 

They were probably saying, ñYeah, weôll be satisfied 

in full, maybe in ten years or so, naturally speaking.ò 

But when a man of God or the Word of God 

throws down the gauntlet like this, are we going to 

stay paralyzed? Are we going to ignore it, choosing 

instead to do our own thingðbecause (we are tempted 

to feel), ñHow can I trust God after He allows these 

terrible things to happen?ò Not at all! We refocus and 

have faithð and not ñhalf faithò while looking at 

circumstances naturally, but full faith. 

There was no other conclusion when you met 

uncle Charlie after his stroke. He always beamed with 

the widest smile he could put on his face and then 

stuck his big thumb up in the air, and shook his 

ñthumbs upò vigorously, over and over again. You 

could not leave the room without thinking, ñGod is 

great; God is good.ò What can Satan do with such a 

person? 

Thatôs the first lesson I came away with. In 

summary, God showed me a few things, after I rent 

my heart. I dealt with them, and now Iôm expecting 

Him to teach me how to be ñsatisfied in full.ò It might 

be quite a surprise, but I am confident that His ways 

are best. In short, even locusts can bring blessing if 

our hearts are right, ñSo rejoice, O sons of Zion!ò I 

want to answer the skepticsô question: ñWhere is his 

Godò with an emphatic, ñHe is with him!ò 

This is the first lesson, and the second lesson 

dovetails with it very well. Okay, I believe God will 

make up to me for the years that the swarming locust 

has eaten, the creeping locust, the stripping locust, and 

the gnawing locust. But what do I do next in the midst 

of this devastation? 

Back to Jerusalem: the day after my YMCA visit, 

we were watching a video about the miracles God did 

in the three wars since Israelôs establishment. One 

concerned a battalion of the IDF [Israel Defense 

Force] who had to cross the Golan Heights in darkness 

to reach their objective by daybreak, or the whole 

offensive would be threatened. They had not gone 

very far before they realized they were in a minefield. 

Anyone who has looked out over that plain knows 

how exposed they were. 

But the commander, bless his heart, said, ñDo 

what youôve been trained to do.ò Then he got out his 

bayonet and painstakingly started probing at an angle 

into the soil. When they hit metal they would use their 

fingertips to carefully dig around the mine and then de

-fuse it, doing all this in the dark. Now they could 

have used their training to get back to safety, but that 

wasnôt their mission. They went forward. With each 

passing minute on that calm night, it became more and 

more evident they were not going to get to cover by 

daybreak, yet they kept going forward. 

This is when God got into the act. He loves 

this kind of faith. In Joelôs day people went back to 

pruning and farming and grazing their animals even 

though nothing was there, and God responded with the 

early and latter rains so that the threshing floors were 

full of grain and the vats overflowed with new wine 

and oil. ñThus you will know that I am in the midst of 

Israel, and that I am the Lord your God and there is no 

other.ò He showed Himself God for the IDF, too. 

Amazingly, He sent a powerful wind as the night wore 

on, a wind that blew all the dirt away from each mine 

so that acres of them were exposed, and the troops 

walked right through. 

(Continued on page 23) 
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Iôm expecting him to teach me how to be ñsatisfied in 
full. ò it might be quite a surprise, but I am confident 

that his ways are best  
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Is there any reason to doubt that His presence will 

do less in my life? After all, He custom-designed this 

day for my sake. With the same emphatic word used 

by a Jewish groom when he takes a woman as his 

wife, this oasis of time is set aside for Him. And yet 

He carved it out for me. 

Today He gives me the freedom to do good. The 

tearful single mom who needs help moving? The 

heartbroken friend who just needs someone to listen? 

I donôt have to check my watch or clear my schedule. 

If time is money, then today Iôm a millionaire. 

If time is money, then all week Iôm a pauper. Are 

you like me? Week after week and year after year, 

mentally hoarding up pastimes that just donôt fit into 

the daily grind. At the top of the list is more time with 

Jesus. ñSomeday,ò I tell myself, ñSomeday Iôll really 

stop, be still, and know that He is God.ò And Sabbath 

is already there, a standing date with the One who 

loves me best. 

But wait. Often when it comes right down to it, I 

donôt want quiet; I want distraction. I donôt want to be 

awakened; I want to be amused. I donôt want to 

address my needs; I want to drown them out. God 

wants me to savor time; I want to spend it, fill it, and 

even kill it. 

At other times, Iôm longing for Sabbath, but I 

canôt seem to get inside it when it comes. My mind 

wonôt quit racing, my heart wonôt cease aching, and 

Iôm completely unable to stop. 

