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  Introduction


  The adultery boom is on! Growing acceptance of this age-old sin is upon us. And if you haven't felt its shock waves yet, hold on—you will.


  This is America, the "exploding" society of the sophisticated, sexually-liberated, swinging adult. We are the revolutionized and grown-up culture of the twentieth century.


  America has come of age, but her moral face is sagging. Her spiritual character is drooping from excessive appetites, flagrant permissiveness and blatant promiscuity. Uncontrolled lusts have robbed her of innocence and beauty, but not without warning. Nearly 600 years before Christ, the prophet Ezekiel saw the cause of Jerusalem's destruction. He said, "In thy filthiness is lewdness: because I have purged thee, and thou wast not purged, thou shalt not be purged from thy filthiness any more, till I have caused my fury to rest upon thee. I the Lord have spoken it: it shall come to pass, and I will do it..." (Ezekiel 24:13,14). As God dealt severely with the wickedness of his chosen people, will he not also surely judge the promiscuity of our nation? She has played the harlot and among her siblings, adultery is an epidemic. Someone must address himself to this desperate national problem.


  Divorce is not the Answer allows the ancient prophet Hosea to speak with startling accuracy to this philandering in our times. Today, much in the same manner as Hosea dealt with his strumpet wife Gomer, we too must learn to master our moral destiny or become slaves to infidelity. No one may excuse himself from this emergency or refuse to arm himself against such a sensuous enemy.


  Most people are puzzled by their reaction to adultery. There is something about this abhorrent behavior (maybe a skeleton in a closet) that makes us cringe and grin at the same time. We fear its exposure, and don't know how to properly handle our fears. We shudder at the thought of dropping our smug religious masks and admitting to ourselves (much less others) that we were or are now dictated by licentiousness.


  I suppose this calls for a revelation of myself, just so we have it on the record. I am neither a prude nor a revolutionary, but I have walked the gray corridors of sinners and I share the concerns of those who still walk. I think of myself as a developing, sometimes bumbling Christian pilgrim, and an experimental teacher. My only hope is to make the way clearer for myself, my family, and a host of wayfarers abreast of me.


  I have counseled, prayed with, wept with, and rejoiced with (repeatedly in that order) scores of men and women caught in the clutches of adultery. Many glimpses into their personal affairs appear in this book. Names and other associating or potentially incriminating data have been altered or changed to protect identities. The facts remain the same.


  Divorce is not the Answer was first conceived as a lecture. Months of interviews, research, and writing were needed to give it body and birth. This for me was not an armchair experience. I talked with hookers, pried into the private life of a courtesan, and peeked into the promiscuous affairs of married lovers only at their invitation. Because of these encounters, seeing sin of the rankest kind, this book is honest, frank, and gutty.


  Divorce is not the Answer is not intent upon exploitation or intimidation; it is intended to gently brush up against your heart. It lets us touch one another and seriously question our attitudes and feelings with tenderness. There is laughter and tragedy, pain and love upon these pages.


  Woven into this study from the Book of Hosea is the true story of a high-class prostitute. A "girl-gone-bad" tells it like it is. Throughout the following pages, the sordid events in the life of Caroline Smuthers unfold.


  Looking at life through the eyes of those who have been on the street, we can better understand those who are. Perhaps we won't be so critical of them. If so, then for the "girls" riding the tawdry whirl of the world's oldest profession and the "straights" tussling between the sheets of adultery there is hope. Redemption for all of us came because someone cared, understood and dared to believe in us.


  Hosea did. He took the time, suffered the shame, endured the heartache to help Gomer, his harlot wife, become the lady she needed to be. They are the reason and the only legitimate purpose of this book. Because of this prophet, there is hope for us and others. We care, and want to show them and you. It's a chance we have to take.


  M.H.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  One


  At the Brink of Hell


  Almost before she realized it, Caroline Smuthers was standing in her nightgown on the portico of her eighth floor apartment. She looked back through sliding glass doors to the huge gold clock in her living room wall. It was 1:25 in the morning.


  In the years she had been living in the southside Denver high-rise, she had gone out onto the veranda countless times, but never before looking like this.


  In the Post, she thought, her obituary would rate a picture, given her lurid past and the nature of what she was determined to do.


  Pulling herself onto the ledge, she was aware of the tremor in her hands and the quivering in the pit of her stomach. Caroline was surprised by the lighted sidewalk below. Seeing the traffic reminded her of a night two years ago when her roommates, Candy and Didi, jumped from an interstate overpass. Caroline would do them one better. She was going out in style.


