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Dedication

This book is dedicated first to our beloved KING who came down to 

Earth to teach us to pray. 

To the people of YHWH God that have lost their lives in service to 

the Kingdom throughout the ages and up to this present hour. No greater 

love is demonstrated but that one lays their life down for a friend. 

Our  beloved  Jesus,  Yahusha  HaMashiach,  is  our  greatest  of  all

friends as well as our savior and King. He has given us more than we

could ever hope to thank Him for. 

To the children who are coming to know Him and feel His perfect

love that casts out all fear, may His light shine upon each one of you. 

May you be blessed to have this book read to you by someone who

loves Jesus, and loves you. 
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Preface

This book is written to those who know Jesus and want to see Him in

a way that they may never have truly seen Him before. Not only is this

writing  meant  to  illuminate  the  prayer  of  Jesus  but  also  to  spark  a

genuine desire in your heart to experience more of Him. 

You will notice that when referring to HE whom we call “God” I

include YHWH. The reason for this is to distinguish precisely who I am

speaking of. There are many “gods” in history and in our present world

and they are not to be confused with YHWH, the God of Abraham, Isaac,

and Israel. 

In the writing of this book, the Spirit of the Lord took me backward

in time to revisit the land of Israel at the time of first coming of Messiah.

In this volume, I pray you are transported in time to see,  feel,  smell,

touch, and most importantly hear as if you were there. 

May this  writing  bless  your  home,  bless  your  family,  bless  your

children, and bless your heart to overflowing with His perfect love that

casts away all fear. 

May you  finish  your  race  with  patience  and  bless  each  one  you

encounter with the Love of Messiah. 
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Introduction

In recent  years,  people  have been writing books and speaking on

various  kinds  of  prayer.  Intercessory  prayer,  warfare  prayer,  healing

prayer,  breakthrough  prayer,  deliverance  prayer,  financial  blessing

prayers and many more. 

It is a continual area of fascination for the Christian who seems to

always  be  looking  for  the  “most  effective”  means  of  receiving  from

heaven. 

One  of  the  most  successful  books  on  prayer  in  recent  years  was

written  surrounding  the  prayer  of  a  man  named  Jabez  in  the  old

testament. 

In  this  prayer,  Jabez prays,  “…, Oh that  thou wouldest  bless  me

indeed, and enlarge my coast, and that thine hand might be with me, and

that thou wouldest keep me from evil, that it may not grieve me! And

God granted him that which he requested." 

Since it is recorded that God gave Jabez what he requested, it seems

a formula for success that heaven must honor. 

As millions of copies of this little book sold across the nation and

around the world, it seemed as though the Holy Spirit was awakening the

believer  to  the  importance  of  prayer  and  the  responsibility  of  each

Christian. 
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Unfortunately  for  the  dying,  diseased,  afflicted,  hurting,  bruised,

possessed, poor in spirit, destitute and hungry, this book has not brought

about the flood of prayer for them that would drastically change their

lives. 

Instead, the Christian walks by the lowly, the hurting, the broken, the

bruised,  the  maimed,  the  dying,  uttering  “bless  me  indeed”  having

forgotten the story of the good Samaritan. 

I was in a store recently and a woman was buying two copies of the

Prayer of Jabez book. She barely had enough cash to pay for the books

(she paid in all singles) and so it took longer for her to pay for them. 

I took the opportunity to mention that I noticed she was buying two

copies.  “Yes” she replied.  “I  am buying one for someone else.” As I

mentioned the success of the book she mentioned that she saw “some

using it for good and some for selfish gain.” 

As I came away from that encounter I kept listening for the voice of

the Holy One. He speaks to those who stay still and I love to be still. His

voice is still and small in this world filled with noise. As I listened, I

could hear the sorrow in the King’s heart. 

Of all the things that believers are called to do, prayer is the most

important. Through prayer lives are changed and people are saved. Of all

the  things  that  Messiah  demonstrated  to  the  disciples,  prayer  ranks

among the most consistent. 

In your life as a Christian, you are given a measure of faith, which is

most active in your prayers. To the degree that you are faithful with that

measure, more is given to you. This is a principle that has been made

abundantly clear in the scripture. 
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He spoke gently to me and said that the people have forgotten how to

pray. They have exalted a prayer in the hope of temporal gain and are

forfeiting the genuine eternal blessing. They had forgotten the prayer of

Jesus. 

It was then that I received the commission of the LORD to write this

letter to you in book form. It is a letter to the Church of America. A letter

from the Father, through the Son, through a son, to the sons of God. 

I pray with all sincerity that you will hear the heart of your King and

Lord and heed His words. 

You will notice that when referring to HE whom we call “God” I

include YHWH. Again, the reason for this is to distinguish precisely who

I am speaking of. 

There are many “gods” in history and in our present world and they

are not to be confused with YHWH, the God of Abraham,  Isaac, and

Israel. 
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Chapter 1: 

Our Father

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

Each  day  they  watched  him.  They  studied  his  movements.  Each

watched with amazement as he did things no other man had ever done.

He touched deep within every person he encountered. His compassion

was nothing short of captivating. The people were drawn to him. With a

look, he could make the loneliest heart full.

In those days the people of Israel used to marvel at the priests each

year as they went up to Jerusalem for the Holy feast days. Every young

Hebrew boy did. The priesthood in Israel was the wonder of the world.

Men would return each year from far away lands to participate in

sacrifices that for centuries had marked the Hebrew people.

The  priests  were  always  working  in  the  temple.  They  were

custodians  of  this  larger  than  life  place  where  the  God  of  Abraham,

Isaac, and Israel had commanded His name to be spoken.

Teachers and lawyers and scribes made up the most respected class

of people in Israel. They kept the oracles of God and were a privileged
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class. The High Priest, once per year, would speak the holy name of God

in the Holy of Holies.

When the High Priest would emerge on the day of Atonement to the

waiting thousands it was evidence that YHWH God Almighty had heard

their prayers and for another year, they would continue.

In all the wonder and pomp and circumstance seen in the priesthood,

still it was mostly ceremony and traditions. It was the same things each

year with just different people in different positions.

Each young man was taught about the God of Israel, whose name is

so holy, it could not be uttered by the common man but only by the High

Priest.

Despite  the  grandeur,  this  God  seemed  so  distant  and  cold.  The

priests  were so mechanical  in  their  duty that  it  seemed this God was

clinical and predictable.

The young, while fascinated with the splendor of the temple, were

soon  bored  by  the  ritual  and  religion.  Children  have  a  nose  for  the

authentic things. It was difficult to maintain an active interest in a God

that seemed so far away and so completely unapproachable.

Despite all they were taught concerning the great deliverance from

Egypt  and all  the  miracles  that  followed,  Moses and the law and the

prophets of old, they had never imagined anything like the rumors that

had started to circulate about a new Teacher.

When people  would start  to  speak about  him,  others  would quiet

down to hear the latest about this extraordinary man that had started to

teach in a way no other teacher had ever done.
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People were talking about him everywhere. Even the great prophets

like Elijah and Elisha did not have this level of the miraculous power that

was being rumored about a Teacher from the Galilee area.

Could it be that this aloof and indifferent God was finally going to

show Himself in a new way? This Teacher they were all hearing about

seemed to be more than a prophet. His message and his manner seemed

to affect each person who encountered him in a unique way that you

could hear in their voices as they told about their encounter. 

He moved,  he talked,  he did everything  with a level  of  love and

compassion that people were immediately affected by.

These young men could not take their eyes off of him. Never had

they seen a man who remained so focused yet full of grace and patience.

His natural  appearance wasn’t  riveting yet  his manner  and his results

were nothing short of amazing.

There was an enormous strength within him that you could almost

feel  yet,  his  touch was  gentle.  Everything  He  did,  every mannerism,

seemed seasoned with a special kind of passion and tenderness that was

deeper than anything they had ever witnessed.

The priests and scribes and Pharisees were all so very proper and

well  decorated,  but  they were mechanical  and cold.  This  man moved

very differently. His speech was always measured and his countenance

always emanated peace and love like no one they had ever seen.

The stories people were telling of him were fascinating. If anyone

would happen to lock eyes with him, they would be bathed with a wave

of love and compassion that blew away every doubt about the reality of

the  God  of  Israel.  Everyone  wanted  to  look  into  his  eyes  to  see  for

themselves.
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No one could put a finger on it. Like a thought at the edge of their

minds. Like a memory that is just beyond reach. So was the manner in

which  this  man  conveyed  the  reality  of  the  supernatural.  Realms  all

around us yet, just beyond the doorway of our understanding.

A  few  had  been  selected  to  follow  him.  They  were  handpicked

among  many.  This  was  the  custom in  Israel.  When  a  Teacher  made

disciples, they were chosen to learn how to be as their master.

The Teacher would take responsibility for teaching and training the

disciple personally and making sure that the individual would finish his

training with the tools necessary to disciple others.

This is how it had been in Israel for many centuries. This is how the

oracles of YHWH were passed from one generation to another. Young

men  who had absolutely no interest  in  the  priesthood or  even in  the

religion of Israel were drawn to this man.

He seemed to look right through them and see them, truly, as though

they were being seen for the first time. Even those who were not chosen

seemed undaunted.

There was no sense of rejection or qualification. Even though they

were not selected to be his closest disciples, each person seemed to be

content to be in His presence.

The affect was remarkable. People would walk away from him with

a look of enchantment and amazement that radiated from them. It was as

if  each one received exactly what  they needed to believe in  miracles

again.

In each situation that was presented to him, they watched diligently

to see how he would handle it. No synagogue leader, teacher, or priest
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had ever done what he was doing, or had the ability to make each person

feel so loved.

Love was his secret weapon and he wielded it like a sword that cut

through the religious red tape. He seemed to consume evil with his very

presence. He was so soft. They had never met someone so attractive. Evil

seemed to dissipate to nothing with just his gaze.

Now, when a devil manifested in those days, it was terrifying. The

demons seemed uncontrollable even to the priests and the scribes. Some

of the possessed would be chained and fettered and treated horribly by

would-be deliverers.

It was hard at times to discern whom the real tormentors were, the

demons  or  the  exorcists.  They seemed virtually powerless  against  the

demons and subjected the possessed victims to all forms of brutality in a

futile effort to extricate the demon only to leave the victim no better than

they found him.

Albeit, they always managed to collect their fees from the victim’s

families, regardless of the outcome.

It was not so with this Teacher. He was no ordinary Teacher. Those

same eyes, which held love and compassion for each person and captured

the hearts of people in a moment, would fill with power, and the demons

couldn’t get away fast enough.

Many  times,  the  demons  would  be  expelled  so  potently  that  the

victim would be thrown violently to  the  ground.  With a  screech  and

scream of terror, the devils would violently tossed their victims and be

gone.

The victim’s countenance would immediately change and return to

normal.  Their  nightmare  had ended and they were looking into those
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eyes, which would seem to pour into them what their soul needed to be

restored. He had this limitless supply of pure love.

No Teacher has such compassion and concern for the people. When

he looked at them, it was as though he was so proud of them. He seemed

to cherish every moment  with each one,  like a gardener adoring each

flower.

That was what it felt like. Each person seemed priceless and precious

to him in a way they had not seen in any teacher of the law. His concern

for each person was authentic at a level that only the most adoring parent

could even approach.

By comparison, the priests and lawyers were cold and ruthless. As a

rule  they were  aloof  and distant  and  made  the common  man  feel  …

common. They were of a different class and they never seemed to pass

up an opportunity to make that clear to the people.

They did not have the love that this Teacher did for the people. They

didn’t care for them as he did. It seemed that if God were to come down

and  be  a  Teacher,  this  is  what  he  would  look  like.  So  the  crowds

followed him.

Of  all  the  things  that  the  disciples  observed,  they  noticed  most

consistently that he prayed. He did not pray as the scribes and Pharisees

and teachers  of  the  law did.  He  didn’t  stand  in  the  street  and  recite

prayers from a book loudly.

Instead, his custom was to isolate himself. This was unusual, as most

teachers would be found praying with a book in hand at one place or

another. Again, he was no ordinary teacher.
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It  wasn’t  long before  the  disciples  could  see  that  this  manner  of

prayer, uniquely his own, was a key to his great love, his power, manner

and stature. It seemed to make him who he was.

He  would  come  from praying  alone somewhere  and a  resolve of

direction and purpose would emanate from him that compelled them to

follow. They knew instinctively that he would lead them toward more

good things.

No matter where he met them or touched them, the people always

seemed to have an emotional and heartfelt reaction to his presence. One

of  the  most  fascinating  things  the  disciples  observed  is  how  people

would look after he walked away. He would only touch some but that

was enough for them. They would just beam with hope.

Of all  the things he did, this was the thing that they admired and

respected the most.  No matter  how much time he spent  with anyone,

whether  in  the  market  or  in  a  synagogue,  they  never  seemed  to  get

enough of his attention. He made them all feel so valuable and every one

of them responded.

“Teacher, teach us to pray,” one of them said to him one day.  As

soon as those words were spoken, all the disciples went quiet.

They were all eager to have the ability to effect people as he did and

they all  had  perceived  that  it  was  this  unusual  prayer  style  that  was

responsible for the extraordinary essence that emanated from him.

Everyone had wondered what his secret in prayer was. After all, no

one had ever seen anyone do what he did and have the power of God

manifest in so many ways. They could see that prayer was not the same

for him as it was for the teachers and scribes and Pharisees.
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Before he would begin to speak, there was almost a sense of wind

gathering within him. He always chose his words very carefully.

Before  unlocking  this  key of  the  Kingdom,  he  shared  a  word  of

caution. He gathered them together and held their attention as he began.

Each of their eyes were on him.

The  anticipation  was  gripping.  All  the  surrounding  sounds  and

activity faded to nothing. No one spoke. Everyone listened intently.

"When you pray, you shall not be as the hypocrites are: for they love

to pray standing in the synagogues and in the corners of the streets, that

they  may  be  seen  of  men.  Verily  I  say  unto  you,  They  have  their

reward.” 

They loved the sound of his voice. He had the most attractive voice

they had  ever  heard.  He  spoke  with a  mixture  of  authority and pure

wisdom wrapped in genuine concern for the listener that was enthralling.

The simplest  things he would say would move every heart within

earshot. His voice was absolutely captivating. Now, with these words, he

gently but firmly laid a crushing blow to Israel’s traditions of prayer.

As he spoke these words,  he did not  condemn the people he was

speaking of.  Instead you  could feel  his compassion for them as if he

longed to heal them.

“But you, when you pray, enter into your closet, and when you have

shut your door, pray to your Father which is in secret; and your Father

which sees in secret shall reward you openly."

Of  course,  they  had  gathered  this  much  of  the  lesson  by  simply

watching.  He  never  prayed  in  a  manner  to  be  seen  of  men.  He  was
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always going off to be alone. That was what so intrigued them about

him.

When the Pharisees and priest prayed aloud, it wasn’t hard to figure

out  that  they  were  as  much  trying  to  move  the  crowd  as  they  were

attempting to move God. This is what turned so many onlookers away

from their God.

Israel was no easy place to live and there were hucksters and con

men  thieving  all  the  time.  Many simply  dismissed  God  for  a  phony

hypocrite like the people most publicly representing him.

Most people with any decent sense could smell a con a mile away

and the way that these religious leaders carried on was just an elaborate

con for many people. They saw right through it and figured out the scam.

Things have not changed much over the centuries.

The  Teacher  continued.  "But  when  you  pray,  use  not  vain

repetitions, as the heathen do: for they think that they shall be heard for

their  much  speaking.  Be  not  you  therefore  like  unto  them:  for  your

Father knows what things you have need of, before you ask him."

Father? The thought seemed to hit each of them at the same time.

Did he say Father? What did he mean by that? He said it in such a simple

and forthright  manner  that  they just  received it  but  then,  their  minds

began to wonder. No Teacher taught of YHWH the God of Israel in this

way.

The Almighty YHWH God seemed so far away and uninterested in

the  affairs  of  men.  They  had  envisioned  this  scary,  ruthless  dictator

sitting behind the veil of the temple in the Holy of Holies.

Only the High Priest even got to say His name. Little did they know

that  in  that  simple  word,  this  Teacher  had  introduced  them  to  the
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foundation of the prayer that would change the world. As hard as it was

to accept, they found themselves slowly beginning to receive it.

There  was  no  question  that  this  Teacher  had  a  unique  and

extraordinary  relationship  with  the  God  of  Israel.  When  he  spoke  of

YHWH, he did not sound like he was speaking from theory or doctrine.

They genuinely felt as one might feel when being formally introduced to

a very dear and extremely intimate friend. Intimacy did not adequately

describe the sense they had.

There seemed to be no distance between this man and the God he

spoke of. That was beyond intimacy. It was as though he was speaking of

himself and yet, there remained a sense of distinction.

It was a feeling and concept beyond their patterns of thought. The

idea of the God of Israel being that intimate with a man was simply not a

part of their religious experience or training.

The very thought of it  seemed to take their  breath away.  No one

moved.  They  just  sat  there  overwhelmed  with  the  word  they  just

received.  The  Teacher’s  gentle  voice  delivered  the  message  so  deep

within them that the depth startled them.

Never had they felt anything go so deep before. Every emotion and

experience, be it delight or sorrow, they had ever felt seemed so shallow

compared to the depth of this word just imparted to them.

His words were as much an invitation as they were a teaching. They

were being invited into a relationship they had never conceived could be

had. It seemed this concept was swimming through them, overcoming

their obstacles like a river overflowing its bank and speeding to virgin

ground.
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As the concept began to settle within them, no one said a word. One

by one they just looked at him.