Like all good things, quiet doesnôt come by 

accident: sometimes it really is labor to enter into the 

rest Heôs bought for us. On a practical level, it helps 

to have something different ï a song, a meal, some 

candles, some time to voice Godôs faithfulness ï 

something that informs my spirit and emotions that 

now is the time to rest. Thereôs so much from the 

world, the flesh, and the devil to harry and annoy, 

distract, alienate, and overwhelm. Sometimes itôs 

enough to pray for that rest. Sometimes others must 

pray for me. And always, always I have an ally in my 

Good Shepherd, who enables me to lie down in green 

pastures, and leads me by waters of rest. The way to 

that place is something I learn from Him. 

Just come, He says. ñCome to Me, all who labor 

and are heavy laden.ò I donôt know about you, but 

sometimes my heaviest burden is my self. The 

complaints, the aches, the foibles, the litanies of 

disaster, the jealousies, grudges, and grumps. 

Sometimes I heartily long for a vacation from all that 

stuff. 

I can have one. When I learn from Jesus, who is 

gentle and lowly in heart, my load becomes curiously 

light. He freely gives me refreshment and rest for my 

soul. An intermission. A pause. A heart at leisure 

from itself. 

In Jesusô company, each Sabbath is different. Itôs 

an adventure to start out the day with Him at the helm, 

not knowing where He will take me. With self-

indulgence mercifully excluded from the schedule, 

today is sure to contain an embarrassment of riches. 

After all, His plans for me are crammed with good ï 

more good than I know how to plan for myself. 

 

Never mind the fact that I had a million things to 

do: I was stuck on a bench in a tiny park in Jerusalem. 

Around me swirled my hurricane of impending tasks, 

but I was in the eye of the storm, where all was still. 

Peacefully, I thought over a recent church service. As 

if my mind was a zoom lens on a video camera, I 

began focusing in. I saw the people in the pews, 

concentrating on singing. Moving towards the front, I 

saw the musicians on one side and the pastor, arms 

outstretched in worship, on the other. Between and 

behind them, two little girls held hands and danced a 

simple dance. 

It was good; it was very good, but it wasnôt the 

heart of what was going on. Behind them all was one 

little girl, sitting on a bench and softly clapping her 

hands with a sound I imagined, like quick, quiet rain. 

It was as if she was saying, ñYay, Jesus! Youôre 

getting it right!ò And that was the heart of the matter. 

Being still and worshipping Him. 4 
 

ðA freelance writer based at Fairwood, Lisa is 
intensely grateful for each time she is able to 
visit Jerusalem. This article was first published on 
Boundless.org. 

(ñA Heart at Leisure,ò continued from page 11) 

If time is money, then today Iôm a millionaire. If time 
is money, then all week Iôm a pauper.  
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E VERY SABBATH STARTS in the shuk. Or 

so it seems, if you're in Jerusalem on a Friday 

afternoon. The shuk is an open-air market, a rabbitôs 

warren of tiny shops where colorful jumbles of 

produce are piled, unwrapped, at your elbow. There 

are plums and melons, peaches and grapes, and small 

mountains of cucumbers and tomatoes, the ubiquitous 

Israeli salad vegetables. There are cold-eyed fish 

reposing odorously on ice, heaps of shiny-crusted 

rolls, trays of pastries, bins of fresh-roasted nuts, 

blocks of ground sesame seed candy, and towering 

pyramids of spices. You 

can watch pita bread roll 

off the press, sample 

toffee-like dates, or 

purchase a gooey, sugar-

dusted cube of Turkish 

delight. 

The shuk is a 

dizzying place at any 

time, but never more so 

than on a Friday 

a f t e r n o o n ,  w h e n 

everyone is between a 

rock (the need for food) 

and a hard place (the 

end of shopping as 

Sabbath approaches). 

Everyone elseôs elbows 

are likely to be in your 

ribs, carts of empty 

produce boxes in your 

way, and voices ringing in your ears, bellowing 

the merits of one shop's bananas, onions, or olives 

over another's. ñShabbat shalom,ò the shopkeepers 

say cheerfully as they bag up your bunch of fresh 

parsley or tie up your flat of eggs, accepting a few 

shekels in return. 

Within a few hours, this place will be deserted: 

lock, stock, and barrel. Even the light bulbs are 

unscrewed for safekeeping. 

With a few short hours, horns will sound all over 

the city: deep, mellow tones that say sunset is almost 

here. Prayer areas will be full and the streets quiet, but 

for last-minute knots of folks hurrying home for 

supper. If you are alone, chances are that someone 

will take you in, because (culturally odd as the 

comparison may be) spending Sabbath alone in 

Jerusalem is as unthinkable as spending Christmas 

without family, anywhere else in the world. 