  It seemed silly to be afraid to stand on the redwood railing. She swung her legs over the ledge and let them dangle over the side. The thought of striking the concrete head-first sickened her; but she had to do it this way. She wanted out, and in a few seconds it would be all over.


  Caroline took a deep breath, bit her lip and leaned forward.


  When a sister of her ex-husband learned of the divorce, knowing the social and financial disadvantages of single mothers, she offered Caroline a proposition.


  "My daughter and I have room, Carol. You come live with us and we'll have a good time."


  Caroline was not sure, but the opportunity for "good times" made it impossible for her to refuse. Since she had dropped out of high school to be married and have a baby, divorce and marry again, Caroline had found very little to make her laugh.


  Now she did. Almost every night, while their two daughters were with the babysitter, Caroline and Marsha made the bars. Here there was music, dancing, laughter, and men. Caroline was free to forget her past and engage in a new, uninhibited life-style.


  At last she was riding the crest of freedom and luxury, mostly at her roommate's expense.


  Marsha lived in a Westridge apartment complex complete with swimming pool, recreation room, and lounge where the young occupants held their ritual Saturday night "bashes". It was at one of these pool-side martini socials that Caroline met Michael.


  "I may be pressing my luck," said a gangly guest, looking like a praying mantis while settling his thin body into an adjacent chair, "but what do you think of Bob Dylan?"


  Caroline drew a blank. Because of her marriages, she hadn't kept up with the latest craze. "Hi, my name is Caroline," she managed, extending her hand.


  "You're alert," he said, taking her hand and pumping it.


  "Even if you have been out of circulation."


  "Fill me in," she offered.


  "My name is Michael. Dylan is a contemporary lyricist writing against the war."


  "Are you a draft dodger?"


  "My, aren't we direct?" Michael looked startled, then recoiled. His flashing green eyes and broad grin telegraphed his intention to continue the verbal free-for-all.


  "Do you have any children?" he asked.


  Caroline hesitated. "Does it matter?"


  "Does it to you?"


  "What's this rap all about?" asked Marsha, clad in a gold bikini and holding a scotch. She had just come from the bar to check on her guest.


  "You haven't answered either of my questions," Caroline said to Michael.


  "True. What would you like my answers to be?"


  "Hmmmmmm."


  "Hey!" Marsha interrupted. "This must be a heavy conversation. May I get you both a drink?"


  They both nodded, and Marsha started to leave.


  "Do you work with Marsha?" Michael asked Caroline.


  "No."


  "You will."


  Marsha turned around, and Caroline could see the look that darted from Marsha to Michael.


  "I've got a better idea," Marsha said, flatly. "You come with me, Carol, there's a couple of fellows over here I want you to meet."


  The intrusion was obvious.


  Michael stood, his towering frame seeming to come out of the concrete. He winked at Caroline. "I've got Dylan's latest release. I'd like you to hear sometime," he said as Caroline rose to leave.


  Caroline smiled.


  "If you'll tell me about yourself," Michael said, waiting for an answer.


  "You may have yourself a deal," said Caroline as she walked away.


  It would be a long time before Michael and Caroline would talk again. And though Caroline enjoyed meeting the Westridge dwellers, she could not help thinking about Michael. He had the body of a basketball player and the baritone voice of a radio announcer. Was he in fact a draft dodger? What did he know about the kind of work Marsha did?


  Now that Michael had mentioned it, Caroline realized that she didn't know anything about Marsha's line of work, and it bothered her.


  It would not be long, however, before Caroline found out.


  Marsha was a smooth operator, the life-of-the-party type, never slipping even the slightest hint of her motives. Caroline was the unwary prey of a devilish plot.


  Marsha had set the trap. She was a "working girl" for the Brink of Hell, one of Denver's busiest massage parlors, which was a front to lure innocent young things into the business of prostitution.


  Here Caroline, a desperate young mother hoping to


  At the Brink of Hell wring the most out of life, turned her first "trick".


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Two


  The Prophet and the Hustler


  Prostitution is the oldest con game in America but its history is less than half-told.


  If Caroline Smuthers had been born in a century preceding her own, our chances of knowing the facts would be minimal. Fear of social rebuff, incarceration or annihilation kept the girls' mouths tightly closed. Even if they did talk, much was left unsaid.