He continued in that riveting tone of voice. They just listened in awe

of  the  manner  of  this  master.  “After  this  manner,  pray you”  he said.

Never  again,  would  they  begin  a  prayer  without  remembering  this

moment.

They were changed forever by this invitation. They suddenly wanted

to experience as much of that moment as they could. They knew that this

Teacher had that intimacy on a constant basis and suddenly nothing else

mattered to them.

Each of them wanted to call the God of Israel ... Father. 
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Chapter Two:

Which Art In Heaven

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

The crowds were especially thick that day. Thousands lined the river

Jordan to  see  the  man.  The prophet  who was called John.  He was a

spectacle to behold. Dressed in camel’s hair and a thick leather strap, he

thundered to the crowds. "Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand!"

His rugged appearance matches the rugged tone of his voice. Once

he stood in front of humble people, his compassion and love for them

was overwhelming. He stands upon a rock on the side of the river and his

eyes are aflame with indignation at the sins, which held the people in

bondage. 

He knew his enemy and it wasn’t flesh and blood. He was from a

priestly line, this John. He did not look like any priest of the temple on

this day. No, today, he looked like many imagined Elijah would look if

he were to be sent again to the earth. His manner was intimidating but

captivating at the same time.
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People came to him from all over Israel. All of Judea and Samaria

had heard of this prophet in the field. This man called the “voice in the

wilderness.” At first only a few people came to him, but then as their

lives began to dramatically change, many more came seeking a touch

from this man of God.

The people wanted to be clean. They wanted to escape the judgment

of God that they dreaded in their hearts. They came hoping that YHWH,

the God of Israel would grant them freedom from the torrents of evil that

coursed through their lives. 

They hungered for something more than what they received from the

priest  and  synagogue  leaders.  They  came  hoping  for  something  that

would be real and truly save them from the terror of sin and death. 

The crowds would stand in the water and one by one they would be

immersed in the Jordan. This was the same river that their fathers had

crossed so long ago to enter this land of promise. They were living in the

land yet, they were still living in bondage to sin. They were subject to the

priests and the law, but still they had no peace. 

John offered them new hope. A new thing was happening in Israel.

For so long there had not  been a word from YHWH. Now John was

baptizing the people  at  the  same place where the  people  of  God had

entered into the Promised Land so many generations ago. 

Along with the crowds came those who felt threatened by anything

which grabbed at the heart of the people. Pharisees, teachers, lawyers,

and synagogue leaders had all come out to see John. 

He was accustomed to being a spectacle. He didn’t care about that.

He  was  doing  what  YHWH  GOD  had  commanded  him  to  do  and

righteousness was all he desired and pursued. 
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He had a heated dislike of the religious class. Perhaps in part because

they had murdered his father, a priest of YHWH, in cold blood. Mostly,

however, because he saw through their hypocrisy and cruelty. 

He saw that they were interested in control and manipulation of the

people for their personal gain, not for the benefit of the people they were

called to serve. They were worse than the sons of Eli and their hands

were filthy with covetousness and evil of all sorts which they practiced

with cruel precision. 

John began each day the same way. He would wait until the Holy

Spirit  of  God  would  sweep  through  the  crowd  bringing  genuine

repentance.  Like  a  sword  swung  from  heaven,  the  people  would  be

brought low in spirit. 

They would begin to break down under the judgment  of YHWH.

Many would be weeping and crying uncontrollably as they fell under the

conviction of the Holy and Pure Spirit of God. Like the wind over a field

of wheat, the humble would yield. 

This was how John knew whom to baptize. If they did not bend to

the move of the spirit, he would pass them by and wait to see if their

heart would soften. He was not interested in numbers. He could care less

how many he baptized. Instead he was only interested in true repentance

and he was uncompromising in his patience to wait for each person to

yield to the move of the Spirit. 

The people humbly and patiently waited until John would come to

them. Waiting to be baptized so that this conviction would be eased. It

was as though the cool water of the Jordan would somehow appease the

fire of conviction they were feeling. Waves of repentance were moving

the people. Each of them waits upon YHWH for new life. 

27



When John arose on that morning, he had a quickening in his spirit

that  he  had  never  felt  before.  He  was especially  alert  that  day as  he

looked into the eyes of the people. He was passing from one to the next

when he saw him. 

He had slipped into the crowd unnoticed by anyone else. He looked

like everyone else. He did not draw attention to himself by manner or

dress. Unlike the Pharisees and teachers, he was discreet but John was

not fooled by the outward appearance of a man. 

John's heart lept inside him and he could hear his own heartbeat as he

locked eyes on the man. The time had finally come. 

Upon beginning his ministry, the Holy Spirit had come upon him in

an extraordinary manner. Like the prophets of old, he had the ability to

look past the natural and physical realm. 

At first he was overwhelmed with this supernatural ability bestowed

upon him by God. Over time, the Holy Spirit had guided him and taught

him how the gift worked. He had learned how to look upon the heart. He

was well trained by the Spirit of God to see inside a man. 

He knew the hypocrite from the humble in a momentary glance. He

saw through clothing and outward show. He had seen the most humble

people and the most  proud and their  dress had nothing to do with it.

Although this gift was for the purpose of his ministry, it was also for a

very special event. 

John had been anticipating this moment from the time he became

aware of his extraordinary mission. He was being trained to see inside a

man  so  that,  at  the  appointed  time,  he  would  see  the  one  that  was

prophesied to come. 
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He was given an honor that all the old testament prophets had longed

for. He would see the lamb of God and he knew that when he saw him, it

would mark the completion of his mission. Each day, as he surveyed the

crowd, he wondered if it would be the day. 

Finally, the day had arrived. Their eyes locked. In that moment, time

stood still. The noise of the crowd was gone. The heat of the day, the

rush of the water, all faded to nothing as he felt the warmth of the love of

YHWH pour into him. Pure and undefiled love of the Father standing in

the water, humbly waiting to be baptized by John. Then he spoke. 

"Behold the Lamb of God, which takes away the sin of the world.

This is he of whom I said, 'After me comes a man which is preferred

before me: for he was before me.' And I knew him not: but that he should

be made manifest to Israel, therefore am I come baptizing with water."

The words came thundering out of John with such power and might

that all of the people standing there went silent. No one moved as they

looked at John with his hand pointing squarely at a humble looking man.

No one had even noticed this man yet now every eye was on him.

Who was this that John would say such a thing? Could it be the Messiah?

No one moved. It was a sight to behold as quiet came upon the crowd.

Everyone began to study the countenance of this stranger. 

Who was this man and why did John speak of him this way? 

Then all eyes moved to John. He was visibly shaken. They had never

seen the prophet shaken before. Even the priests and the scribes didn’t

rattle him but this humble man’s presence seems to have taken the wind

out of him. 

After a brief discussion between them, John baptized him. His hands

were shaking and it was obvious to all that John was overwhelmed to
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baptize this man. “Who is this stranger,” they all wondered? As his head

went under the water, no one could have guessed what would happen

next. All eyes were on this baptism. 

Slowly the stranger emerged from the water. He tenderly embraced

John  who  was  overwhelmed  with  emotion  and  quite  visibly  shaken.

Without  a  word  he  turned  from John and began  to  walk  toward  the

wilderness. 

He never turned or addressed a single person. He just walked without

wavering  straight  toward  the  wilderness.  Everyone  was  watching  the

man as he walked away and suddenly they saw it.

Light  that  came  from everywhere  began to  converge.  The  people

gasped and many  fell  prostrate  in  fear.  The  light  was  extraordinarily

bright but it was warm and tender at the same time. 

It  began to gather in a concentrated form just above the man and

seemed to become like a dove and slowly settle upon this man who by

now had begun to move with determined steps away from the people into

the wilderness. 

Then  they  heard  it.  Suddenly  sound  seemed  to  come  from

everywhere at once. No one could pinpoint the source. It was all around

them and within them. Each of them hearing clearly, “This my beloved

Son in whom I am well pleased.” 

Each man looked around to see if they were hearing things but the

look on everyone’s face said it all. They had all heard it. From the closest

to the furthest. Each of them loud and clear. There was no mistaking it.

Whoever that man was, this light and voice had called “beloved Son.” 

John could not stand up when the voice was heard, but was on one

knee in the water. Suddenly all the attention that had been upon John the
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Baptist  had transferred to this man who was walking straight into the

wilderness. He never looked back. He just kept walking away. 

The entire crowd wondered what this could mean. Over the next 40

days, word of this event spread throughout the land as the story was told

and retold. Little by little, fewer people came to see John. His numbers,

which seemed to be constantly on the increase, began to steadily decline.

His ministry seemed to be decreasing. It  was as though John had

fulfilled his destiny in baptizing this one man, this stranger in humble

attire, whom the voice had called “beloved Son.”

The baptism at Jordan had seemed more like a coronation ceremony

than the cleansing of a sinner’s heart. It excited the people to think of a

new king. Perhaps one like David. A new king and a new kingdom. The

words were on the lips of many throughout Israel. 

“A new king has come!” The hopes of the people rose with each

passing day that perhaps their days of subjection to Rome would be over.

Would he establish a new kingdom? Would he bring about a resurrection

of the Kingdom of David? So many hopes and dreams swirled in the

minds and hearts of the people .

Over 40 days later, the man quietly reemerged from the wilderness.

He seemed to have grown in stature out there. He would not have been

even recognized except for his voice. It was extraordinarily familiar to

the voice heard at the Jordan and when he spoke, it was full of power. 

He  came  among  the  people  and  his  voice  thundered  to  any that

would hear. His eyes were on fire as he gathered himself to begin. With

these simple words, he began the ministry that would change the world

forever. “Repent: for the kingdom of heaven is at hand." 
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Chapter Three:

Hallowed Be Thy Name

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

It is always the same every year. In all of Israel, people seem to be

reflecting upon the things they have done in the year past. This is the

time of year for it. 

It is the time of the fall feasts and the time or repentance. Families

came from all over Israel and even the world, to participate in the annual

feast of YHWH. 

The disciples had observed the their Teacher was especially focused

on these days and that extraordinary things would seem to happen on the

days YHWH had spoken for the feasts. It seemed so very personal to

their Master whom they watched each day. 

At the heart of the rituals and ceremonies that were performed on the

temple mount was the activity of the High Priest. The High Priest would

have to bring an offering for himself and his household before he could

perform the rituals of atonement for the masses of people. Failure to do

this correctly would mean death to the High Priest in the presence of the

Most High when he entered the Holy of Holies. 
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Next came the sacrifice of a goat that would cleanse the temple and

the whole of the people of God. And finally the second goat that is sent

away, not sacrificed, to cleanse the people themselves. It is marked for

the evil one and away to wander in the wilderness, the dry and waterless

place of death. 

Before the goat is sent out, the high priest lays both his hands upon

its head and confesses over it all the iniquities and transgressions of the

Hebrew people according to the Law of Moses. 

Whatever their misdeeds the sins are put on the head of the goat. All

of Israel is watching the ceremony that their sins would be applied to this

goat and they would receive the pardon from God they needed to live

another year. 

The High priest would then bathe himself in preparation of entering

the Holy of Holies. He was going into the Holy of Holies and where he

would proclaim the Holy Name of God. 

So guarded and protected was the Holy name that the priest would

substitute Adonai for the name of YHWH in the scrolls to keep the name

from being defiled. Upon writing the name, they would wash themselves

that they would not be guilty of defiling the holy name. 

To the observers who watched, this was the ritual of Israel. It was

commanded in the scripture so they had to come, even though they really

couldn’t  fully appreciate what  YHWH was saying.  Many debates and

discussions  would  go  on  in  the  temple  and  around  the  city  of  the

meaning of these things. 

The debates confused the people. Some of those debates seemed to

cause great rifts between groups of people until sects had been born and

each with their own beliefs and understanding concerning the purpose of

God for Israel. It was a mess.
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Most  Teachers  were  members  of  one  sect  or  another,  generally

affiliating themselves with those whom saw things as they did or with

whom they felt was more accurate. However, none of them were settled.

All the sects remained in strife and debate continually. 

As they watched Him, they noticed that he only observed the debates

for the most part. When he did engage, his words would come forth so

pure and powerful that he would leave the other Teachers speechless or

in a fury. There seemed to be no middle ground. He left them hot or cold.

At no time did this Teacher ever teach on the proper spelling of the

name of the Father or on any of the things that seemed to consume the

priests and scribes. Instead, he seemed intent on simply demonstrating

the Father in so many ways. 

Then came the time when he began to speak of his departure. It was

something that the disciples did not understand. He was certainly young

enough  to  teach  for  many  years.  He  was  healthy  and  strong  with

enormous power to heal the sick and cast out devils. He defeated every

evil thing. What could take this Teacher away from them?

It was as he was sharing about the way to the father that one of the

disciples asked bodly, “...Lord, show us the Father. . ." 

As He looked into the eyes of this disciple, for a moment he seemed

to experience despair. In the silence he gathered himself. What followed

was spoken with great tenderness and love. The disciples would never

forget this moment. 

"Do you not believe that I am in the Father, and the Father in me? the

words that I speak unto you I speak not of myself: but the Father that

dwells in me, he does the works." 
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As He said these words, it seemed each of them were searching their

own hearts. Could what he said be true? Is it possible that YHWH God

the Father was right there in front of them in the body of this man? Their

minds were stretched to the utmost to attempt to fathom the thought that

the creator of the universe was standing right there. 

The Teacher continued, "Honestly and sincerely, I say to all of you

here, he that believes on me, the works that I do shall he do also; and

greater works than these shall he do; because I go to my Father." He was

speaking so gently yet firmly that they could not help but just stand in

awe. 

The  promise  that  he  was  making,  was  beyond  their  ability  to

comprehend. Where was he going? To the Father? Didn’t he just say that

the Father was within Him dwelling in him. 

Sensing the struggle he said, "...Believe me that I am in the Father,

and the Father in me: or else believe me for the very works' sake. " The

concept was overwhelming. Their natural minds could not understand the

concept. Yet the works that he did were unquestionable. 

Never had anyone ever done what this man had done. No one could

deny that his power was real. He healed people that were incurable. He

restored blind eyes. They had laid hands on the sick as his messengers

and seen as the people were miraculously healed. 

They had watched him multiply food and feed a multitude. These

were clearly works only YHWH God could do. 

Of all the disciples, Judas seemed the most distressed as he heard the

words of the Teacher. The Teacher had given Judas an important task.

He was the keeper of the treasury and was a man given to practicality. 

37



He wanted always to manage things and he seemed to wrestle a great

deal with the concept of the Teacher’s departure. There were other things

that  the  Teacher  did  that  made  no  sense  to  Judas  but  at  least  he

understood that popularity with the people meant financial success. 

There was no question of the popularity of the Teacher and it seemed

that the future for them was bright and prosperous. After all, it wouldn’t

be long until all of the other Teachers would have to admit that they were

all wrong and only this Teacher was truly sent of God. 

Now to hear him speak of leaving and manifesting himself to them

and  the  Father  and  all  of  that,  it  seemed  very  impractical  and

counterproductive to Judas Iscariot. 

How did the Master intend on changing Israel and bringing in the

Kingdom that they were preaching to everyone in every city, if he was

leaving?  This  made  no  sense  to  him at  all.  Before  he  could  ask  the

Teacher about it, the other Judas, not Iscariot, asked him plainly. 

"…Master, how is it that you will manifest yourself unto us, and not

unto the world? " 

Again His eyes filled with compassion for them as he answered. "...If

a man love me, he will keep my words: and my Father will love him, and

we will come unto him, and make our abode with him." 

For the carnal man, this is a concept that is indescribable. Even the

disciples could not grasp the weight of the words spoken here by their

Master. 

It  would yet  be many years before they would truly see what  He

meant on this day. It seemed that time stood still on that day when he

promised them, that the Father who was in Him, would be in them. 
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As the day drew close for his departure, he went alone and prayed.

As he did he spoke of the name of YHWH. "I  have manifested your

name unto the men which you gave me out of the world: thine they were,

and you gave them me; and they have kept your word." 

It was His name, the Father’s name, which he was demonstrating to

the  world  and  before  his  disciples.  As  they  overheard  this  private

moment,  the  followers  each  remembered  different  miracles,  healings,

and demonstrations that their Master had done before them. 

It was with amazing power and glory that the name of YHWH the

father was manifested through their Master. How else could the name of

YHWH be hallowed? If the name of YHWH be truly hallowed, then it

must be that the name of YHWH is manifested. 

They came to understand that it is the carnal man that hides the name

of YHWH. But the Master did not come to hide his name as the priests

did, but to manifest his name and hallow it! 

It was rare to overhear a prayer the Master prayed but his voice was

hard to contain that day. 

"And now I am no more in the world, but these are in the world, and

I come to you. Holy Father, keep through your own name those whom

you have given me, that they may be one, as we are. While I was with

them in the world, I kept them in your name: those that you gave me I

have kept, and none of them is lost, except the son of perdition; that the

scripture might be fulfilled."

They got it. It was like a bolt of lightning hitting each of their minds

at the same time. By the hallowing of His name, the name of YHWH, his

character and purpose are kept. 
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It was never intended that we would debate over the name, spelling,

or characters on a page, but the name of YHWH on the hearts of men. To

manifest his name is taught by their Master in contrast to the Pharisees

and scribes and priests. 

"... I have declared to them your name, and will declare it: that the

love wherewith you hast loved me may be in them, and I in them." 

His prayer over them was clear. They had come to understand the

profound difference between their Master and the other teaches of the

law. Declaring the name of YHWH is done by the works. 