 

Sometimes they start cooking on Thursday. And 

well they should, for there is plenty to do: chopping 

potatoes, onions, carrots, and spinach for a rich, slow-

simmered vegetable 

soup. Assembling 

lasagna. Creaming 

roasted eggplant into a 

smoky-flavored dip 

for the plump bags of 

pita that have just 

come home from the 

shuk. Dicing tomatoes 

and t iny, cr isp 

cucumbers for the 

Israeli salad. Setting 

the long, white-

cloaked table with 

china and glass while 

the aroma of baking 

challah bread floats 

through the air. In the 

kitchen, a deep, dark 

chocolate cake waits 

to be garnished with 

coconut sorbet and 

strawberries. 

After walking the short distance from a 

neighborhood or two away, the children and 

grandchildren have arrived. Our hostess, a petite 

grandmother with short brown hair and bright brown 

eyes, lights twin candles, and kisses our cheeks. 

ñShabbat shalom,ò she says. Our host washes his 

hands, breaks the braided bread, and blesses God for 

the fruit of the vine. 

Itôs official: Sabbath has arrived. In the next 
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What does it take to keep the Sabbath? 

 Jerusalem Shuk Photos Courtesy of Craig Sandford 
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twenty-four hours, 

we will feast, sing, 

pray, sleep, worship, 

and sit at the table 

talking about God ï 

just because we can. 

 

If I could sum up 

what Sabbath means 

t o me, it would take 

just three words. He says stop. In fact, thatôs more or 

less what the Hebrew word shabbat means: to repose, 

desist from exertion, cease, celebrate, leave, put 

down, rest, be still. To stop. 

Even God, who never tires, 

decided to take a break after six daysô 

work on the world. I can only imagine 

that He delighted in every moment of 

that unfathomably complex creative 

activity. But still He stopped. So I 

stop, too. 

Stop what? Thereôs a lot of 

discussion about what I should be 

refraining from today, but maybe itôs 

not so complicated. The Bible says, 

ñSix days you shall labor and do all 

your work...ò I know what my work 

is. Thatôs what Iôm supposed to stop. 

But itôs not just stopping - itôs 

stopping in order to. In order to 

debrief and defrag from the busy 

week. In order to remember who I 

am, and who my Master is. (Not 

money. Not man. And not myself, thank God). Heôs 

the One who created me, and redeemed me at great 

cost. He is not a stern Master, and His commands are 

not burdensome. I stop in order to focus on the Center 

of my world. Reset my clock by atomic time. Reorient 

my compass to true north. Renew my mind, lest the 

insistent world squeeze me into its mold. 

And be refreshed. After my Creator completed 

His work and saw that it was very good, He stopped. 

And in that pause, the Hebrew tells us, He was 

refreshed as if by a breath of air.  

But wait. This week I opened an email from an 

acquaintance, and chuckledðthen winced, slowly 

realizing that what first appeared to be a humorous 

comment was actually a sarcastic attempt to cover 

some real hurt. Hurt I had inflicted. 

This week, I dipped down into depression, and up 

into Godôs grace. I left a wavering trail behind me of 

work, and escape from work; faith, and lack of faith; 

kindness and complaint. 

Unlike God, I canôt always look back on my 

weekôs work and say that it was good, let alone very 

good. And still, Sabbath comes. 

What else can this be but sheer grace? I am free to 

rest, not because of what I do, but because of Who I 

know ï and what He did! In keeping 

Sabbath, I reenact my salvation 

story: once I was slave; now I am 

free! 

Sabbath is Godôs permission to say 

no to the tyranny of the urgent. He 

knows I wouldnôt stop if He didnôt 

command me to do it. He knows 

that in my world, thereôs always one 

more thing to do. 

Sometimes it seems selfish to stop. 

But the greater the demands, the 

more I need to fill my reservoir. 

When my body is begging for a 

break, when my temper grows short, 

when my resistance to temptation is 

getting low, Iôm responsible to refill 

my physical, emotional, and 

spiritual reserves. 

But how? It doesnôt come through 

ñme time,ò nor does it come from being pious. 

(Believe me, Iôve tried). Thereôs just one source, and 

itôs the same one that transformed those ordinary, 

uneducated first disciples. 

They had been with Jesus. They went walking in 

the field with Him, munching on fresh-picked wheat 

kernels. They sat at the table with Him. They 

followed Him around, listening to Him talk about the 

Word, asking Him questions, and watching Him do 

good. (Good, in Jesusô book, was practicing mercy, 

healing, saving lives, and making people whole.) 

(Continued on page 9) 
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I know what my work is. Thatôs what Iôm supposed 
to stop. But itôs not just stopping-itôs stopping in order 

to. 

 Jerusalem Shuk Photo Courtesy of Craig Sandford 

 