  Ask a prostitute how she got started, and she'll tell you —friends!


  Caroline's first friends were her classmates with whom, at the age of eleven, she had her first sexual experience. The stories of other girls are surprisingly similar. Hungry for love, girls seldom take precautions. Then before they finish high school they are pregnant and they drop out, to be forever deprived of a basic education. With their child under their arms they wander from job to job, rented room to rented room, finding it "impossible to work and scarcely worth living." It is at this time that an acquaintance, a friendly "recruiter" (usually a girl friend who has been through the mill), like Marsha, appears parading and glorifying the advantages of an irresistible deal.


  Ask a prostitute why she does it, and she'll tell you— money!


  In the big city, claims the expensively decked "friend," a girl can make $200 a night—over $60,000 a year working six nights a week. But what the recruiter purposely fails to mention is shocking! She knows that after all the leeches in the racket have taken their piece of the action, the working girl cannot hope to net more than $100 a week. After "dues" have been paid, a girl can figure that she has bartered her body for nickels and dimes.


  A hooker starts out idealistic, young and pretty, but ages fast in the "physically punishing business" of prostitution. "Right from the start," wrote author Gail Sheely in Hustling, "a working girl begins to worry about her age ... the bottom line on the prostitute's profit sheet is this; the vast majority find themselves old at thirty, bitter and broke."


  If there is hope for the hustler, we'll find it in the book of Hosea. Let's take our first look:


  "The Lord said to Hosea, 'Go and marry a girl who is a prostitute.'" (Hosea 1:2, The Living Bible)


  Does God know what He's doing?


  This was an unusual command coming from the Lord. It is startling and seemingly unreasonable. How dare God ask his faithful servant to pick a wife off the street?


  A strumpet will surely ruin Hosea's reputation, tarnish his image, disgrace his character, and corrupt his prophetic office. The whole idea of a prophet and a harlot uniting in holy matrimony is preposterous. If Hosea goes through with this plan, he can expect to be unfrocked by his contemporaries and disbarred from their fellowship.


  But, the prophet gambled on the wisdom of his Lord, visited a local brothel and chose a bawd named Gomer.


  Gomer was a cool call girl, a ruthless woman in a lucrative racket. She, like her modern day counterparts, made her bed for pleasure and profit. She had become accustomed to the well-heeled men who sacrificed their goods for her favors. Selling her body was her only means of emotional and financial support. Gomer's distorted needs bred a subtle perversion. Matrimony would not reform Gomer overnight.


  Hosea knew this. God had warned that children would be born to him of other men (Hosea 1:2). Foreknowledge of a wife's infidelity would cause most men to cancel the wedding plans, but not Hosea. His marriage to Gomer, the prostitute, was made a parable for all to see. The prophet and his promiscuous wife and her illegitimate children living together (at least part of the time) under the same roof became an object lesson illustrating divine dealings with adulterous people.


  Did the nation of Israel get the message? Did they reform? For answers to these questions we must take a look at history.


  In the seventh century b.c., God prepared Hosea to counsel a sex-crazed society. Such a nation of flesh-addicts did not listen to the hothouse prophets of their day. But Hosea was different; he got into the grime. He knew only too well the agonies of infidelity and the emotional conflict of keeping house with a bawding wife. Gomer was trash in everyone's eyes but the prophet's. True, she was a blatant, arrogant adulteress; but Hosea's love for her, his message and methods of restoration, and his personal involvement has given him the right to speak with authority to every sensuous generation since that time.


  The final verse of his book sounds a pertinent, shrill alert:


  "Whoever is wise, let him understand these things. Whoever is intelligent, let him listen. For the paths of the Lord are true and right, and good men walk along them. But sinners trying it will fail" (Hosea 14:9, LB).


  Crooked people can't walk straight paths. If we are wise, we will allow the words of Hosea to guide our feet. Only then may we claim the promise:


  "The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord: and he delighteth in his way" (Psalms 37:23).


  We have set forth on a journey of discovering spiritual riches, and, along the way, Hosea points us to these hidden treasures. These diamonds are not to be uncovered by the casual observer. Hosea is an ordained prospector. His personal insight into handling a scandalous woman aids us in dealing with our marriages, our homes, and our own Christian development. What treasures there are! Finding them is never easy. The narrow pathway over which we must trek in search of these gems, though adventurous, is dangerous. For the trails of this hunt leave forever behind the familiar highways of excuses and evasions.