Faith without  works is  dead faith and none can come to God the

Father without faith. Without faith it is impossible to please him. How

can we say that his name is hallowed or holy if it is not manifest in us? 

How may we hallow the name of YHWH apart from manifesting the

Kingdom to the world in demonstration of the Spirit with power? It was

clear to them all. It could not be done. 

To hallow the name of YHWH as their Master did required all of

their being without any reservation or fear. 

One by one they understood that in order to be like their Master, they

would each have to give all they had to embrace YHWH's purpose. 

It is to do the works that YHWH is calling us to do. To be what he

has called us to be. This is how they each would hold the Holy Name and

keep it Holy. 
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Chapter Four:

Thy Kingdom Come

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

Many of them had seen this one begging but few knew his story. It

was a sad but common story. 

Suddenly, at a young age, he was stricken with blindness and could

not speak. His family had tried everything they knew to do but finally

they  had  abandoned  him.  The  madness  that  took  over  his  mind  had

driven others away. He was left for dead. 

Cast into a prison of darkness and silence, this one had lived these

years without hope of ever seeing or speaking again. It was only by some

miracle of grace that he was even alive. Unlike others, he could neither

speak nor see. He could not even cry out. 

Wild and uncontrolled thoughts and feelings would course through

him daily like a raging sea tossed to and fro. He knew no peace in his

solitary cell. He knew only torment, and sorrow, and pain. What voices

he  could  hear  were  torturous  and  evil.  Always  working  to  destroy

whatever good thought would come into his heart. 
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It was warm that day, especially warm. It was as though the heat of

the day were somehow magnified beyond reason. It was generally warm

and dry in Israel, but this particular day,  there seemed to be so much

more heat than normal. 

He sat against the wall, all his mind could consider is the heat and his

discomfort. Even the hunger he normally felt seemed to be broken by the

heat of that day.  There are few pleasures for one in such a condition.

Very few moments of relief would come his way.

When he felt that familiar hand slip into his, it was a delight to him.

These hands he felt slip into his own were his only connection to love

and life. Only good things happened when he felt that touch. 

Gentle hands lifted him up. Often when these hands would come, he

would receive a great meal and it seemed the voices in his mind would

subside for a time. 

Tears immediately flooded his vacant  eyes  as he could smell  that

familiar smell. Relief had come. He did not resist and allowed himself to

be lifted to his feet. 

As he walked, it seemed they were moving awkwardly. Something

was different today. It was as though they were looking for something, or

someone. One pair of hands held his while the stronger yet gentle hands

were around him. Both together taking him through the crowd. 

It seemed to him that so many more people were around him than

normal. Were it not for the hands that led him, he would have moved

quickly away from these people. Yet, he trusted those hands. He had no

choice really. They were the only hands that ever showed him any love.

The density of the crowd did not seem to be thinning but increasing,

making it  more and more difficult  for the hands to lead him.  He had
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never experienced this before. He was so warm and all of these people

made it worse. 

Only the love of these hands gave him the courage to keep walking.

He would have run away were it not for them. 

The crowd grew more dense with each step as a fear of enormous

proportions was overwhelming him. He had known much fear in his life,

but this dread was beyond any he had ever encountered. 

It  seemed the hands were taking him right  into the source of the

incredible heat. He gripped the hands more firmly and required a great

deal more encouragement. He could feel their determination but his fear

was growing so strong it was a fight to take even one step. 

The fear  just  kept  growing until  he  began to convulse.  His  body

seemed to be beyond control.  Shaking and jerking and twisting. What

was that awful fear? Where had the hands taken him? Did they bring him

here to die? 

The voices were cursing. They were screaming inside his head, “No!

NO!  NO!  … Leave  us  alone!”  They shouted  so  loudly in  his  mind.

“Leave us alone!”

After a great while and having passed a great number of people, the

fear simply became too much for his body to handle. He just could not

take another step. He could not control his body. 

The hum of voices inside his mind had been constant for as long as

he  could  remember.  Constantly tormenting  and  twisting  but  this  was

different. He noticed the difference and it gave him hope. For the first

time in all his life these voices … were afraid. 
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So much anguish and struggle was present within him. Now, they

had become howls and screams of terror.  Even the worst of days had

never been like this. It seemed his mind would explode. 

He realized the screams were not  coming from him.  The screams

were coming from other voices that were terrified of whatever it was the

hands had brought him to.  What  could make  these voices  afraid? He

wondered to himself. 

Suddenly he fell to the ground and the hands released him. With his

hands on his head as he writhed in great pain, he felt like his mind was

being ripped and shredded. His body shaking uncontrollably. If only this

fear would disappear. He felt alone in his torment. Who could know the

awful pain he lived with each day? 

The couple that had brought him were still. They had managed to

find him.  They had pushed through thousands of  people  to  reach the

Master from Galilee.

They had no idea what  would come  next,  but  they knew that  he

would do something. The woman, clearly overwhelmed with emotion,

steadied her stare at the Master. With eyes that spoke a thousand words,

she told him everything. 

He just  stared at  her  as  his  eyes  welled with tears.  The disciples

knew  that  look  when  it  would  overwhelm  their  Master.  They

immediately  formed  a  circle  around  the  Master  and  the  three  in  the

center. 

When they saw that look in his eyes, it was time to give him space

and room to do whatever he was going to do. He almost never told them

what he was about to do but they had come to know how he did things

and just prepared themselves for something … amazing. 
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As the crowd quieted, the woman just sobbed as she looked into the

Master's eyes. Her pleading was so clear to any who had ears to hear. No

words  were  spoken  between  them.  This  communication  was  from

somewhere deeper … more pure. 

This  was  deep  calling  unto  deep.  Love  beckoning  love.  Healing

calling  healing.  Compassion  calling  compassion.  Faith  calling  faith.

Humble calling for favor from the only one who hears such cries. 

The disciples watched closely as their Master slowly moved his gaze

from the woman and looked at the man lying on the ground, shaking

uncontrollably. 

The other pair of hands, stronger but just as gentle were holding him

still to let him know to wait... just wait. Even though he could not speak

or  hear,  he  was  very  clear.  He  wanted  to  run.  He  wanted  to  find

someplace to hide. He wanted to be anywhere but there. 

Then it happened. He felt new hands on him. Only these were not the

same as the ones that brought him. They were gentle yet firm and strong.

Instinctively  he  knew  he  could  trust  these  hands.  Suddenly,  with  a

violent jerk of his frail frame, an explosion rumbled from deep within

him. 

Light came from everywhere and with a screech, the voices, which

had been with him for so long, were silenced. An explosion erupted from

within himself that no words could ever describe. It seemed a thousand

parasites were scrapped off his mind with one blow.

As  their  sound  decreased  to  nothing,  he  began  to  see.  He  could

hardly believe what was happening to him. Slowly his eyes adjusted to

the blinding light of day. Could it be that he would be free?
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Everything was so bright, but slowly and steadily his eyes began to

adjust and he could make out shapes, then colors, then faces ... then Him.

Kneeling next to him was the one with those new hands he had felt.

He looked into His eyes and love flooded into his soul. He felt so much

peace, he didn’t mind that he was surrounded, it seemed, by all of Israel. 

The crowd didn’t bother him anymore.  He had no more fear. The

torment was gone and while the sun was still warm, it felt like evening

had come and the cool of the day had arrived. 

The  words  seemed  to  come  from  somewhere  deep  within  him.

Words he seemed to know from another lifetime left his lips like he had

said them daily, forever. “Glory to God in the Highest,” he said. A roar

went up from the crowd. 

He said it again, louder, feeling the wonder of speech coming from

where, he did not know. “Glory to God in the Highest!” And with that he

stood to his feet and embraced the Master from Galilee. 

The crowd,  by now realizing that  this  man had just  been healed,

began to shout and give glory to God. A roar like thunder went through

the crowd as he embraced the Master.  He who was dumb and blind,

could now see and speak. 

It was all the disciples could do to keep the crowd at bay. They all

wanted  to  touch  the  Master.  It  was  electrifying  to  behold.  People

overwhelmed with emotion began to weep as they understood what just

happened. 

Now healed,  the man stood there  weeping.  He felt  those familiar

hands upon his back and on his hands again. He turned and looked at this

elderly couple who had been so kind to him. The look of pure joy was in

their faces. The hands that had so often slipped into his belonged to her.
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Her eyes were filled with tears of joy as she looked upon him. Her

husband too, could hardly contain himself. They were overwhelmed with

joy and looked at the Teacher with tears in their eyes and said, “Blessed

are you, and blessed be the name of YHWH.” He smiled, bowed gently

to them as if to say the honor was his, and turned away.  He who was

blind and dumb was embraced by these two. Joy unspeakable had filled

them all that day. 

But not all were filled with joy.

Immediately the Pharisees were disturbed. It was not the healing of

this man that concerned them, but the turning of the crowd toward this

man. Jealousy began to arise within them. The crowd were saying among

themselves, “Is this not the son of David?” 

The  people  were  beginning  to  believe  this  man  to  be  Messiah.

Something had to be done or this man would ruin everything for them.

All that they had attained and become was being destroyed before the

eyes of the people. They who had been so high, like the mountains in

Israel, were being laid low. 

They became increasingly nervous and agitated as more and more of

the  crowd  began  to  call  him  “son  of  David”  and  finally,  one  bold

Pharisee shouted out. 

"This fellow doth not cast out devils, but by Beelzebub the prince of

the devils." It was like a declaration of war. 

He had been walking steadily away until he heard those words. The

disciples saw a different look come on his face. This one was one he

rarely had but  when it  came  on him,  they knew to just  back up.  He

wouldn't need a circle for this moment. No one came close to him. 
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The Master turned slowly to face them. His eyes had a sense of fire

in them. Even the Pharisee who had shouted out had a look of a man

realizing  he  had  made  a  major  mistake.  The  crowd,  sensing  the

confrontation began to grow quiet. 

The Master never reacted to anything. He always responded. There

was a clear distinction. When he turned to face the accusers, he did so

with great patience. 

He was excruciatingly very slow to speak and even that seemed to

irritate the accusers. The silence alone seemed to consume strife. It made

the entire thing very awkward. Finally the accuser started to turn away in

hopes of winning the confrontation by default. 

Then he spoke. 

“Every kingdom divided against itself is brought to desolation; and

every city or house divided against itself shall not stand: And if Satan

cast out Satan, he is divided against himself; how shall then his kingdom

stand?”

The question seemed to hang in the air over the Pharisee. How could

they answer? They themselves had taught that the people needed to be

loyal to the king of Israel and all authority, especially their own. 

How could  they  explain  their  new doctrine  of  devils  casting  out

devils? The Pharisee who shouted out was stuck. His mouth was shut and

the Master continued with another question, sensing their walls coming

down. It seemed he even had love for them and would bring them from

their error. 

“And if I by Satan cast out devils, by whom do your children cast

them out?  therefore  they  shall  be  your  judges.”  At  this  the  Pharisee
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looked down. Their disciples around them began to squirm. How could

they answer? 

They had walked by this man a thousand times. They had pretended

to  not  see  him  over  the  years  and  came  up  with  very  spiritual  and

legalistic reasons why he was being punished. They had even used the

plight of this man to assert their own authority as if any who defied them

would become as this man. 

They were unable to  cast  these demons  from the people.  Though

they sought  to,  the  means  seemed  to  always  escape  them.  They had

concocted doctrines  and theories,  which excused  them in their  minds

from casting the devils from people. 

“But if I cast out devils by the Spirit of God, then the kingdom of the

Most  High  is  come  unto  you.”  These  words  were  not  lost  upon  the

disciples. They had heard these words before. 

Each were  taught  to  pray  “Thy  Kingdom come.”  Each  day  their

humble Master demonstrated the meaning of these words to them. The

Kingdom of God was indeed at hand. 

The Pharisees didn't realize that they were in the way and were come

to subvert the people from receiving the Kingdom of God. They thought

that they were the only ones worthy to lead Israel. 

So jealous were they of the power and popularity of the Master that

all they could think of was getting rid of him. One by one they walked

away and the crowd looked at them differently than ever before. No one

had ever stood up to them in this way. 

The disciples looked at one another and realized a war had begun

that would not end easily.  Each one realized quietly that there was no
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turning back. There was no way they would ever be able to go back to

their old lives. 

There was that message again. The Kingdom of God. It was clear to

them that  the  world  had  changed  and  their  minds  were  racing  with

possibilities. 

Many years later they would remember the words the Master said to

them, "And this gospel of the kingdom shall be preached in all the world

for a witness unto all nations; and then shall the end come." 

The good news of the Kingdom of God would come to all people in

every nation and then the end. They never forgot that in all the years

after the Master was gone. 

As  they  grew old  and  looked  back  on  this  moment,  they  would

remind their disciples what they were taught. Demonstrate the Kingdom

of God to others and follow the example set before you as the Master had

taught them. 

At  the  time,  this  seemed  to  mean  that  the  kingdom  would  be

established in Jerusalem with their Master as King. It would take many

years for the disciples to grasp what the Master was saying when he said,

“Thy Kingdom come.” 

They  would  learn  after  the  outpouring  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in

Jerusalem. Until then, they were buffeted much by their carnal nature.

No matter  how many times  they witnessed the power and majesty of

YHWH through their Master, it just seemed beyond them. 

The war that started then would only continue. The war would take

many casualties and the price of the fight of faith was high. 
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It  was  in  those  many  dark  hours  that  they  would  remember

something  the  Master  would  repeat  to  them  often.  They  couldn't

understand it at the time, but as they grew older and wiser, they came to

see what the Master had been saying all along. 

"The kingdom of God doesn't come with natural eyes ... the kingdom

of YHWH is within you." 

Many disciples  could  not  handle  or  understand  this  message  and

walked away because they could not handle what was given to them. 

The Master declared with boldness, "For the Son of man shall come

in the glory of his Father with his angels; and then he shall reward every

man according to his works. Surely I say to you, There be some standing

here, which shall not taste of death, till they see the Son of man coming

in his kingdom." 

It was only after they were filled with the Holy Spirit in the upper

room that they would begin to fully grasp what the Master's mission was

at that time. 

As they wept for the loss of their Master, His words dropped into

them like dew from a mountain. It was only then that they realized that

the Kingdom of God has truly come in you only when you have been

crucified with Master. Only then can he come and live in you. 

As they sat with one another they realized that it was their carnal

flesh and the desires of the natural world that needed to be destroyed for

the Kingdom to come inside them fully. 

The natural man looks for enemies out and about but the disciples

now understood. The enemy was the selfish ambition of the flesh. It shall

be destroyed and the “man of sin” who lives within, that carnal man who
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is against, or anti-Messiah, shall be destroyed by the brightness of His

coming … inside of each of us. 

They then understood why he removed the money changers from the

temple that day. It all began to make sense. When he comes into a man,

he forcibly removes all that defiles from His temple, the heart of man,

and you will hear the voice of God like a trumpet in your heart.

Only when you are crucified with the Master can you truly say, “Thy

Kingdom Come.”
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Chapter Five:

Thy Will Be Done

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

The air was filled with the fragrance of Palestine. It was busy at that

time in Jerusalem. The priests and scribes, teachers of the law, were out

in their usual splendor. 

From all over Israel they were come for the feast of YHWH. There

are three feasts in Israel that the men were charged to always attend. This

particular feast commemorated the giving of the word of God to Israel

from Mount Sinai. The day the law was given. The day they learned the

will of God. 

As always, the various sects and groups of religious leaders were in

debate.  It  seemed that  they could hardly come together  without  there

being some kind of debate between them. 

This  time  it  was  over  when  the  feast  should  actually  be.  Some

believed it  was to be exactly 50 days after the Passover, while others

argued it came 50 days after first-fruits.

Back and forth they would go, branching continually into other areas

of disagreement until it seemed there would be no end to their discord.
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The opportunists also had their own issues. Positioning themselves

for the best  possible locations for selling their  wares to the gathering

crowds. Everything you could imagine that a worshiper could need or

desire was on display in grand fashion. 

Some  would  hire  musicians  to  draw  attention  to  themselves  and

gather  more  customers.  Religious  music,  of  course.  All  manner  of

“religious”  wares  and  trinkets.  So  the  air  will  filled  with  noise,  and

talking, bargaining and shouting, music and business. Jerusalem seemed

so loud at this time. 

The  people  were  so  focused  either  on  preparations,  religious

activities, or business, that they hardly noticed them. They would walk

by them all the time yet  seem to not see them. It  was as though they

didn’t exist. 

If they did see them, they would immediately seem uncomfortable

and even bothered by the fact that they had noticed them. They always

seemed  to  gather  at  the  same  place.  By  the  sheep  gate  pool  called

Bethesda lay a great multitude of impotent folk, of blind, halt, withered,

waiting for the moving of the water. 

It was said that an angel of YHWH would trouble or stir the water

and so  the  first  one  in  the  pool  at  that  moment  would  be  healed  of

whatever plague they had. It was virtually hopeless. 

There were so many hurting and broken and so few who seemed

interested in  helping them at  all.  Most  of  those who passed them by

would  seem  to  pretend  not  to  see  them  as  though  blindness  were

contagious somehow. 
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One particular man had spent virtually his entire life as a cripple.

Each opportunity he could get,  he would come to the water’s edge in

hopes that he might be the one who would be healed. 

Being lame made this next to impossible. Occasionally, some good-

hearted folks would wait with him to see if the water moved. Most of the

time, they would not stay long enough. 

He could remember so many times when he seemed to just miss his

opportunity for a healing. This was the life that he lived every day. 

On this particular day, a Sabbath day, his hopes were especially dim.