  Rationalization is a dead-end street and many are they who find it. This folly is a hustler's worst enemy. She tells herself that on some tomorrow things will change, that she'll save her money, buy a house or boutique and quit her promiscuous habits. But it almost never happens. Her self-defeating existence is nurtured by her nearly complete inability to be honest with herself. If and when she does face the facts, she sees only one way out—suicide. It's better to "shoot up" and not think about it.


  A veteran on the street has no illusions left in her work. She can be honest. Said one: "If a girl were to come up to me today and say, 'I want to be a prostitute,' I'd tell her, 'No matter how bad it is, go back home.'"


  Hosea courted Gomer out of the shadows and into the sunlight of self-evaluation. "Therefore, behold, I will allure her, and bring her into the wilderness, and speak comfortably unto her" (Hosea 2:14). Gomer faced the naked truths of personal examination, and Hosea supported her.


  While accusers prepared to stone a guilty adulteress, Jesus said, "He that is without sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her" (John 8:7). No one reached for a rock. With this righteous rebuke we all must retreat. Then Jesus, alone with the condemned, stoops and writes in the sand.


  I do not know what Jesus wrote on the ground that day, but I like to think it may have been a part of a Psalm: "Have mercy upon me, O God, according to thy lovingkindness: according unto the multitudes of thy tender mercies blot out my transgressions" (Psalms 51:1); or a verse from Isaiah: "Come now, and let us reason together, saith the Lord; though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool" (Isaiah 1:18). Then, looking into the eyes of the shamed woman, Jesus said, "Neither do I condemn thee: go, and sin no more" (John 8:11).


  Jesus never condemns anyone except the self-righteous. To every honest soul, Jesus offers understanding and mercy. Wrote the apostle,


  "If we (speaking to his Christian brothers and sisters) confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all unrighteousness" (I John 1:9).


  With themselves and God, believers must be honest.


  Rationalization is our worst hindrance to spiritual progress.


  The Holy Spirit, however, constantly challenges us to walk the valleys of righteous development and climb the rugged mountains of self-evaluation. Say to this mountain (whatever dishonesty that stands in the way of your Christian growth), "Be thou removed," and march upward to conquer it. As you scale that mountainside, you will discover the joys of confession and the treasures of spiritual attainment. Pilgrim, press onward!


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Three


  The Marital Wonder


  Ever since I was a little girl I have dreamed of attending the wedding of a queen, and someday I shall.


  To date, the closest I've come to witnessing a royal ceremony was the televised wedding of Great Britain's Princess Anne to Lieutenant Mark Phillips. I would have liked to be one of the 1,200 invited guests or among the nearly two million people crowding the processional route from Buckingham Palace to Westminster Abbey. But I joined more than 500 million other people around their TV sets.


  Watching from my living room one quarter of the world away, I was awed by the storybook splendor of this royal wedding day. Seeing the regal ceremony and its opulent pageantry was like a dream come true. I sat in my favorite chair and nearly bowed as the trumpets blew and the cavalry-escorted coach carrying the royal couple passed by.


  When from inside the Abbey, the minister pronounced them "Princess Anne and Mark Phillips, man and wife," I wanted to shout, joining with the thousands outside the cathedral voicing their approval in full-throated roars, "Anne, Anne." She had won the hearts of all the world, and I wished to be there in person to pay my tribute to a most lovely, deserving bride.


  I like to believe, however, that each bride is a princess.


  Every girl, regardless of her heritage, deserves one special day. Her wedding ought to be the miracle which begins a happy marriage.


  The wedding of Gomer, the prostitute, to Hosea, the prophet, was in itself a marital wonder. It could not have happened in another era.


  Ever since the time of Joshua, Israel's champion of the Canaan conquest, the children of God were dominated by the influence of pagan cultures. Instead of driving out the inhabitants and possessing their promised inheritance, the Israelites compromised, accepted their enemies as neighbors, intermarried with them and adopted their way of life. Nothing could have caused more moral rottenness. In the day when the social climate had reached its lowest mark, Hosea and Gomer were married.


  Theirs was, I suppose, no fancy wedding, although Hosea's time was marked by great material prosperity. The ten tribes of Israel under King Jeroboam II experienced unprecedented commercial and economic development which attracted many rural people to a stylish, fast-paced city life. Here the wealthy basked in the luxury of winter and summer homes, banqueted on stall-fed calves and expensive wines and exotic entertainment. But while the rich reveled in riches, the poor became poorer until, as Amos, a contemporary of Hosea wrote, "the poor... they trade for a pair of shoes"


  (Amos 2:6).


  I doubt if the prophet, so disturbed by the moral sins of his generation, would have had the cash or the conscience for an extravagant celebration. Besides, where could they have it?


  A "church" wedding in Hosea's day would have been a mockery of sacred matrimony for Baal (meaning lord, husband) and the savage, sensual female, Anat, were the worshipped deities. And the often celebrated cultic rites were characterized by blatant lewdness, drunkenness, ritual prostitution, and sexual perversion. The wicked Israelites of the eighth century b.c. had no place for a reformed prostitute and a prophet to be married.


  Who would come to the wedding? Would Gomer's girlfriends from the brothel show up to offer their best wishes for her good fortune? I doubt it. These ladies of the vice racket would never close their parlors or congratulate a traitor to the profession.


  Neither would Hosea's colleagues attend the ceremony. They were the first to cast a doubt that Hosea had indeed heard from God concerning this marriage. Hosea, as far as his friends were concerned, had slipped into the popular seductive cult worship of the day. They did not want to have any part of the unbridled sexual activity and the overindulgence in alcohol which was denaturing God's special people into an immoral nation. For this reason, would not Hosea understand?


  He, too, was upset over the spiritual decay of God's children; but God had ordained this marriage and its miracle had a unique meaning for Gomer and for Israel.


  For these backslidden people, God needed a daring spokesman to fearlessly denounce sin and courageously proclaim mercy. He sent to them Hosea.


  His very name means "salvation," "deliverer." Just what these erring people needed—deliverance! The spiritually adulterous Israelites needed to be reconciled back to God. So the deliverer, himself caught in the wrangles of infidelity by a philandering wife, proved by the successful handling of his own domestic problems that "salvation" for a nation and every individual begins at home. And home was where Gomer needed to be.


  Gomer means "complete." Quite a strange name for a harlot. So out of keeping with her profession, the brothel, the company she kept. Gomer was not a whole person. She was just a body, needed only for perfunctory sex. She was a hypocrite! She didn't have her life "all together." Gomer was playacting without self-identity. A prostitute performing only out of a sense of need, duty, and habit is no more that a cash-a-matic pleasure machine turning out the most intimate expressions of interpersonal relationships mechanically. This is the ultimate perversion. A paid girl forfeits all emotional rights in order to "exploit and encourage men's sexual fantasies and illusions." But the psychological and spiritual needs of intercourse do exist. The hard fact is that the gnawing emptiness of a loveless, mechanical relationship cannot be satiated by sexual gratification alone.


  A magazine story aroused a young married man's curiosity in having an experience with a prostitute. The more he thought on it, the stronger the urge became. Then one day while on a trip to the West Coast, Frank drove to a "ranch," paid his money and chose a girl. Soon in his car and on the road again, Frank was disillusioned. "It was absolutely the worst experience I have ever had in my entire life," he later admitted. "It was so meaningless, so empty, so mechanical, like being hooked up to a machine. And I couldn't wait to see my wife and receive the kind of love that only she could give." Frank told his wife of the episode. "She understood, and our reunion was beautiful," he said. "I'll never again need a prostitute."


  In her documentary Hustling, Gail Sheely quoted a captain in New York's Public Morals Division as saying: "Prostitutes are pitiful creatures really. The trouble is, they attract all the vermin—the muggers and robbers. If it weren't for the street girls, the crime rate would hardly exist."


  Today there is a "violent new breed" of hustler. She works not on her back, but in the business of swindling, robbing, and murdering. Her victims are the unsuspecting "Johns" seeking her favors.


  But most hookers will tell you that they could not sleep with a man they did not love! Surprised? But this only verifies their pathetic plight of never being satisfied by the men who pay her fees. They, too, need true love. A love that is a free, unsolicited expression of affection and appreciation of her total individual self. Without this kind of love, no one (male or female) is complete.


  This was the love that Hosea gave to his harlot.


  If God had designs for the seemingly ridiculous union of a prophet and a prostitute, he has a unique plan for your marriage too, even if you don't see it!


  The Illustrated London News reported that in a letter to Queen Victoria, "on the first engagement in modern times of a British Princess to a commoner, Disraeli summed up the situation when he wrote: 'There is no greater risk perhaps than matrimony, but there is nothing happier than a happy marriage.'"