You see, it is forbidden to do work on the Sabbath and if there was one

thing the religious leaders did agree on is that the Sabbath day was a day

that you did no work. 

So, if he didn’t practically fall into the water upon it’s being troubled

by the underground springs that fed it, he would be there, in the heat,

with the smell of sheep all around him, all day. No man would dare break

the Sabbath, especially at a feast time, to help this man. 

He had lost all hope. Here he was in the midst of a city full of people

and yet,  he  was all  alone.  He had held onto the hope of  the pool  of

Bethesda. 

He had believed it for so long, he could see no other way. If there

were any hope for him, it would have to be that someone would take pity

on him and put him in the water at the right moment. 

The reality of his plight seemed to dawn on him more than ever this

day. His hope was crushed as the water was still for the day. There would

be no healing for today. Another day just sitting, waiting for his days on

earth to end. 
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"...Wilt you be made whole?" The voice came from behind him and

given  his  condition,  it  was  not  easy  to  turn  around.  Yet,  he  heard

compassion in the voice and his hopes lifted for just a moment. Could it

be that someone would help him today? 

He turned to see a man crouching down beside him. His eyes were

warm and compassionate. He seemed familiar, like a distant relative but

the man couldn't put his finger on how he knew him.

Kneeling beside the man, the Master's eyes did not look away when

he looked at him. Instead, they seemed to speak as they often did... Eyes

that were soft yet, very serious. 

It was then the lame man noticed the others. Each of them seemed

focused upon this man. They surrounded him and looked as though they

had come a long way. Disciples perhaps? But this man did not look like

any Teacher he had seen. 

As  his  followers  heard  him  ask  the  question,  they  immediately

formed the circle they had come to know was always needed when he

would do these things. They all looked upon the lame man with a sense

of anticipation. It was hard at that moment to know what to say. "...Sir, I

have no man, when the water is troubled, to put me into the pool: but

while I am coming, another steps down before me. " said the lame man.

It  was  the  lame  man’s  hope  that  one  of  these  followers  would

perhaps help him into the water and then he could be healed. What else

could this man have meant? Perhaps he himself would stay and wait with

him. 

He studied the face of this stranger crouching next to him. Would he

help him? Could he help him? Perhaps there was hope after all. 
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Suddenly then the man stood up abruptly and took a step backward.

His eyes filled with love.

"...Rise, take up your bed, and walk. " These words seemed to come

from deep within this  man.  All  of  his  followers  were  silent.  No one

moved. It seemed that Jerusalem had gotten quieter all of a sudden. 

The lame man was overwhelmed with the authority with which the

words were spoken. The followers seemed to encourage him with their

looks. “Just get up” they seemed to say without speaking. 

Were  they  serious?  Who  was  this  man?  The  expectation  was

contagious.  As  he  looked  at  the  Teacher,  he  saw  no  wavering.  A

command had been given. He was on the spot and everyone was looking

at him. The words hung in the air. What could he do but attempt to obey. 

He  leaned  forward  on  his  hands  to  a  crawling  position  and

immediately felt  sensation in  his  legs.  This  surprised  him.  What  was

happening here? 

Slowly he lifted the right leg up until his right foot was firmly on the

ground. This was more than he had moved his leg in years. 

Usually the pain would be excruciating but today, there was no pain

and  strength  seemed  to  be  coming  from  deep  within  him.  He  kept

hearing the words in his mind, over and over again. “...Rise, take up your

bed, and walk.” 

Now he had both feet on the ground and by now, many more people

were watching. Slowly he began to rise. With each second that passed,

his strength seemed to grow until he was standing. “Blessed be the God

of Israel, I'm standing!” 
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His eyes were filled with tears and he shakily turned to the Master.

He could hardly believe his own eyes. He was standing. For thirty-eight

years he had waited for this moment. Now, he was standing. 

Many there began to give praise to God and some recognized the

Teacher. They began to whisper his name and many more people started

to run over and see what was happening. Like a breeze on a brush fire,

word spread as people ran towards the pool. 

The man turned and picked up his bed and then turned back again

but the Teacher was gone.

The Master had turned into the crowd making his way to the temple

and so all that the man could do was look up to heaven and say “Thank

you!” With that, he walked away from the pool of Bethesda. The pool of

the house of mercy and grace, with his bed tucked under his arm.

As the man began to walk away, his eyes so filled with tears and his

heart so filled with gratitude, he noticed one of the teachers of the law.

He made eye  contact  with him and immediately the teacher began to

make his way toward this man. 

These eyes were not filled with compassion, they were filled with

rage. Right behind him were some others with him as they pushed past

the crowd. 

This group were nothing like the other group of men. They were not

here to help this man. They came with condemnation in their hearts. "...It

is the sabbath day:” the teacher said in a stern and hostile voice. “it is not

lawful for you to carry your bed.” 

Immediately the man responded. The joy of his healing had so filled

him that he didn’t care what anyone thought. He was lame this morning,
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and he now he was whole. These teachers had no time for him when he

was hurting and lame. 

Boldness rose up from the man. Now, when he is healed, they make

time to speak to him? Their hypocrisy was more than evident today. "He

that made me whole, the same said to me, Take up your bed, and walk.”

One of the scribes with the teacher had passed the man earlier in the

day. He recognized him as one who sat beside the water of Bethesda. He

whispered into the teacher’s ear that this man was lame and now he is

whole. It must be that man again. That man from Nazareth. 

With that  the  eyes  of  this  teacher  seemed  to fill  with even more

contempt.  The  scribe  who  recognized  him asked,  “What  man  is  that

which said unto you, Take up your bed, and walk?” But the man could

not tell them because he did not know his name. 

He looked around, but did not see him anywhere. The crowd knew

his  name.  Yahusha  (Jesus)  of  Nazareth  they  whispered.  One  of  the

teachers overheard it and grew angry, marching toward the temple. They

were getting tired of hearing that name.

So they left the healed man standing there as they went. The healed

man could not help but consider the contrast. One teacher looked so holy

and religious yet cold and heartless. It would stay with him all his life.

He would pass this contrast on to all who would listen in the many years

that followed. 

The Master who healed the man seemed so different. He was gentle

and  kind  and  strong  with  power  from  heaven.  The  difference  was

obvious to those who had eyes to see. 
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By now the disciples had grown accustomed to the confrontations. It

has been this way from the beginning. Even from the time of Cain and

Abel. 

Those who are truly righteous are hated by those who truly aren’t.

The battle continues from then to now and will continue until the end of

days when the Kingdom comes to earth. They had no idea how it would

all play out, but they knew one thing. Their Master did things no one else

could do. 

Even as the Master was healing, they could see the religious leaders

scheming to destroy him at the edges of the crowd. As with Cain, Abel

embarrassed him. Those who walk in genuine love and power from on

high will always generate the ire of those who wish they did. 

They watched and noticed the differences and the contrasts.  Their

Master  did not  go about  to  make  his  name great  like  so many other

teachers did. He went about to make the Father’s name known as no one

else could.

He did the works he did to demonstrate the will of God and that they

could understand. What they did not realize until that day was that their

Master … He is Bethesda, the pool of mercy. 

He is the messenger of YHWH who stirs the living water and heals

the brokenhearted. The fight would not end easily and this is what the

religious will always hate. They go about to parade themselves before

men. To receive honor of men. By contrast, Messiah drew attention to

the Father in Heaven.

By now the Master was walking straight toward the temple. He knew

the questions were racing in the disciples minds. Reaching the temple it

was as if he could hear their thoughts. Finally he spoke to them. 
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"I  can  of  mine  own self  do  nothing:  as  I  hear,  I  judge:  and  my

judgment is just; because I seek not mine own will, but the will of the

Father who sent me."

Over the many years that would follow, the disciples would witness

many times people crying out to God for His divine favor yet, like the

religious, they are looking to have the blessing upon the natural things.

They would watch and learn as the Master seemed to only choose certain

situations to stop for. 

The Master always checked the motives of men. They watched him

do it.  People would come running up to him only to shrink back the

second his eyes would meet theirs. His eyes were so penetrating that it

would only take a second for the motives of any petitioner to be exposed.

So many he would walk by and not instruct because he could sense

their ambitions. The disciples began to learn as much by what the Master

did NOT do, as what he did. 

As  the  Maser  would  pass  through  each  area  of  Israel,  he  would

discern those who were focused only on their natural circumstances and

looking only for the temporal blessing that would give them advantage.

These he walked by without stopping. He walked by a lot of people. 

The lesson was constantly demonstrated in front of the disciples. In

seeing how the Master moved, they learned how to discern the hearts of

men.

They could  see  and  feel  the  selfish  ambition  of  the  Scribes  and

Pharisees, but not just them. Many merchants came to the Master looking

for a blessing on their business. Some even pressing money into Judas in

the hope that their gift would sway the Master to endorse their business. 
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That never worked no matter what they gave. Only those who came

with a contrite heart as they gave even a small gift would be received and

touched. He could smell the difference within a second it would seem. 

While many were seeking their  own will  and fortune,  the Master

took on the form of a servant and was obedient even unto his death. He

chose  the  Father’s  will  over  the  will  of  the  flesh  and  the  desire  to

preserve his own life. He chose wisely. 

In the many years that followed the disciples would teach thousands

what they learned from the Master himself as they watched him each and

every day. The message to each disciple was clear. If we are to walk in

the prayer of Messiah, we must come to grips with the reality of the will

of the Father.

The disciples had learned this lesson watching a crucified life each

day … not just at Golgotha. 

The tone and tenor of the Master's ways would never wavered. This

is  the  work  and  they  all  knew that  they  would  be  examined  by  the

religious and ambitious, if they continue on to walk in this manner. 

They each understood that the fight was for the souls of men and

they had watched the Master do this each day. 

“You will walk in the power of the Spirit of God when your will is

crucified. You will be the vessel of honor YHWH has fashioned you to

be.” were His words to them in private. 

“They will come to examine you as they did me to ask you by what

authority do you walk in these things. They will seek to snare you.” he

told each one. 
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They  learned  this  lesson  by  observation  everyday.  The  religious

pride  themselves  on  polished  flesh.  Rather  than  their  flesh  being

crucified, they simply dress it up to look pious. 

“My doctrine is not mine, but his that sent me.” he told the leaders

one day as they questioned his qualifications. 

“If any man will do his will, he shall know of the doctrine, whether it

be of God, or whether I speak of myself.” 

The  words  stayed  with  the  disciples  all  their  lives  as  they  went

throughout the world. 

“He  that  speaketh  of  himself  seeketh  his  own  glory:  but  he  that

seeketh his glory that sent him, the same is true, and no unrighteousness

is in him."

This message never left the disciples though they struggled against

their own flesh all their lives. To be true to the Ministry and the Message

of the Master, only ONE will can be present. All other WILL must bow. 

As they suffered at the hands of men, they remembered that when a

man’s flesh is truly crucified, he no longer seeks his own glory. He has

completely entrusted his blessing to another. He has given his life into

the hands of his Master. 

As they beheld the fate of Judas Iscariot,  the message to all  who

would seek to join the ministry was clear and direct.  Selfish ambition

will cause you to self-destruct. 

"Not every one that saith unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into the

kingdom of heaven; but he that does the will of my Father which is in

heaven."
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Only after the coming of the Holy Spirit to dwell within the disciples

did  they come  to understand their  own deaths.  To abide  in  heavenly

places means you have entered through the new and living way.  You

must pass through the way that is narrow and straight. 

Now they understood this piece of the prayer  of Messiah … Thy

Will Be Done. 
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Chapter Six:

In Earth As It Is In Heaven

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

They seemed to come from everywhere that day. The disciples

had grown accustomed to the attention their Master would receive,

but today, it seemed as though all of Israel had come to sit with

him by the sea shore. 

It started early in the morning. It was the time of day when

normally fishermen would be finishing their work in the cool of

the morning. It was generally a quiet time along the shore. It had

been that way for so long, until now. 

It was simply amazing. Every hour it seemed the crowd grew

bigger and bigger. Their clothing and speech gave them away. 

Some were Galileans from the north regions of Israel, but some

were from southern Israel. By the thousands they gathered to see

the man that so many had spoken of. The fame of the Master was

overwhelming the people. They were coming to hear and test to

see if this man could be someone great. Some even whispered that

he was the Messiah to come. 
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It wasn’t the miracles or the speeches that drew the attention of

the religious leaders. It was the whispering of that word. Messiah. 

That word had been the subject of many late night discussions.

Anyone who was involved in the religious community was well

aware of the prophecies. Theories and doctrines abounded on the

subject. It was another of the many areas of disagreement among

the religious leaders. 

They all had their ideas and theories, but none of them were

ready to accept the possibility of being wrong. That’s why they

came. To prove this man a fraud would keep their doctrines and

theologies intact. No matter what the ignorant masses thought and

whispered, this man would not be their Messiah. 

As the crowd thickened,  the Teacher retreated to a boat and

pushed just a little away from the shore. This allowed him to speak

to  them  without  being  pressed  from  every  side.  So  many  just

wanted to touch him. 

For hours he had let them. They had brought their sick and he

healed  them  right  away.  Some  came  with  great  burdens  and

problems, but he would not counsel them. He would only lay his

hand on them and move on. 

Now it seemed he had determined that he should just speak to

them. He did not speak as the scribes or teachers they had grown

up with. He spoke as though he had come from another place and

time. A place he called the “Kingdom of God” and the “Kingdom

of Heaven” and with many parables and stories, he told the people

about this wonderful place. 
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He did not teach as many of the modern teachers would teach.

He hardly  expounded  on  the  scripture  or  the  torah,  instead,  he

seemed  content  to  tell  them about  this  Kingdom.  He told  them

story  after  story  in  an  effort  to  describe  the  workings  of  this

“Kingdom” which no one could see. The people were captivated. 

They  could  not  hear  enough  about  it.  Many  hoped  that  he

would lead them to this place. Others assumed that this Teacher

would bring in  a  New Kingdom in Israel.  After  all,  what  army

could fight a man who could heal anyone. 

The  teachers  and  lawyers  in  attendance  were  increasingly

frustrated.  He  seemed  to  cleverly  avoid  the  doctrinal  areas  of

debate among them. They wanted so desperately to corner him and

label him, but he evaded them with great poise and grace. 

He was impossible to trap. The disciples remember busting up

laughing many times as he confounded the teachers with a simple

question.  All  they  could  do  was  wait  to  see  if  he  would  slip.

Sooner or later, they reasoned, he’s going to make a mistake. 

By the end of the day, the disciples were exhausted. They too

had spent the day ministering to the people. Throughout the day,

people would come to them as well with their infirmities and they

healed them. 

As they would lay hands on people, they would feel a warmth

of some kind pass between them. It was hard to describe. It seemed

like a spiritual “fluid” was issuing from them into the people and

then they would be healed. 
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While it was exhilarating, it was also exhausting. It seemed that

a part of themselves seemed to dissipate with each person. By the

end of the day, they were out of strength.

Finally the Master began to send the people home. They were

reluctant at first but then eventually they started to go. It was hard

for him to watch them leave. You could see it in his eyes. He really

loved these people and wanted them to understand the Kingdom of

God. 

He emanated so much light and peace that they hardly realized

how much time had passed. Now at the dusk of the day, they were

finally  going home.  As most  of them had started to depart,  the

master looked at the fishermen among his disciples. 

He had that look in his eyes.  The look of determination and

purpose that they had begun to discern. He was not done for the

day. He had another purpose in mind. The fishermen watched him

as his eyes went from them to the other side of the sea. He was

looking straight across the sea to a region called Gadara. 

The  fishermen  looked  at  each  other  and  back  to  him.  Not

Gadara. Please … not Gadara. 

This was a part of the sea they avoided. These were people that

were unclean. Many stories were told of that area. It was rumored

that  one  man  was  so  overtaken  by  devils  there  that  they  had

chained him in a cave. Many nights, while out fishing, they would

hear ominous screams and shrieks coming from that part of the sea.

Every  fisherman  who worked the  water  of  Galilee  knew to

avoid going in that direction. It was just not done. 
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As the Master stared at that region, the other disciples caught

the  apprehension  among  the  fishermen.  While  they  were  not

fishermen, they could see the uneasiness of those that knew that

region. It made them uneasy. 

The Master did not look at them but instead stayed focused on

that part of the sea as if listening to something none of them could

hear. When he quieted himself like this, they had come to expect a

change of direction. 

Finally, all the people had gone and it was only them with the

Master. He had that look in his eyes.

"...Let us pass over unto the other side." The words cut through

the silence like a knife. As he spoke, his eyes fell squarely upon

Peter, James, and John. 

They looked at  one another and the others and then back at

their Master. They knew he wouldn’t change his mind. What could

he be thinking? By the time they would cross the sea, it would be

dark there. What could they do there at night? 

Peter  thought  to  say  something  to  the  Master,  but  decided

otherwise when he could see the determination in his face. So they

entered the boats and began to sail out to sea. To the area of the sea

they had always avoided … especially at night. 

They were not strangers to the sea at night. Most of the time,

they would launch out in the cool of the evening and stay out for

long  hours  fishing.  Naturally,  Peter,  James,  and  John,  were
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comfortable handling boats. They had grown up on this sea and

could navigate their way almost by instinct. 

With their experience at the helm, the Master went to the back

of the boat and rested. He was so very tired. He lay on a pillow and

soon was fast asleep. As they watched him sleep, the disciples each

wondered about this man. 

He  was  impossible  to  predict.  Just  when  they  thought  they

understood  his  thoughts,  he  would  throw them new things  that

would overwhelm them all over again. He was truly no ordinary

Teacher. 

Peter felt it first. It was as though they had crossed a barrier in

the sea. Little by little, fear began to rise inside him. At first he

pushed  it  aside  with  his  own will,  but  then  it  seemed  to  grow

stronger. 

The others began to feel it too. Peter was increasingly uneasy

and soon his beginning to shake in fear. James and John weren’t in

much better shape. Something was definitely wrong. 

Slowly  the  wind  began  to  blow.  Little  by  little,  the  waves

began to come up. On the sea, weather could change rather quickly

and it seemed that this was one of those times. 

In their years growing up, they had heard stories of fishermen

who didn’t get off the sea fast enough during a storm. They were

never found. Their boats and all were gone. 
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The sea seemed to swallow them up. These stories had given

them a healthy respect for the power of the sea and the wind and

the waves. 

The other disciples were getting even more nervous as the wind

increased and the waves tossed the boat from side to side. “...Let us

pass over unto the other side.” That’s what the Teacher had said. 

Did he understand the risks? Did he know what the sea was

like?  Perhaps  he  could  be  wrong.  Perhaps  their  Teacher  was

fallible after all. 

One by one they began to question the wisdom of this decision.

Still the Master slept. 

The wind had steadily increased and seemed to be coming at

them in bursts. With each burst there would be a corresponding

wave that would rock the boat mightily. Water had begun to come

into the boat. 

Without a word, Peter handed out two pails and the disciples

began to bail the water out. It was getting worse. Peter had seen

this before. This was not a good thing. These storms could go on

for hours and now their visibility was very poor. 

The  lights  of  the  shore  and  the  landscape  was  barely

discernible. Something began to happen to Peter that all fishermen

dreaded. He began to loose his sense of direction. The wind was

merciless. 

With a mighty gust, the wind had turned the boat. It was as

though the wind was coming straight from Gadara. Like a wall of
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wind turning the boat away. With that blast the boat listed violently

and took on much water. One more blast like that, and the boat

would start to sink. 

They were bailing as fast as they could and the rain began to

pour.  Could this  get  any worse,  Peter  thought  as  he stole  more

glances  toward  the  Master,  hoping to  hear  that  they  could  turn

back. 

With that,  a wall  of water slammed against the boat.  It  was

clear to Peter that this was too hard for him. What could he do? No

man could fight the sea and win. The boat was taking on too much

water.  They  were  bailing  as  fast  as  they  could  but  it  seemed

hopeless. 

The disciples began to cry out to the Master. They were trying

to wake him. Peter’s voice rang out the loudest. “Master, don't you

care that we perish?” Peter was so loud the Master awoke. 

He  looked  around  and  saw  the  scene.  The  disciples  were

working feverishly to rid the boat of water. The wind was violent

and the waves ferocious. He saw the fear in their eyes. The fear of

death. 

He walked to the front of the boat. He was not alarmed. His

manor  always  seemed  in  control.  He  never  seemed  rattled  by

anything and this was no exception. 

They watched him closely. He stood upon the front of the boat

and faced the wind and rain. The wind seemed to challenge the

him. 
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He rebuked the wind and commanded it to stop blowing. Then

he spoke to the sea and said “Peace, be still.” They could hardly

believe their eyes and ears. 

At first, Peter thought him mad. We need to get out of here, he

thought. We don’t need to talk to the wind, we need to get out of

the wind. We need to retreat and come again another day. 

But as he was thinking these things, the wind died down. As

suddenly as the wind had come up, it was gone. Then the waves

began to lessen until the water was calm again. What on earth is

this? He spoke to the wind and the rain and it stopped? 

The Teacher had taken the little group much further than just

across a sea. He had caused them to travel across the fears of men

and discover the power of God. The demonstration impacted each

of them with the simple message that the God of Heaven ruled the

earth as well. 

Each of them could not deny what they just saw. The will of

God was for heaven to come to earth. God’s desire was for all of

the fear to be gone from earth and for peace to reign.

They would never pray their daily prayer the same again after

that day. 

On earth as it is in heaven was more than just a saying. They

were able to see what happens to earth, when heaven comes down.

Earth, what they could see with their eyes, was transformed by the

power of heaven when the words of the Master come forth. 
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Chapter Seven:

Give Us This Day Our Daily Bread

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

It was another cool morning in Israel. The sunrise from behind

the mount of Olives made the temple mount seem to glow. It is a

beautiful thing to behold as you walk down the Mount of Olives

toward the Temple. 

The  golden  hue  of  the  city  seems  to  beckon  you  with  its

magnificence. As the sun crested the Mount people were suddenly

visible walking toward the temple area. Another early morning in

Israel. 

The Teacher had been up for some time and as was his custom,

spent a great deal of time in prayer. Sometimes the disciples would

hear  him  groaning  and  muttering,  and  other  times  they  heard

nothing at all. 

The  silence  was  so  profound  that  even  a  whisper  seemed

inappropriate. After the moment passed, the Teacher rose and with

a look he beckoned his disciples to follow. 
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As he made his way towards the Temple, walking carefully and

slowly,  a look of quiet confidence would surround him. Each of

the disciples secretly wondered what he would do once he arrived

there.  What  if  he  became  angry  again  at  something  within  the

temple grounds. They remembered well that he had thrown out the

moneychangers and for this reason, the Pharisees were out to do

him in. 

The disciples were relieved to see the master remain calm as he

came  through  the  Golden  Gate  and  passed  into  the  Temple

courtyard.  He  looked  almost  as  though  he  was  waiting  for

someone. They were unaware of any arrangements to meet anyone

yet the Teacher seemed to be anticipating someone. 

As the morning grew brighter, people began to recognize him

and gather  around him.  This  was very common.  Everywhere  in

Israel that this Teacher traveled, he drew a crowd. People of all

backgrounds seemed to instinctively feel comfortable around him.

He  seemed  to  draw  them  into  a  place  of  ease  and  rest.  The

disciples never tired of the fascinating affect he had on people. 

On this day, he sat and began to teach. He was always willing

to share about the Kingdom of Heaven. Like little children around

a campfire, people would sit around him just to hear him speak. He

would tell them many stories to help them understand the mystery

of the gospel  of the Kingdom. The people never seemed to get

enough of the stories. 

Perhaps  this  fact  alone  angered  the  Pharisees  most.  His

popularity  seemed  grate  at  them  continually.  This  made  the

disciples very nervous. These men were powerful in Israel and to
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anger them continually seemed foolish in their minds. They would

rather  avoid  the  confrontations  altogether.  But  that  seemed

impossible today. 

A very important looking Pharisee was coming straight for the

Teacher  with  very  determined  steps.  Behind  him  were  several

scribes and other teachers who had hold of a woman. 

This  woman was wrestling  against  them to  no avail.  It  was

clear what sort of woman she was and what they meant to do with

her. As they approached, the crowd moved to let them in and soon,

they were face to face with the Teacher. 

Without  so  much  as  a  “good morning”  or  “shalom”  or  any

form of salutation,  the Pharisee in the lead spoke directly to the

Teacher in an authoritative tone, “Master, this woman was taken in

adultery, in the very act.” With those words the crowd went silent

and all eyes fell upon the woman. It was easy to see that they had

taken her from a dead sleep and dragged her for some time. 

Initially  she  looked  defiantly  at  the  people  around  her  and

attempted to stand her ground. He clothing was barely upon her

body but still she arranged herself as best she could. She may have

kept her composure if it were not for him. 

Everyone  knew  that  it  was  illegal  to  put  anyone  to  death

without the consent of the Romans. If he ordered her stoning as the

law demands, it would mean the Master would be arrested by the

Romans.  If  he  did  not  condemn  her,  they  would  use  this  to

undermine his popularity with the people.
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The Pharisees seemed quite  pleased with themselves  as they

threw the woman before the Master with disdain.

As she looked up into the eyes of the Teacher, she did not see

judgment or hatred or anger. She felt the warmth of compassion

and gentleness that drew the multitudes to him. 

Instantly she knew who he was. She had heard stories about

him. Little did she know she would be face to face with him today.

In tattered clothing, accused of adultery, in front of the Temple. 

Now, in front of all of these people, she felt true love for the

first time in all her life. She had experienced men looking and even

jeering at her before. Many had professed their “love” to her as

they took off her clothes only to deny even knowing her the next

day. 

This woman knew many of those standing and accusing very

well. Better than they would ever admit. Yet, today, in this place,

she felt the love of God  as sure as the sun upon her face. Slowly

she began to weep as she crumbled to the ground. 

“Now Moses in the law commanded us, that such should be

stoned: but what do you say?” they asked him. His eyes welled

with tears as he stared at her with compassion. 

He knelt  down and began to write on the ground. It was an

unusual  moment.  The  disciples  watched  him as  though he  was

frozen in time. He just stared at her. 
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The  Pharisees  were  becoming  restless.  “Well,  what  do  you

say?” They prodded and poked like school yard bullies trying to

start a fight. 

Abruptly he stood up. The suddenness of his movement threw

the Pharisees back a step. He glared at them. As the disciples saw

that look in his face, it was clear that they were about to get the

fight they had asked for. 

They braced themselves.  With the Teacher,  one never  knew

what he would do. They had to be prepared for anything. His stare

was filled power. His chin was set like flint as he uttered words of

power. 

“He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone at

her.”  The  words  crashed  into  them  like  a  gust  of  wind.  The

disciples looked at one another, seeing the wisdom and brilliance

of the statement. 

It would take a moment for his words to sink in. The Teacher

again gently stooped down to write on the ground. The woman still

weeping on the ground near him. 

One  by  one,  they  retreated.  Knowing  their  own  hearts  and

standing in front of the temple, they could not say a word. They

could not claim to be without sin and they could not condemn him

for not keeping the law. 

He had masterfully  overcome the attack.  One by one,  those

who had come to accuse were walking away. Finally, it was only

the Teacher and the woman as even the disciples had taken a few

steps back. 

80



She had not dared to look up all this time. Her life of sin had

paraded in front of her as she heard his words. Her sins were many

and she knew that if anyone was worthy of stoning, she was. She

sobbed deeply and with great remorse. 

With  great  compassion  and  authority  as  only  this  Teacher

could speak, he spoke to her in that moment. As he fixed his eyes

upon her he asked, “Woman, where are those that accuse you? Has

no one condemned you?” 

As he spoke, the disciples marveled at his great grace. Again,

the precise thing to ask. They had watched him do the same thing

to others. 

He would ask them a question that  would unveil  something

wonderful to them. His gift for teaching and demonstration of the

principles he taught was beyond description. 

As she wiped her eyes she could see that the Teacher was now

standing. For a moment she was so self-conscious as she looked

into his eyes but she didn’t turn away. 

Slowly she forgot her appearance and seemed to lose herself in

his sight. His gaze was overwhelming. All she could muster as she

slowly regained her composure was “No man, Master.”

As  the  words  stumbled  out  of  her  mouth  a  flood  of  deep

repentance erupted in tears. She had come to the edge of death and

knew she was guilty. She did not try to defend herself or justify her

choices. She just wept there. 
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The Master just waited. He never rushed these things and the

disciples knew to be patient. He would take all the time she would

need. There was nothing else that mattered a that moment. He had

risen this morning for this very purpose. To receive the repentance

of just one sinner. 

As  her  sobbing  quieted  and  she  could  sense  he  wanted  to

speak, she mustered the strength to look into his eyes. His face was

streaked with tears. His lips shook a little as he just looked at her. 

With a gentle wave of his hand he spoke and said, “Neither do

I condemn you: go, and sin no more.” As simple as that, she was

forgiven. Moments ago she was about to be stoned, and now, by

the  tremendous  authority  and wisdom of  this  Teacher,  she  was

miraculously free. 

Not  only  free  from  the  stoning,  but  also  something  had

changed inside her. She had looked into the eyes of true love and

now, nothing else would do. Her old life was over. 

She would never yield herself to those things that ruled her life

again. Instead, she knew that she needed to know more about this

Teacher. As she slowly walked away, trying to cover herself with

what little clothing she had on, she had been changed. She needed

to learn more about the Kingdom of God this Teacher spoke of. 

In that moment the disciples grasped a part of the prayer  he

taught them. 

The God of  Israel  sends His Word to  heal  men and deliver

them of their own destruction. Their Master came to give men life,

not to stone them and destroy them. 
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In this  wonderful  example,  he demonstrated  to  the  disciples

that they could overcome the ordinance of the Law by the power of

love and forgiveness. 

This  continues  to  be  something  that  religious  people  and

religious spirits war against. As the Bread of Life, he comes down

from heaven to fill our lives with Himself. 

The bread this woman needed was not made of hands but came

down from Heaven. It is the true manna. In one sentence he had

fed the Pharisees the bread of life … though they could not receive

it. 

In the same moment he gave bread of life to this woman … and

with great humility she received it. 

With a wave of his hand he had shown them again how the

Father in Heaven heals... with the bread of life. 

What a lesson. The disciples understood that in praying for the

word of life to come into us that we may have bread to feed those

who hunger and thirst for God and his love. 

This was not something you could receive only once in a while.

Each person needs the bread of life each day. In that one act they

understood … Give us this day our daily bread.
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Chapter Eight:

Forgive Us Our Debts As We Forgive

Our Debtors

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

Now Capernaum was small fishing village on the coast of the

sea of Galilee.  It  was not a heavily populated village,  and most

people knew one another very well. One of the fishing companies

was owned by Zebedee and was worked by James and John his

two sons along with Peter, a man from the town of Capernaum. 

Like many small villages, there were daily routines that defined

the character of the town. In this town, fishing was a large part of

the  culture  and the  routines  associated  with  fishing  colored  the

backdrop. 

It was not an easy life being a fisherman but all in all, it was a

living. There seemed to be no end in sight for the cycle of life that

had defined  the  region  and no one  could  have  anticipated  how

dramatically this small, insignificant town was about to change. 
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It was a quiet morning by the sea. The sun was not yet up, but

already he could smell the shift of the wind and the dew from the

grass. A day like every other in a long line of days huddled on a

bed, unable to walk or stand. 

Such was a life of one with palsy. Hope of a normal life was

abandoned long ago. Now, his life was filled with thoughts of just

making it through another day. 

As  he lay there  he  heard  someone  arriving  to  the  door.  He

didn’t usually see many people and certainly not this early in the

morning. He heard voices and then he saw faces. 

One he knew, the others he didn’t. The others seemed kind but

the one he knew was his cousin. Since he was young, for as long as

he  could  remember,  his  cousin  had  come  to  see  him.  Always

spending time when life seemed especially difficult. 

“We’re going to take you to see the Master today!” his cousin

said  with  excitement.  “Remember  how  I  told  you  about  the

Teacher that heals people? Well today we will see him.” 

Now normally seeing his cousin would bring joy,  but  today

fear seemed to come from everywhere. He remembered the other

teachers  that  had  come.  Many  others  that  were  sought  out  by

family and friends. 

The answer always seemed to be the same. “I have sinned” he

thought to himself.  “I am cripple because of sin” He shook his

head and tried to push away, his body jerking and stiffening as it

commonly did if he became agitated or excited. 
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“It will be alright” his cousin assured. “He’s a good Teacher,

you’ll see. He heals people like you.” 

Despite his struggle and objections, the four men each took a

corner  of  his  bed and hoisted  him up in the air.  There  was no

stopping  them.  They  were  determined  to  take  him and  he  was

powerless to resist. 

All  he  could  do  was  brace  himself  for  the  disappointment.

After  all,  unless  God  himself  forgave  his  sin  and  healed  him,

nothing was going to change. 

The  sun  had  now  come  up  over  the  hills  overlooking  the

eastern side of the sea of Galilee. There was a gentle mist over the

sea and the air was cool but calm. The sunshine was refreshing and

the four men seemed to be sure footed. 

Gratitude began to well up inside him. At least he would enjoy

the  morning  walk.  It  was  always  nice  to  be  by  the  sea  in  the

morning he thought to himself. If nothing else, that was going to

make the day special. 

People  seemed  to  stream  into  the  town  from  everywhere.

Where did all these people come from? He wondered to himself.

Some coming from the northern towns and some from the southern

villages that were around the sea. 

People came streaming from the west down the slope of the

mount that led through Capernaum to the sea. The disciples braced

themselves  for  another  day  with  the  crowds.  Peter  was  most

especially concerned on that day. 
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It was his house that the Teacher had chosen on this day to sit

and teach the people. He watched as more and more people were

coming to his normally quiet part of the world. From as far south

as Jerusalem, they had come to the Teacher. It was truly a wonder

to behold. 

It  wasn’t  long before people were packed around the house.

Many of them were sick with some ailment or disease. Every form

of  human  defect  that  could  be  found  among  the  people  were

present there that day.  All pressing in to catch a glimpse of the

miracle working Teacher who healed the sick. 

The sick and lame were undaunted by the crowds. They each

wanted to be touched and healed. If it meant staying all day and all

night, they were come for hope’s sake, that they might gain relief

from the pains and hurts that filled their lives each day. 

The  four  who  carried  the  man  with  palsy  were  starting  to

wonder how they were going to do this. As they approached the

house where the Teacher  was teaching,  it  was obvious to all  of

them. There was going to be no getting through that crowd. 

Carrying  the  load  that  they  were  carrying  slowed  them

considerably allowing the crowd to grow right before their eyes. It

seemed hopeless. Somewhere inside that house, in the midst of all

these people, was the miracle they were hoping for. 

The Teacher was right there that they had heard so much about.