  On November 14, 1973, Princess Anne, third heiress to the throne, married Lt. Mark Phillips, a commoner. This was a most extraordinary celebration of love. But greater still, the announcement has come from the First Family of the universe that the Son of the Royalty is engaged to be married to his Bride. The date for this exceptional ceremony is to be announced later, for heaven is now preparing to host its most extravagant celebration ever. And on that day, we, the common bride of the King of Kings, will for all of heaven's hosts be the main attraction. All the angels have been given a special invitation to our crowning wedding day.


  You may join me at the Wedding!


  There is still another marital wonder, for I am convinced that Jesus attended the wedding at Cana of Galilee and turned the water into wine for a very special reason. He wanted every woman to know that in his sight, she is a queen, deserving his presence and his miracle to turn a rather common marriage into one of life's most sparkling experiences.


  Take heart! This he will do for your marriage. And, in the words of his mother to the servants at the wedding,


  "Whatsoever he saith unto you, do it" (John 2:5).


  Gomer would never be the woman she wished to be until she knew Hosea's love. As a B-girl, Gomer was not the lady that her prophetic name implied. "Complete," as her name suggests, needed never again scavenge the slums in search of self-worth, self-expression and identity. With Hosea, she could be made whole for holy wedlock brought Hosea (the deliverer) and Gomer (the complete) together in the union of "complete salvation."


  They got it all together!


  The prophet and the harlot needed each other. The "deliverer" has no reason to exist except there be some empty, searching individual needing to be made "complete!"


  More than a whim, the desire to be made whole possesses the eternal, inner spirit of every man and woman, boy and girl. This drive cannot be satisfied by external, mental and physical pleasures or experimental and developmental exercise. This craving to be made complete can only be satisfied by spiritual rebirth. The source of a man's nature, his center of self, must be made new. The old self must die and give room for a new seed to spring forth. The seed must be good first, then the tree can produce good fruit. "Even so every good tree," Jesus said, "bringeth forth good fruit; but a corrupt tree bringeth forth evil fruit" (Matthew 7:17).


  If you are not bearing good fruit, it is for one of two reasons: (1) the good seed has yet to be planted within you; (2) your old self is not giving the good seed room to grow. (We will consider this in greater detail in a later chapter.)


  Learn first, however, if you haven't already, that complete deliverance starts at the spiritual core of man's nature and works its way out to the skin. Being made whole affects the total self and effects a heavenly relationship with the source of life. Salvation harmonizes the spirit, soul and body. It makes a man sound and it makes him whole.


  But I would be less than honest if I left you with the assumption that total wholeness comes all at once. It does not. Salvation has its immediate beginning in the spirit of man, yet spends a lifetime growing and developing into maturity. Recognizing this process, the Psalmist David reports, "He restoreth my soul" (Psalms 23:3). Growth is the law of nature. It is also the divine law of spiritual life, bringing us into Christian maturity.


  Gomer spent her early years pilfering through brothels and beds in a shabby effort to find self-worth. But after her marriage to Hosea, she found an identity and fulfilment and satisfaction. She began to grow unto a complete person.


  You, too, have been looking for wholeness in your marriage. Maybe it started out right and good or maybe it was a mistake from the beginning and is getting worse. But regardless of how mismatched you are or how unromantic your marriage might be, it certainly is not any more unlikely than that of Hosea and Gomer.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Four


  Jezreel—Planted by the Lord


  "You will never have a baby!"


  This statement made to me by a painfully honest doctor kept turning over and over in my mind. At first, no explanation could keep me from bitterly questioning, "Why, God, is this happening to me?" But as the months went by, I began to accept it.


  My husband, however, never did! He was launching into a full-time ministry and expressing great faith. Then one day, while attending a Spirit-filled rally in Dallas, Texas, a Christian brother came into our lives with a Word of Knowledge. "You will give birth! Go home and receive your baby," he said to Wally and me.


  We were thrilled, but nothing happened. Ten years later, I was still waiting, but not with faith. The hope had long since dissipated. But Wally did not give up. He refused to rationalize away God's promise.


  Then, at the age of thirty-six, I began to have some strange feelings and went to the doctor for a complete physical. "You are not pregnant," he reported, "don't ever tell your husband that you think you are." Three months later, however, there were signs I could not ignore. I went to another doctor, and his examination disclosed that I was in my twenty-first week of pregnancy! You should have seen Wally when I told him the news. He was elated. "I knew it all along," he exclaimed triumphantly.