So many stories of healings and miracles that had stirred even the

most stubborn to reconsider the power of the God of Israel. 
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Some called him a prophet. Some called him the Messiah. Yet

others,  especially  those  who  were  akin  to  the  pharisees  and

synagogue  rulers  called  him a  fraud.  No  matter  what  anyone’s

opinion of him, it was clear that he had captured the minds of the

people and they all were wondering what the secret to this man’s

power was. 

They  put  the  bed  down  to  rest  their  arms  and  gather  their

thoughts. The thought of bringing this load back home could not be

considered. There had to be a way. “Please God, make a way” the

man's cousin muttered under his breathe. 

As they stood there, it occurred to them almost simultaneously.

If the door was not an option, they would have to find another way

in. They picked up the man and circled the house looking for an

answer. There was no way in the back door, it too was blocked. 

There was no way in. They just set him down again wondering

how long it  would be before they might  catch a glimpse of the

Teacher. They were convinced that if only the Teacher would see

the man and his condition, surely he would heal him. Who could

look upon such a man in obvious need of help and not heal him if

they could? 

It was then that it happened. Like a breeze from heaven, the

thought  occurred  to  his  cousin.  He  looked  up  and  considered.

Could that roof be opened? If so, the man could be lowered. Rope,

we need rope. 

Looking around he saw what must have been the remains of

some old fishing nets in one corner. Grabbing some sturdy pieces
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up  quickly,  he  scramble  up  onto  the  roof.  The  others  quickly

caught the idea. 

Fastening  the  rope  to  each  corner  of  the  bed  they  slowly

hoisted  the  bed  upon  the  roof  of  the  little  house.  One  way  or

another,  they  were  determined  to  get  this  man  in  front  of  the

Teacher. 

At first no one even noticed what they were doing. It was only

after they began to tear pieces of the roof off and toss them off to

the side of the house that people began to take notice of these men.

They  worked  feverishly  sensing  that  if  they  didn’t  work

quickly they would be stopped by someone before they got through

the roof. If they could just make a hole large enough to lower him

down, he would be healed. 

Debris  was  everywhere.  Peter  was  beside  himself  hollering

above the crowd to those upon the roof. It was to no avail. Pieces

of the roof began falling through the hole. People began to clear

underneath the hole to avoid the debris. It was chaos for a moment.

All of them watching as the hole got bigger and bigger. Just as

Peter was about to go outside and stop them, he caught the eyes of

the Master. The Master had raised his hand and with a gesture had

implored him to wait. Just wait. 

There  is  that  look  again.  Peter  obeyed,  albeit  still  unhappy

about the hole in his roof. 

Finally a  large piece  was pulled upward and bright  sunlight

splashed  into  the  home.  Everyone  was  focused  upon  this
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commotion.  There were pharisees  there along with teachers  and

scribes and they too were riveted to  see what this  Teacher  was

going to do about this intrusion. 

They had come with some well thought out questions to ask

him in hopes of either winning him over or proving him a fraud.

Either  way,  they  wanted  this  Teacher  and  his  little  band  of

disciples neutralized. 

The hole grew larger and larger until it seemed they were going

to take the whole roof off when they suddenly stopped. The roof

was quiet for a second or two and then the light was blocked by

something being lowered … Slowly the bed was lowered into the

midst of the house. 

Upon the bed was man severely stricken with palsy.  All the

excitement and noise had made him quite nervous and he always

stiffened and jerked whenever he became nervous. People began to

whisper as he was lowered down. 

Many were aware of who he was and how long he had been

sick. There he lie as an example to them all that sin and evil were

very present in their world. 

At first the man with the palsy didn’t see him. He seemed be in

a  shaft  of  light  that  made  it  hard  to  make  out  anyone,  not  to

mention the dust. Then, as he scanned the room, he saw him. His

eyes  so  filled  with  love  and compassion  that  within  just  a  few

seconds, his body stopped jerking. 

This was no ordinary Teacher. He didn’t dress like a Teacher

and yet, there was no doubt that it was he whom they had all come
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to  see.  As  the  Teacher  looked  at  him,  he  seemed  to  read  his

thoughts. He wanted to look away but he couldn’t. 

Those eyes  were riveting.  Waves of warmth came from that

gaze.  A warmth unlike anything that he had ever felt.  Then,  he

thought of the others and what they had said. Slowly he looked

away from the Teacher as he remembered sin. His, his family’s,

someone’s  sin  had  caused  this  and  that  old  familiar  sense  of

hopelessness began to creep into his heart. 

This was what he had been told his whole life and it crept on

him like a dark blanket of despair. 

The  Teacher  looked  up  through  the  hole  to  see  four  faces

staring down. One especially seemed to pull hard upon him. He

was brimming with excitement as he locked eyes with the Teacher.

He could hardly believe it was happening. 

He had brought his cousin there by faith. He knew if only he

could get him before the Teacher, the man would be healed. He

pleaded without saying a word. The disciples knew by the way the

Master looked at them that he was going to do something. 

The Teacher gently smiled at the cousin, affirming his hope.

All four feeling the sense of expectancy grow. What a moment.

What a tremendous, wonderful moment. 

The Teacher looked back down upon the man and then back to

the pharisees and then to the disciples. No one knew what he was

about to do. Even the disciples wondered why he waited. 
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What  he  said  next,  took them all  by surprise.  A gasp  went

throughout the crowd as the Teacher locked eyes again with the

man sick with palsy and said, “Son, your sins be forgiven you.”

Like a shock wave through the crowd, they all reacted to the

words of the Teacher. Most affected were the scribes who gasped

and thought to themselves, “Why does this man speak blasphemy?

who can forgive sins but God only?” 

Others only whispered and some seemed to have drawn their

conclusion.  This man was not from God if  he dare to say such

things. Their disgust was apparent. Some even turned to leave. 

“Why reason you these things in your hearts?” 

His tone was majestic  and it  seemed he was standing above

them even though he was on level ground. With bold authority his

words froze everyone in place. 

Even those who were already judging the matter were forced to

listen.  Some grasped their  garments preparing to rend them and

shout  “blasphemy!”  if  he  did  not  somehow  retreat  from  his

statement. 

“Which is easier, to say to the sick of the palsy, your sins be

forgiven you; or to say, Arise, and take up your bed, and walk?” 

What kind of question was that? Neither are in the power of

men. It is just as impossible, they thought among themselves, to

heal  the  man  as  forgive  him.  There  was  no  difference.  Neither

were given to men to do. The Teacher waited and let the effect of

his question fill the air. 
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His tone shifted to one of compassionate authority as he looked

about the room. “But that you may know that the Son of man hath

power on earth to forgive sins,” he said as his gaze fixed on the

man on the bed, “I say unto you, Arise, and take up your bed, and

go your way into your house.”

All eyes fell on the man. From the moment the Teacher had

said his sins were forgiven, he felt an enormous weight lift off of

his body. How did he know what was in his heart, he wondered? 

How did he know about the thoughts that filled his mind? How

did he know that it was exactly what he needed to hear? His body

began to tremble, but not like before. 

From  deep  within  him  came  this  overwhelming  sense  of

warmth that felt like a warm bath from within. It began to fill his

limbs and reach to his toes and fingers like warm oil spread all

along his body. 

As the warmth spread, the tightness and rigidity that were his

constant companions simply disappeared. His muscles first relaxed

and then strengthened. For the first time in his life, he could move

them as he willed. 

The sensation was so overwhelming that he would have been

content to simply lay there and bask in it. He was so overwhelmed

that  he  seemed  oblivious  to  the  people  all  looking  at  him

wondering what was happening to him. 
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“Arise, and take up your bed.” The words still hung in the air.

He had never really  tried to get up before but he knew that  he

could. Somehow, he knew. 

Slowly, he rose to his feet. Again the crowd gasped as he stood

there.  One who had been lame for his  lifetime,  was standing in

their midst. He bent over and picked up his bed and as he looked

up to heaven to thank God, he saw the face of his cousin. 

He was weeping tears of joy as he looked down through the

roof. Overwhelmed with gratitude he looked down at the Teacher

and mouthed the words, “thank you” and kissed his own hands and

blew the kisses to the Teacher as the crowd erupted in praise. 

The moment was surreal. Even those who only a moment ago

thought this Teacher a mad man, were cheering. They all watched

with amazement as the man lifted his bed and walked out of the

door. As he did, he passed by Peter who by now, had forgotten all

about the hole in his roof. 

In  that  moment,  the  master  had  demonstrated  with

overwhelming authority that indeed, the power to forgive sin was

entrusted to man by God. 

The disciples would always remember this … and especially

Peter. He felt foolish for worrying so much about his roof. Already

the four where repairing the roof and putting it back together with

joy.

The Master had punctuated his point majestically. All disciples

would be trained in the forgiving of sin and would carry on that

simple message. 
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By praying for forgiveness in the daily prayer of Messiah, the

disciples would be reminded of how the master taught them the

power of forgiveness. 

How that not only they were forgiven, but that they were to

extend forgiveness to whomever they encountered. 

YHWH God Almighty,  confirming that  word with powerful

signs and wonders, would repeatedly make the point that our debts

are indeed forgiven by the power of the prayer of Messiah. 
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Chapter Nine:

And Lead Us Not Into Temptation

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead us not  into temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For thine is the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

Springtime was always beautiful in Israel and this spring was

no  exception.  The  warmth  of  the  sun,  the  gentle  breeze,  the

fragrance of new life added to the atmosphere that was springtime

in Jerusalem. 

Families  were  diligently  preparing  their  houses  for  guests.

Shopkeepers were preparing for the increase in traffic. Springtime

in Israel meant feasts and the biggest one, Passover, was coming

soon. 

The excitement in Jerusalem was at an extraordinary level this

spring. The Miracle Worker of Nazareth had come and continued

to amaze the crowds with his tremendous abilities. He was on the

lips of all the people and with him in town, the crowds would be

especially large as people loved to hear him speak and see him

perform miracles. 

The  disciples  had  never  imagined  the  kinds  of  things  they

would see everyday. Now with the coming of the feast days, they
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didn’t know what to expect from their Teacher. He seemed to have

an  extraordinary  focus  on  these  days  and  now,  he  was  more

focused than ever. 

As his ministry had grown, he continued to cross the Pharisees.

At first he was only a nuisance and an irritation, but now, he had

become  their  enemy.  His  attacks  upon them and  their  standing

among the people had continued to increase until finally, they were

plotting his demise. 

The  disciples  knew  it  but  continued  to  follow  him.  A

confrontation was building and they knew that they were to be a

part of it. 

Just yesterday he had asked them to bring him a colt. He told

them exactly where it would be and gave them instruction on how

to bring it to him. 

He  never  left  their  sight  and  they  were  wondering  how  he

could  have  arranged  for  this  colt  to  be  available  for  him.  The

owner was delighted that he had asked. It was an incredible day. 

Riding on the colt, he entered into the city through the eastern

gate with the shouts of “Hosanna, Hosanna in the highest.” Many

called him the “son of David” and the new King of Israel. Many

were hoping a new kingdom would be born on that day and that

this extraordinary man would be king. 

There had been other attempts before to make him king but he

would not. While he received their praise and rode all the way into

the temple area, what he did there shook the city. 
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As he entered the temple area, there were merchants and tables

for  money  exchange  everywhere.  His  countenance  quickly

changed  and  there  was  no  doubt  that  he  did  not  want  any

moneychangers in this temple. 

Dismounting the colt, he went into the temple and in a fury, he

overturned the tables of the merchants and money exchangers and

cast them from the temple. 

The disciples had never seen him so focused and determined.

Yet even in all of that, he was full of love. Tears streaming down

his face as he ranted in fury. 

This was no small task. He had fashioned a whip of small cords

and would not stop whipping until all the tables and merchandise

was gone.  Merchants grabbed their wares, animals,  and all  their

belonging as quickly as they could. 

He would not stop until there was not one left. It took a long

time as  he whipped and cried  out  with such fierce  anger,  none

dared even approach him. 

After  turning  over  the  tables  and  casting  every  one  of  the

merchants out of the temple, his rage subsided. The fire that was in

his eyes cooled to his customary gaze and he sat down. 

Sensing it  was  safe  to  approach,  the  children  began first  to

come up to him for no adult dared. He smiled at the children as

they  came.  His  love  for  children  was  renown.  Soon  he  was

surrounded by them and this brought their parents near. 
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He began to teach and heal the sick once again. The people just

loved him. They loved to hear him talk of the Kingdom of God. 

They had never heard anyone speak as he spoke. Children to

old people, it  didn’t  matter.  They were all  riveted to him.  Even

those  who  came  to  find  fault  in  him  would  often  walk  away

realizing that he was nothing short of amazing. 

The chief  priests  were furious.  So were the merchants.  This

Teacher  may  be  popular  but  he  was  terrible  for  business.  The

merchants had paid handsomely for prime locations in the temple

area and they complained furiously to the priests. 

Something had to be done about this religious fanatic before he

destroyed  the  national  economy.  He had to  be  stopped and the

pressure upon the priests and scribes was mounting. 

When they all left the temple mount that day and traveled east

to  Bethany,  the  disciples  knew  that  more  confrontations  were

coming. It was difficult for them to comprehend the meaning of all

these things. 

The night passed with an uneasy sleep and now another day

was beginning. Instinctively they knew, even though they secretly

hoped against  it,  that  they  were  going  back  to  the  temple  area

again. They braced themselves for more confrontations. 

There  was  an  uneasy  silence  among  the  disciples  as  they

followed this  morning.  The Teacher  made  his  way up the  hard

slope of the Mount of Olives. 
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The walk from Bethany to Jerusalem was not long, but it was

hard on the legs.  Up the east  side of the mount  of  Olives  they

would  climb  and  then  down to  the  valley  and up  again  to  the

temple. There were no shortcuts. No matter what shape you were

in, your thighs would burn after the climb. 

The Teacher never seemed to be troubled by the long journeys

and  walks  that  they  underwent.  He  had  a  very  familiar  stride.

Always steady yet never hurrying. 

It was a comfortable pace that gently kept them always moving

toward their next destination. Generally he was so focused on his

destination and they would walk until they arrived. Only stopping

if someone had a need or if pulled by a request to heal or touch or

speak. 

So when he stopped in front of a fig tree the morning before, it

was  especially  odd.  Having  seen  his  intensity  on  the  road  to

Jerusalem  and  the  events  of  the  previous  weeks  still  coursing

through them, it somehow seemed odd that he would stop in front

of a fig tree. 

He began to look upon the tree for figs. They all looked at one

another with a puzzled look as figs would not be ripe for weeks

and certainly he knew that. 

The Teacher  just  stood there  as  the  disciples  all  caught  up.

What he did next was astounding. He spoke to the tree. He actually

spoke directly to the tree. 
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He  more  than  spoke,  he  cursed  the  tree.  In  a  calm  yet

authoritative tone, he spoke right at the tree. “Let no fruit grow on

you henceforward for ever.”

Today, Peter was the one who diverted the attention from the

journey back to Jerusalem to see the tree. It had been standing firm

the day before and now it was withered almost to nothing. All life

had left the tree. 

All the disciples were amazed. The Teacher simply explained

that if the disciples would walk in faith, they too would command

and nature would obey. He told them that whatever they would ask

in prayer,  believing, they would receive.  It was amazing. It was

simply amazing. 

As they continued on, a renewed excitement filled them. The

awesome wisdom and power of their master overshadowed their

concern for their own welfare. He was nothing short of spectacular

and it was becoming more clear to them each day that this man

whom they followed, was the Messiah of the Most High God. 

As he entered the temple area this day, no merchant tables were

present. The temple area was full of people and many of them were

there  just  hoping  to  see  the  Teacher.  When  he  came  in,  the

excitement was electrifying. Instantly it was as though the whole

city was aware of his presence. 

Some came running as they heard the news that the Teacher

had  arrived.  Many  were  just  arriving  in  Jerusalem  from  long

journeys to visit family and friends and were anxious to see the one

who they had heard so much about.
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The disciples,  still  overwhelmed by the sight  of  the fig  tree

withered,  were  thrilled  to  see  the  reception  today.  Perhaps  a

confrontation could be avoided. Maybe the leaders of Israel were

finally coming to grips with what they already knew. This man was

sent by God. Of that there could be no doubt. 

People  came  and  pressed  to  touch  him.  Many  sick  were

instantly healed. He laid hands on the blind and their eyes opened.

The deaf would hear immediately. The Teacher was in his glory. 

He was doing in Jerusalem what he had done in so many small

villages and towns across Israel. He healed the brokenhearted and

touched broken lives and with a word, restoring hope to Israel. 

In full religious regalia they came. Clearly they were unhappy.

Peter saw them coming first and alerted the other disciples. Their

hopes  of  avoiding  a  confrontation  were  gone.  This  was  the

religious equivalent to heavy artillery. 

They  were  coming  to  provoke  a  fight.  The  disciples  were

strangely calm. The apprehension they had felt was somehow gone

and now, with calm expectancy,  they watched to see how their

master would crush this offensive. He had never lost a fight and he

seemed to cast the attacks and temptations aside like a leaf in the

wind. 

“By what authority do you these things? and who gave you this

authority?” The lower lip of the priest trembled as he asked this

question of the Teacher. 
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Messiah had just finished touching yet another sick person and

was helping them to their feet when they arrived. Amazingly, he

looked upon them with the same compassion as he did the hurting.

The  disciples  were  intrigued  by  the  question.  It  would  be

interesting to see how the master would handle the matter. 

There  had  to  be  hundreds  there  looking  on.  As  usual,  the

master allowed a moment to pass before responding. He never let

them draw him into heated debates. 