  And on a stormy winter January night, Wally drove recklessly over ice and snow to get me to Denver's St. Joseph's Hospital just in time to deliver our six-pound, six-ounce daughter. She was my gift of promise. And given my scoffing at God's promise, it is not too surprising that we named her Sarah!


  "Princess," the Hebrew meaning for Sarah, was God's pronouncement that I should no longer grovel in the slums of doubt, but live in the palatial faith of God.


  Did not God have a similar purpose in giving to Gomer and Hosea a son?


  Jezreel, meaning "whom God sows" (Hosea 1:4), came into their young lives at a time when Gomer was learning to adjust to her new home. God planted this boy into their home for two specific purposes. Jezreel was first a prophetic sign of spiritual restoration for backslidden Israel:


  "And I will sow her unto me in the earth: and I will have mercy upon her that had not obtained mercy; and I will say to them which were not my people, Thou art my people; and they shall say, Thou art my God" (Hosea 2:23).


  And, secondly, the son, "whom God planted," was living proof that the bawding tramp Gomer would become faithful to Hosea and fruitful in God's family. Gomer's union with her husband, "the deliverer," gave birth to this most remote, yet encouraging, promise. You too, no doubt, have searched in your marriage for a promise.


  When a high school boyfriend proposed, Caroline Smuthers, mature for her seventeen years, thought it was the thing to do. Her hopes sailed above the stars, but suddenly plummeted downward. Her husband was given to whiskey and women and within a year, Caroline was the divorced mother of a little girl. To keep her baby, Caroline moved in with her mother.


  Three years later she remarried. He was an old flame out of her past, cute and reasonably successful. They were in love, but it didn't last long. One afternoon Caroline returned home from her job in a nearby cafe and found a woman in bed with her husband. She later learned that he had also molested her six-year-old daughter. Carrie, a perfect miniature of her mother, was Caroline's sole claim to self-respect and she fought to retain it.


  After the first baby, does romance die? There are some who think that when a baby comes, affection and sexuality's greatest interests are the color of the room and the style of the clothes. A child takes time and space, energy and grace, and changes in a couple's lifestyles are inevitable. But, for all this, romance can be even better.


  A baby may be your promise of better things!


  It was true for Gomer, Jezreel was "planted by the Lord." It was true for the mother of Moses: "he was a goodly child" (Exodus 2:2). It was true of Hannah: "the Lord remembered her" (I Samuel 1:19). It was true for Elisabeth: "to take away [her] reproach among men" (Luke 1:25). It was true for Mary: she "foundfavour with God" (Luke 1:30).


  A similar promise has come to everyone of us through Mary's son, Jesus Christ. Said he:


  "For God sent not his Son into the world to condemn the world; but that the world through him might be saved" (John 3:17).


  Jesus sat upon the coping of Jacob's well near Sychar and visited with a shamed Samaritan. She was a five-time loser at love and marriage who had ventured to the well at noon, while the village streets were usually deserted. She was avoiding the painful jeers and sneers of the other women, for they despised her. To this nameless woman, Jesus said,


  "People soon become thirsty again after drinking that water" (John 4:13, paraphrased).


  How true! Good water it was, but it could never satisfy. It demanded her constant returning, though her parched soul and empty heart would never be filled at this well. There had to be more water than this for life!


  "But the water I give them (people)," Jesus continued speaking, "becomes a perpetual spring within "them, watering them forever with eternal life" (John 4:14, The Living Bible).


  "Please, sir," the woman cried, "give me some of the water!" And believing, she received and rushed off toward the village, forgetting her waterpots. For the first time ever, she was satisfied!


  Jesus is the great promise of life. In him is the pursuit of happiness for your home and marriage.


  Jezreel was planted by the Lord in Gomer's home, and Jesus is sown by the Father in your heart. He is your promise for the future. For "He which hath begun a good work in you will perform it until the day of Jesus Christ" (Philippians 1:6).


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Five


  Adulteress in the House


  "Caroline! Caroline!" Her mother called from the living room.


  "Caroliiiiiiiine!" She was screaming.


  But Caroline lay on her bed, huddled with her younger brothers and sister beneath the blankets, afraid to peek out. They could hear the crashing of furniture and the smashing of fists against faces, the groaning and swearing as their parents battled into the early hours of the morning. Fighting was a regular event at Caroline's house.