He  always  maintained  his  composure,  even  when  rebuking

them harshly. As the crowd looked on he responded. The wisdom

of  God  was  about  to  speak.  He  loved  to  let  time  and  silence

consume the heat of anger and strife. 

It  was  amazing  how  uncomfortable  angry  people  get  when

confronted with his silence. It was as though the silence and his

sense of great calm just caused much of the strife to evaporate like

a shallow puddle on a hot day. 

“I also will ask you one thing, which if you tell me, I in like

wise will tell you by what authority I do these things.” As he spoke

the words, the priests seemed to calm and the crowd looked upon

them.  They  could  feel  the  sentiment  of  the  crowd.  The  crowd

agreed with the Teacher and loved him. 

It seemed a reasonable request. The Pharisees nodded at one

another in agreement. After all, they believed that he would snare

himself in answering their question and certainly there was nothing

he could ask them to snare them. They confidently and arrogantly

nodded that he should proceed. 
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As soon as the priests agreed to hear his question, the disciples

relaxed.  They  didn’t  know the  question  he  would  ask  but  they

knew their Master. 

He would not be tempted to fall  into the trap they had laid.

Whatever he would ask them, they were sure the priest could not

answer. This battle was over before it started. 

Peter marveled at  the way the Teacher  handled himself.  His

own impulse for confrontation would always dictate a course of

action that was contrary to what he observed. 

With every victory, Peter would look at the ground and shake

his head in amazement. He always just wanted to go punch these

leaders in the face. 

Each  time  the  Master  did  this,  Peter  would  marvel  at  how

masterfully  he  dissected  and  destroyed  the  plans  of  wickedness

without lifting a finger. Peter had a lot to learn. 

“The  baptism  of  John,  whence  was  it?  from  heaven,  or  of

men?” Slam!  Like thunder  in the spirit  realm,  the question was

brilliant. 

Peter  chuckled  to  himself  as  he  watched  the  priests  squirm

under  the  gaze  of  all  these  people,  most  of  whom  had  been

baptized  by  John  in  the  Jordan.  They  huddled  together  and

discussed but it was clear to many that the priests were stuck. 

You see, if they said it was from heaven, then they would be

declaring themselves unfit as priest for not submitting themselves
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to the Prophet of God. If they said from men, then they would have

to contend with the thousands who held John as a prophet, and all

the more since his murder at the hands of Herod. 

They finally started realizing they had been outsmarted.  The

once  arrogant  and  confident  Pharisee  struggled  to  speak.  Peter

found this part most entertaining. 

He couldn't help but make blubbering noises as he watched the

Pharisees  struggle  to  answer  which  drew  a  chuckle  from  the

crowd. 

“We cannot tell” said the priest who wasn’t looking so smug

anymore. The once arrogant Pharisee was suddenly looking around

at all the people and felt naked. 

“Neither tell I you by what authority I do these things.” As the

words left the Teacher’s lips, the battle was over. The priest turned

and slowly walked away defeated again by the uncanny ability of

this man to outsmart their most clever devices. 

The people began to laugh and shout as they left. The Pharisees

had  never  been  humiliated  like  this  before  and  they  vowed

revenge, albeit under their breath. 

In this one moment the Teacher had demonstrated another part

of the daily prayer he taught the disciples. 

The request that one not be led into temptation.  Though the

priest had come to tempt him to sin or stumble or fall in some way,

he  had  maintained  his  composure  and  stayed  high  above  their

grasp. 
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He had demonstrated in the most profound way that though we

are all tempted, we need not yield. Yet again, he had demonstrated

the power of his prayer … Lead us not into temptation.
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Chapter Ten  :

But Deliver Us From Evil

 
Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead us  not  into temptation,  but  deliver  us from evil: For thine is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

The  moment  was  surreal.  The  disciples  had  followed  his

instructions and prepared the meal. It was the evening before the

passover but they were having the passover meal. 

The Teacher had disregarded the warning signs. The level of

hostility  against  his  ministry  was  growing  among  the  religious

leaders. Still the Teacher remained focused upon Jerusalem and his

appointment with destiny. 

The meal was difficult to participate in. Each of the disciples

were  struggling  with  their  personal  fears.  What  would  they  do

next? The twists and turns of their journey with the Teacher had

taken them all over Israel doing amazing work. 

They had received the same power to heal that he had and their

hearts were becoming more like his. Yet even through all of that,

none could have anticipated the events about to occur. 
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Now,  each  of  them hung  their  heads.  Once  again  they  had

argued  amongst  themselves  regarding  position  in  the  coming

kingdom and once again the Teacher had responded. He was doing

something that would normally be the job of a servant in a house. 

He had slipped from the meal quietly and taken a basin and

then wrapped a towel around him and began washing the feet of

each one of them. He removed the dirt of Jerusalem from them and

gently cleaned them. It was a tremendously humbling experience.

Once again, he demonstrated the right way to be great in the way

he served. 

Now, as he rose, he spoke to them about this kind of service.

His face was gentle yet resolute. 

“You call me Master and Lord: and you say well; for so I am.

If I then, your Lord and Master, have washed your feet; you also

ought to wash one another's feet. For I have given you an example,

that you should do as I have done to you.” 

The rebuke had quieted them all. They could see their glaring

ambition so much more clearly with his humble backdrop and they

were ashamed of their folly. 

It  was then that  he took the cup and had them drink saying

“This is my blood of the new testament, which is shed for many for

the remission of sins.” 

Still they did not understand what was happening. Many years

later  they  would  look  back  with  renewed  appreciation  for  the

purpose of this moment, but for now, it would remain hidden. 
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The Teacher, knowing they could not possibly comprehend his

full  intentions,  simply bore that burden alone.  Looking with the

eyes of the eagle he saw afar off and knew, they would come to

understand.

After  an interchange during dinner  regarding betrayal,  Judas

Iscariot had left the supper. No one seemed real sure where he was

going. 

Some presumed he was going to buy things for the feast or give

to the poor since he was the one with the money bag. Only the

Teacher knew what he was really doing. 

As they left the supper they set out into the evening air. The

mount  of  Olives  was renewing in life  at  this  time of  year.  The

evening was cool but comfortable as they slowly made their way

down the mount toward the temple area. 

The Teacher  was  again  preoccupied  with  his  own thoughts.

Each of them noticed that he bore an unusual weight tonight. For

weeks he had been speaking about his own death and coming to

Jerusalem. 

Now it  was hitting them hard.  All  the confrontations to this

point had been leading up to this moment. They had made it thus

far but the apprehension in the air was tangible.

The Teacher seemed in no hurry to get anywhere and evening

was soft and gentle. It seemed that there was an extraordinary calm

in the air as the calm before a storm. 
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Peter  was  reminded  of  the  storms  over  Galilee.  They could

seem to come out of nowhere. He had learned to feel the storm in

the calm. This storm was gathering strength quickly. 

None of the disciples could have guessed what was about to

occur.  None  of  them could  have  anticipated  fully  what  was  he

would endure. Although he had hinted and mentioned on numerous

occasions that he would have to die, none of them could appreciate

the magnitude of the moment. 

Again, it would be years later that they would look back and

remember the night that the plan of redemption was tried as by

fire. 

As the evening passed, the mood of the Teacher become more

and more sullen until finally he instructed the disciples to stay in

one spot while he went off to pray. 

Taking Peter James and John he walked a little further into the

garden of Gethsemane and spoke privately to them. These three

disciples had been the closest to him and he seemed to need that

special relationship at this moment. 

No one could know what was weighing upon him.  All  they

knew was that it must be serious. 

“My soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death: wait here,

and watch with me” he said to his three closest disciples. 

They could feel the hurt in his heart but they did not know how

to help him. They had never seen him this way. He always seemed
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to be prepared to help others. Always focused upon the needs of

those around him. Always working to help another. 

It was what made him so much more powerful. More than the

miracles, more than the healings and the casting out of devils, it

was  his  love.  The  love  that  poured  out  to  those  in  need  was

overwhelming. Now to see him this way was nearly unbearable. 

He walked to a quiet spot across the garden and began to pray.

They could not hear most of what he prayed. He seemed to spend a

great deal of time in silence. Just shaking like a women in labor. 

He seemed to be in excruciating pain. They could see the sweat

from the strain and even blood as it came out from his pours. Some

unseen weight was being placed upon him and it seemed his body

was almost unable to take the strain. 

They did hear one thing very clearly as they watched, praying

softly under their breath. 

“O my Father,  if  it  be  possible,  let  this  cup pass  from me:

nevertheless not as I will, but as you will.” 

It was hard to watch him suffer so much. He hardly moved and

yet he continued to sweat and bleed as though he were lifting a

gruesome burden. Finally, they three sat down, helpless and tired,

and leaned against a tree. Soon they were fast asleep. 

"What,  could you  not  watch  with me  one hour? Watch  and

pray, that you enter not into temptation: the spirit indeed is willing,

but the flesh is weak." His words startled Peter. 
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He could see the battle weariness upon the face of the Teacher.

His clothes were stained with sweat and blood and his voice even

cracked a bit as he spoke. Peter felt terribly guilty as the Teacher

walked away, back to the spot where he was praying. What could

he do? 

He didn’t know how to help him. “Watch and pray” is what he

told him so he leaned against the tree with his eyes fixed on the

Teacher. He began to pray as he watched this battle continue. It

wasn’t long, however, before he would again fall asleep. 

The Teacher returned and found them sleeping again, yet did

not  wake  them.  And  then  the  third  time  and  this  time  he

encouraged them to continue sleeping and receive their rest. The

battle seemed to have subsided. 

A struggle had been decided and they could see that he was

recovering.  Once  again,  it  would  be  years  before  the  full

magnitude of this struggle would come to light. How that in that

moment he showed them what it means to pray … Deliver us from

evil. 

Often it  is thought that anything painful or difficult  must be

evil.  However,  the  Teacher  made  a  clear  example  that  would

remain with them all the days of their lives and would be recorded

for every generation to follow. 

He had resisted evil and overcome taking the easy way out. He

had resisted the overwhelming desire for an easier road. 

He had resisted the call of darkness to avoid the difficult path.

He had demonstrated that to be delivered from evil did not mean to
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be delivered from all that was difficult. Instead, it meant to hold

fast to the will of God. 

Whatever is contrary to the will of God is evil and all disciples

would learn this lesson. Evil would have to be resisted even to the

point of death. This is how we are delivered from evil. We submit

to God and resist evil. We must resist. 

God provides the strength but we must remain resolute in our

prayer to be delivered from evil. Delivered from our own desires.

Delivered  from  our  own  lust  and  self-preservation.  He

demonstrated that simple principle while sweating great drops of

blood. 

For us to be able to pray, “deliver us from evil” with results,

someone would have to pay with his life. The Teacher knew it was

his life. He needed to empower the prayer. . . with his own blood. 

Never again would they pray “deliver us from evil” and not

remember the night before the Master died.
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Chapter Eleven:

For Thine Is The Kingdom, And The

Power, And The Glory

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead us  not  into temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For thine is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

It had been a difficult week. As Peter sat alone, he struggled to

make  sense of  all  the  things  he’d  seen in  such a  short  time.  It

wasn’t that long ago that he was just a fisherman.

Life seemed easier to understand then. He had put everyone in

categories and labeled people accordingly and now, he was doing

what he never dreamed he’d be doing. Who would have thought it.

Peter, a disciple of a Teacher. Today, he wasn’t feeling like a very

good one. 

He felt his emotions churning inside him. He struggled to get

hold of how he felt. Anger was easy for Peter but he couldn’t find

anyone to be angry with. As he sat in the cool of the evening, it

seemed as though he would never figure out this work. 

With the Teacher, you never knew what he was going to do.

Where would he go next? Why was he so obsessed with death and
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Jerusalem?  Peter  knew  he  was  the  Messiah.  This  Teacher  was

clearly Messiah as foretold by the prophets. 

Just a week ago, the Teacher had engaged the Pharisees. It was

embarrassing. Peter almost felt sorry for them. The Teacher took

them apart argument by argument and left them speechless. They

could not comprehend who they were talking to, but Peter knew. 

They could not see who he was, but Peter had seen it. He knew

that this man, was no ordinary man. In him was divine power and

it manifested in more ways than just healing. He knew things and

understood people at a depth that was clearly superhuman. 

After  the  encounter  with  the  Pharisees,  the  Teacher  seemed

drained. He was saddened as he looked into the souls of these men.

He did not relish the victory nor the rebuke he had leveled against

them. 

Instead,  he  seemed  grieved  over  their  condition  and  their

unwillingness to receive him. Peter could see the pain in his eyes.

These men knew scriptures but couldn’t recognize the author. 

As he sat  quietly,  Peter remembered the declaration that the

Teacher had spoken to the Disciples following that encounter with

the Pharisees. 

They had entered the boat and were departing the area and the

Teacher was visibly grieved over these Pharisees. It seemed that

despite his rebuke of them, he desired to help them. 
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“Beware the leaven of the Pharisees,” he had told them. Peter

chuckled to himself as he remembered how some thought that the

Teacher was talking about bread. 

Of course they later figured out what he meant and naturally

felt  foolish  thinking  he  was  talking  about  bread.  It  seemed  a

common occurrence around this Teacher. 

He was so patient with the disciples and continued to instruct

them despite  the difficulty.  It  was  just  so foreign to  them.  The

things that this Teacher taught and did were unheard of and unseen

ever in Israel. 

“Whom do men say that I the Son of man am?” The Teacher’s

question broke the silence and stirred the disciples. Many answers

were given and they all had a measure of the truth in it. One of the

prophets.  Perhaps  Jeremiah  returning,  although  no  one

remembered  reading  of  Jeremiah  performing  the  miracles  that

Messiah did. 

“But whom say you that I am?” The question hung in the air.

The disciples looked at one another. What would they say? It was

clear that he was asking them to declare themselves. 

The  could  feel  the  seriousness  of  the  question.  This  was

generally  when someone  would  make a  mistake.  They knew it.

They had seen him trap the Pharisees with his questions and no one

wanted to be embarrassed. 

“You are the Messiah, the Son of the living God.” The words

came out of Peter’s mouth. Everyone looked at him and then the
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Teacher. What he had plainly said, they had all thought and even

began to believe, but now Peter had said it boldly. 

The Teacher looked at Peter directly and seemed pleased with

the answer. “Blessed are you, Simon Barjona: for flesh and blood

has not revealed it to you, but my Father which is in heaven.” 

So  there  it  was,  out  in  the  open.  Plainly  spoken,  without

reservation. The Messiah, savior of Israel, prophesied to come, was

standing in their midst. 

Each disciple wrestled with that thought. What did that mean?

How  do  they  reconcile  this  thought?  Now  what  were  they

supposed to do? 

Continuing to speak to Peter and all the disciples, the Teacher

spoke plainly. “And I say also to you, That you art Peter, and upon

this rock I will  build my church; and the gates of hell  shall not

prevail against it.” 

He had their attention now. What the Teacher was stating was

that he was going to establish a new government. That government

would be based upon the reality that he is in fact the Messiah. It

was the first time that he stated plainly his intentions regarding the

establishment of government. 

“And I will give unto you the keys of the kingdom of heaven:

and whatsoever you shalt bind on earth shall be bound in heaven:

and whatsoever you shalt loose on earth shall be loosed in heaven.”

The disciples just looked at each other in amazement. 
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They knew that the Teacher, the Messiah, did not speak words

lightly.  When he made this statement, he had the power to carry

out the words.  No wonder  he had spent  so much time teaching

them to give. 

Now  they  were  starting  to  understand  some  of  the  reasons

behind  the  training  they  had  received.  His  intentions  were

becoming clearer now. He wanted a government that existed for

the people to receive and be ministered to, not yoked and burdened

under. 

The thought  of  a  new kingdom being formed  with  them as

leaders began to stream through their minds. Was this why he kept

speaking of Jerusalem and having to go there? Maybe that’s the

reason  for  the  confrontations.  They  had  noticed  that  the

increasingly would engage the Pharisees and many of them were

starting to believe in him.

Peter couldn’t make sense of it. Just a week ago the Messiah

had told them plainly, "For the Son of man shall come in the glory

of his Father with his angels; and then he shall reward every man

according  to  his  works.  Verily  I  say  unto  you,  There  be  some

standing here, which shall not taste of death, till they see the Son

of man coming in his kingdom." 

That  seemed  pretty  simple.  The  kingdom  was  going  to  be

established with their Teacher as King. So what was all this talk

about having to die? And why did they have to keep this a secret?

Why  was  it  so  important  to  the  Teacher  that  they  didn’t  tell

anyone?
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Over and over, the Teacher taught them that he would have to

go to Jerusalem and suffer under the hands of the chief priests and

scribes and be eventually killed and then something about coming

back from the dead. 

This seemed to make no sense to Peter. Every time the Teacher

would  start  teaching  about  that,  Peter  couldn’t  get  the  reasons

behind it. It just made no sense. Finally, Peter pulled him aside and

told  him plainly  that  he  shouldn’t  have  to  die.  That  was  a  big

mistake. 

Throughout  his  life,  Peter  would  always  cringe  as  he

remembered the Master’s rebuke. It wasn’t long before that when

he felt that he was so special to the Teacher and now, he was being

called “Satan” and told to “get behind me” and things like that. 

It  was  humiliating.  Peter  hadn’t  meant  any  harm.  He  just

couldn’t  bear  the  thought  of  their  Teacher  being  killed.  It  just

didn’t  make sense.  As he sat there today,  thinking back on that

moment, he felt small. Just when he thought he was starting to get

some understanding, back to small again. 

So, when the Teacher, the Messiah, called him and James and

John to himself, he wasn’t sure what to expect. He motioned for

the three of them to follow him as the others remained behind to

attend to any who might need ministry. Peter had no idea what to

expect. He was just thankful to be included in this private meeting. 

Up the mount they climbed. The Teacher was so fond of these

high places that Peter thought him part eagle as he climbed. He

would often go up alone to pray and rest. 
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They each felt privileged to be included in his retreat. Perhaps

they would  receive  some additional  instruction  that  would  help

make sense of the last few days. Peter needed something to help

him sort out his feelings. He needed to know what all these things

meant. 

As they reached the top of the mount, the Teacher turned and

faced them. As he did, he slowly lifted his hands. Something began

to happen. Peter, James and John could feel something happening

around them but they looked around and couldn’t detect the source

of the feeling. 

Slowly they began to notice his transformation. They had read

the stories of how Moses glowed after coming down from Sinai

and how he need to veil his face, but they had never thought they

would see this. 

With each moment, the Teacher continued to glow brighter and

brighter until it seemed he was nothing but light. It was the most

amazing experience.  He literally  became light  right  before their

very eyes. 

As the light intensified around him, they could slowly make

out two figures on either side of him. It seemed as though they

were standing their  all  along, but the darkness of the world hid

them from view. The light that emitted from the Teacher exposed

these two men on either side. 

Instinctively,  the  three  disciples  knew who  these  two  were.

Moses and Elijah were glorious. Their faces and bodies seemed to
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both  absorb and reflect  the  bright  light  that  emanated  from the

Teacher. 

They seemed oblivious to the disciples. They were speaking to

the  Messiah  directly.  No  words  could  be  heard  but  the

communication was clear. The disciples were overwhelmed. 

Peter, never one to miss an opportunity to demonstrate zeal,

spoke up. "...Lord, it is good for us to be here: if you will, let us

make here three tabernacles; one for you, and one for Moses, and

one for Elijah." 

James and John just stood there amazed. Any question about

the Teacher was obliterated in this revelation. His true nature had

been revealed. They had become eye-witnesses to the majesty of

the King of Israel. 

As Peter was speaking they saw a bright cloud quickly emerge.

Something more was about to happen. A deep sense of fear shook

them all. 

"This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased; hear you

him."  The  voice  was  so  clear  and  powerful  that  there  was  no

mistaking it. The power and strength of that voice knocked them to

their faces in fear. 

The dread of Him who sits on the throne was upon them. Once

again, Peter felt  that sense of smallness but now it was coupled

with overwhelming fear. Slowly that sense of dread did pass and

they felt the gentle nudge on their shoulders as he, their Master,

now looking as he normally did,  encouraged them to their  feet.

“Arise, and be not afraid.”
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Each day they had prayed the prayer that they were instructed

to pray. They had recited it as their Teacher had taught them. Now

they had seen what was to come. All the sense of impatience had

left them. There was no doubt about it. 

When Israel sees this man as he was revealed, there would be

no doubt  that  he  is  Messiah.  Their  patience  had instantly  been

renewed. 

As they descended the mountain,  he instructed  them sternly

"...Tell the vision to no man, until the Son of man be risen again

from the dead."  They would have to wait until the Revelation of

Messiah. 

Indeed, His was the Kingdom, and the Power, and the Glory. 
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Chapter Twelve:

Forever, Amen

Matthew 6:9-13 Authorized (King James) Version (AKJV) "...Our Father which art

in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is

in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our debts, as we forgive our

debtors.  And lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  us  from evil:  For  thine  is  the

kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever. Amen."

The pain was beyond description. Everyone in the room was

coping with it in some way. Some were weeping uncontrollably,

some  just  staring  into  space,  and one  in  the  fetal  position.  All

hoping the events of the last few days were a dream from which

they would soon awake. 

To lose their  beloved Master  in  such a  brutal  and evil  way

broke their hearts in a thousand pieces. There was no consolation. 

Stunned, Peter just shook his head and thought, this just doesn't

make sense. Tears flowed down the face of this rugged man. He

never cried about anything but the loss of the Master broke him

and he had cried more in the last week than in his whole life. 

All Peter could hear was … broken. He felt shattered inside.

He had failed his friend. He wept in a way that  only he could,

hiding his face from all who looked his way.
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James and John prayed softly together. Their prayers alternated

between  weeping  and  pleading.  The  other  disciples,  Andrew,

Philip, Bartholomew, Thomas, Matthew, James, Simon and Jude

were quiet. 

No one wanted to speak. No one wanted to speculate on what

to do next. They all were weeping. Some were louder than others

were but each of them were filled with grief. They had lost their

very best friend. 

As a memory of some intimate moment passed through their

hearts, they would weep again. Like waves of remorse and regret,

they were tossed in this sea of grief. 

Matthew, Jude and Simon had not eaten  since the last  meal

they had with him. They just couldn’t eat. Mostly they just stared

in one direction or another, as tear after tear dropped from their

eyes. 

Peter thought about all the correction he had received and still

he yearned for the Teacher. No one could replace this friend. Even

though he would sometimes feel foolish, he wanted so desperately

to hear his voice again. 

As he thought about the night of his capture, he could not stop

weeping. How could he have denied him? How could he have lied

about knowing him? Anyone who has ever loved deeply and lost

that love would understand the brokenness Peter felt. But no one

shared his shame. 

There was no way to console that grief. They each loved him

so much. To each of them, he was more than a teacher. He was a
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father to them, he was brother, he was their very best friend. He

was their Master. 

When one of them seemed to struggle,  he would know just

what  to  do  and  how to  lift  them up.  In  so  many  subtle  ways,

throughout  this  time  together,  they  had  received  so  much  from

him. 

He knew how to love them each in unique and powerful ways

and he brought forth their very best. It was like he knew the thing

that mattered most to them and supplied it, just when they needed

it most.

He knew and shared their deepest secrets and knew just how to

encourage them. Despite his warning to them that it would happen,

they could not have prepared for this level of grief. 

As he prophesied would happen, the chief priests had conspired

to kill him. Despite the absence of any evidence against him, they

had charged and convicted him of heresy and had him crucified. 

The event was no less than horrific and pure evil against a man

whom had done them no evil. The crowd that had just days earlier

shouted “Hosanna, Hosanna” had changed their cheers to “crucify

him!”

The disciples and those who loved him were in pieces. What

were they going to do? They didn’t know what to do. The only

thing that slowed the weeping was the fear that they might be next.

How long before the chief priests come looking for them? 
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It was brutal. They had seen people beaten and even crucified

before, but nothing had ever been so awful to them. It was more

than just the way it happened or even the injustice of it. It was even

more than the realization that despite his loving service, the people

turned on the Teacher. 

What broke them all was the love that stayed in his eyes that

never dimmed even while he was being tortured and beaten. He

never lost his composure.  He remained the same in manner and

stature throughout the entire ordeal. 

It seemed the crowd was like a pack of wild animals that day.

Peter could not drive the images of that night from his mind. 

As instructed, Peter had purchased a sword. While the Teacher

prayed,  there  was  a  stirring  in  the  city.  Generally  people  were

making last minute preparations for the feast and not many were

out that night. 

It  was a perfect  night  for an ambush,  Peter  thought.  As the

Teacher awakened him, he knew something was wrong. He could

feel something was about to happen. 

Suddenly  a  crowd  of  soldiers  emerged  in  the  garden.  With

them came  Judas,  who  had  left  earlier  that  evening  during  the

meal.  No one could have suspected he would be returning with

armed guards but the Teacher did not look surprised. 

“Whom  do  you  seek?”  the  Teacher  asked  in  his  unique

authoritative tone. “Yahusha (Jesus) of Nazareth” they responded.

“I am he” the Teacher said. 
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The words left his mouth and literally blew the guards over.

They all fell backward as though hit with an invisible blow. The all

looked around at  one another  trying to figure out what had just

happened to them. 

Had  Peter  known  what  was  about  to  happen,  Judas  would

never have gotten close to the Teacher. In all his emotion, grasping

for an answer, he pondered what he could have done differently.

All  he  could  do  was  watch  as  Judas  came  up  and  kissed  the

Teacher. With that, the guards were signaled and they approached

to arrest him. 

As they came closer to the Teacher, Peter went into a fury. He

drew the sword and with terrible anger, hacked at the head of one

of the guards. The ear of the guard was cut off and laying on the

ground and the other guards all drew their weapons. 

Peter  was  sure  he  would  lose  but  he  was  ready  to  fight.

Fighting he understood. He was not afraid to fight.

The Teacher  responded so fast,  it  diffused  the  entire  matter

instantly. With only a gesture of his hand, he stopped the guards’

advance. He then picked up the ear and walked over to the guard

who was lying on the ground bleeding. 

With great gentleness, he placed the ear back in place upon the

man and when he lifted his hand, the ear was whole again. 

The guards were stunned. They helped their fallen comrade to

his feet and all stared at his ear. Not a trace of the damage was

evident. They began to murmur among themselves. Who was this

man that they were sent to retrieve at this late hour?
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Meanwhile, the Teacher had gotten ahold of Peter’s arm and

held him firm. With that same quiet confidence with which he had

consistently dealt with every situation, he spoke to Peter. 

"Put your sword away:  for all they that take the sword shall

perish with the sword. Do you think that I cannot now pray to my

Father, and he would not immediately give me more than twelve

legions of angels?"

Twelve legion? That’s over 72,000 angels. Peter pondered the

thought. He knew that the Teacher did not make empty statements.

If he said over twelve legion, that is what he meant and Peter

suddenly was ashamed of his impulsive anger as the Master looked

gently into his eyes. After all, everyone knows it would only take

one angel to deliver him.

"...But  how then shall  the scriptures  be fulfilled,  that  this  is

how it must be?” Peter nodded humbly as he put the sword away. 

He  didn’t  understand  why but  he  knew that  he  was  not  to

interfere with the guards as they took away the Teacher. The rest

of the disciples slipped away in the dark, but Peter could not just

leave. He followed behind the entourage all the way to the house

of the chief priest. 

What followed was nothing short of shocking. Over the next

hours, the Teacher would be tried in a makeshift court proceeding

on charges that could not be proved. He was dragged before Pilate

and despite the lack of evidence, was sentenced to crucifixion. 
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The beating he took at  the hands of the roman soldiers was

enough to kill  him.  His  back and neck and legs  were  bleeding

severely as many open wounds poured blood. He looked as meat

put to a grinder. His face was swollen from the punches and slaps

he had received. His eyes were partially closed from the swelling. 

As they took him to the hill of Golgotha for the crucifixion, he

had to pass through the mob of people who had yelled “crucify

him.” 

They hit  and punched his  already tattered  body mercilessly.

Pulling clumps of his beard from his swollen face. He did not look

at them as he carried the cross upon which he would be crucified.

He only looked straight ahead. 

Somewhere  between  the  city  and the  hill,  he  collapsed.  He

could  not  go  any further.  He had  lost  too  much  blood,  was  in

excruciating pain, dehydrated, and on no sleep. 

His  body was shutting  down.  A man was grabbed from the

crowd and made  to  carry the  cross.  Watching  the  Teacher  take

those steps to his death was unbearable. 

He  displayed  the  very  meaning  of  royalty  and  courage.  He

never looked to escape or for relief. He simply walked toward that

hill. Every step blood dripped from his body. The crowd seemed

overwhelmed by an evil that was unseen. 

This was an evil that wanted to drain every bit of life from this

man. It was a monster that would not be satisfied with just a death.

It  had  to  be  a  most  horrific  death.  A  gruesome  death  of  epic
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proportions. It was as if every devil he had cast out throughout his

ministry had gathered together to attack him in one day.

He was nailed  to  the cross and hoisted up for all  to  see.  A

spectacle for every person in the city to see. As he hung upon the

cross, he spoke to the two between which he was crucified. Even

then, he was continuing on his quest. He told one that he would

that day be with him in Paradise. 

Finally,  he  died.  The sky went  dark and a  great  earthquake

shook the city. The veil that separated the Holy of Holies from the

holy place was rent from top to bottom. 

The significance  of  that  event  would  slowly dawn upon the

minds of his followers. Many years later they would come to fully

understand. He was the Lamb of God. He took away the sin of the

world. For now there was only weeping. 

It had been several days since that awful day. Mary had gone

earlier to the tomb to finish the burial process. When they laid him

in  the  tomb,  they  didn’t  have  time  to  finish  the  burial  process

before the evening set  in  and the HIGH sabbath day of Pesach

began. 

He had told them that he would rise after three days. Mary held

on to that word. 

When a knock came at the door, they all went still. Who could

this be. Now that the feast of firstfruits  was over,  no one knew

what would be happening and to whom. 
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They  heard  Mary  excitedly  yelling  to  come  quickly  and

something about the body of the Teacher. As they opened the door,

she beckoned them quickly. 

“He is risen!” She told them. 

When he later appeared to them all, he explained to them the

meaning  and  purpose  of  his  death  in  greater  detail.  Peter  had

finally  understood  that,  while  he  could  have  called  upon  the

angelic  host  to  save him,  then only he would have been saved.

Instead,  he allowed himself  to  perish,  that  all  that  came to him

would have life. 

As he had told them, he rose from the dead on the third day,

fulfilling the mission for which he was sent. He had fulfilled the

feast of unleavened bread for no leaven was found in him. He had

fulfilled the feast of Passover for having been examined without

spot, he was offered up as the Lamb of God. 

He had fulfilled the feast of first fruits having ascended with

the first fruits of the resurrection that we all will share. Now, there

remained to fulfill the feast of Shavout (which we call Pentecost)

which he commanded them to wait for. 

The beast called sin had been defeated. Death had lost its sting.

The resurrection from the dead of the Teacher removed any last

doubts that he was the one. The Messiah. The King of Kings. 

Now when they prayed,  “for  thine  is  the  Kingdom,  and the

power, and the glory, forever. Amen” it had new meaning. Surely

he had demonstrated beyond any doubt that his power was forever.
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Revelation  22:21,  "The  grace  of  our  Lord  Yahusha

HaMashiach (Jesus the Christ) be with you all. Amen."
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Conclusion  :

Finally, Brethren 

When we say, “Our Father” let us remember that we are sons

of the Most High God. 

When we say “which art in heaven” let us remember that we

too reside in heaven. That heaven is within us as sons of God. 

When we say  “Hallowed  be thy name” let  us  remember  to

hallow his name by our good works that glorify him. This is not

done in ritual  or pronunciations or ceremony.  This is done with

sacrificed lives laid down in love for the sake of another. 

When we say “Thy Kingdom come,” let us remember that the

Kingdom of God restores sight and hearing that we may see and

hear in the spirit where there is life. 

When we say  “Thy will be done,” let us remember that it is

always God’s will to heal and mend the brokenhearted and restore

hope to the hopeless. Remember that the will of God is not always

to avoid pain, but to embrace hardship for a greater purpose. This

is  our charge upon the earth.  We declare the good news of the

Kingdom to every creature. 

When we say,  “In earth as it is in heaven,” let us remember

earth is subject to heaven. What we say has power upon the earth
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to  bring  peace  and  still  to  the  storms  of  this  life.  Let  us,  like

Messiah, overcome opposition to reach the one who needs to be set

free, commanding obstacles to kneel to the name above all names.

 

When  we  say,  “give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread” let  us

remember that we do not live by natural food but by every word

that proceeds out of the mouth of our Heavenly Father in the spirit.

When  we  say  “forgive  us  our  debts,  as  we  forgive  our

debtors” let us remember the gruesome price of our own sin and

the manner in which that price was paid. 

Let us always  forgive. Let us look upon the hurting and the

needy and remind them that their sins are forgiven that they can

receive  the  love  and  life  of  God  through  the  resurrection  of

Messiah.  Let  us  also  remember  to  always  forgive  those  who

trespass against us for they know not what they do. 

When we say,  “lead us not into temptation” let it be that we

will  be  patient  in  tribulation  and  endure  affliction  with  the

confidence  that  we  will  overcome.  Let  nothing  shake  your

confidence and peace that you may measure your words carefully

and destroy the assignment of the adversary. 

When we say, “Deliver us from Evil” let us remember that by

this simple request, evil is thwarted and the day is won. Through

faith  and patience  we possess our souls.  We will  confound evil

with  the  wisdom  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  We  have  been  given  the

victory by the shed blood of Calvary that we would no longer be

slaves to evil. 
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When we say  “for thine is the Kingdom and the power and

the  glory” let  us  remember  that  Messiah  is  King  because  he

obeyed to his own death. 

If we would reign with him, we must likewise be willing to lay

our lives down in prayer, works, ministry of all kinds in perfect

love. He proved and demonstrated with unmatched patience and

diligence that he is  fit  to rule.  His rule is  right and true and to

affirm that rule is to come under His authority where evil can do

you no lasting harm. 

When we say  “forever,  Amen” let  us  remember,  O sons  of

God, that we live forever. Eternal life is ours. We never die. 

We live for all eternity because of what Messiah did. Let no

temporal harm or peril rob you of your crown. Let us remember to

model and walk as he walked. Let us be mindful of eternal things

in all we do upon the earth. 

Each and every day, let us remember the prayer of Jesus. 

Written by the hand of Peter Michael, an emissary of the King

of Kings to the sons of God in the last days. 

Matthew  6:9-13  Authorized  (King  James)  Version  (AKJV)

"...Our Father which art in heaven, Hallowed be thy name. Thy

kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is in heaven. Give

us  this  day  our  daily  bread.  And  forgive  us  our  debts,  as  we

forgive our debtors. And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us
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from evil: For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory,

for ever. Amen."
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