  She was the third child of seven. Her father had two children by a previous marriage and they lived together on a small fruit ranch in California.


  When the family moved to Denver, Caroline, still naive at seven years of age, hoped that things would get better. They didn't.


  Her father cooked in a restaurant and her mother worked as a barmaid. The drunken brawls at home became more violent.


  Then one day her father brought a lady friend and her son home with him. A few days later, Caroline's mother came home with someone too. A lesbian. Caroline's father slept in one bedroom with his mistress, and her mother slept in another with her lesbian friend. Hate hung heavy like a thundercloud over the house. Gone forever were the good times.


  When Caroline was twelve years old, her mother and father divorced. Her father married his mistress and moved back to California. Her mother began to see other men who would give her money for the family.


  No wonder that ten years later Caroline would enter prostitution. When a woman hits bottom, she'll do almost anything!


  I am convinced there is a promiscuous nature in everyone of us. This nasty problem within the Christian community needs to be approached sensibly and honestly. Whatever your nature is, it must be dealt with swiftly and convincingly before it gets out of hand.


  A talented pastor of a prestigious congregation recently admitted that he and his wife were separating. "She wants to explore other relationships," he said. "It's a desire that's been driving her for a long time, and I can't handle it any longer. Now the only way she'll ever come back to me is within an 'open marriage' contract."


  The fantasized pleasures and imaginary joys of premarital and extramarital adventures are extremely difficult to handle. Only a sensitive counselor will fully appreciate the complex emotional and psychological agonies of infidelity.


  Promiscuity among believers is a growing problem which needs a good dosage of remedial and preventive attention. To lust (a degrading sensuous passion) Jesus said, is to commit adultery in your heart (Matthew 5:28). An inordinate, sinful sexual desire, whether it is acted upon or not, denatures the image of God in every man. Lust is the dirty soil from which grows sexual perversion, rape, and adultery.


  A great percentage of men and women are frustrated over the absence of romance in their marriage. Some of them seeking our counsel express alarm over their partner's inability or unwillingness to respond. Others are disturbed over their own inability to respond. Many try to recapture the illusive rapture with another lover, while others develop a secret world of sexual fantasy in order to escape their domestic boredom.


  These distressed people are not deviates or sex maniacs. They're just plain, ordinary folk (some practicing Christians) trapped by an intimate problem they can't handle alone.


  Adultery cases are somewhere in most families. Maybe yours is right now being attacked by the vicious evil. The ugly monster steals his way into the home and by wicked force traps the victims in a merciless conspiracy. Its sinister scheme of wrecking relationships and separating families was vomited out of hell. In every generation since the beginning of time, countless multitudes have been cursed by its putrid disease. Today it is an epidemic.


  I was searching for some cure to this debilitating sickness, when the Holy Spirit led me to the ministry of Hosea. I was surprised at finding the ancient prophet so perfectly qualified to prescribe a cure for sexual promiscuity. But, of course, he knew the symptoms. He knew full well its crippling results. He had himself fallen in love with a harlot and married her even though he knew she would be unfaithful.


  What an intriguing love story it is. A preacher pursues a prostitute, proposes marriage and she accepts. This brings up some questions. What would a man of God want with a harlot? What could cause a prostitute to marry a preacher? Whatever did they have in common? Their life-styles were so different; their interests so opposite. The minister strives to lift men up; a prostitute seduces them. Is it possible for Hosea to become easy prey, a prudish trophy of a seductive plot?


  There were many heartaches for this unusual couple. After Jezreel, the son "planted by the Lord," a daughter, Loruhamah, was born. Her name means "not favored." Apparently Gomer was slipping back into her old habits, sporting her former lovers. By the time the third child, Loammi, was born, his name could mean none other than, "not mine." He was illegitimate, born of Gomer's blatant tricks.


  Isn't it sad that the man of God's last two children should receive disgraceful names because of his wife's infidelity?


  Throughout the story, however, Hosea is the patient, steadfast one. He willingly works at keeping the marriage and family together even though his wife is unfaithful and one child has another father. But the prophet's exemplary actions and undaunted faith attracts heaven's attention and precipitates divine action.


  God picks up the bold thread of Hosea's faith and weaves it into the fabric of his expressed love for Israel.


  In chapter two, God speaks of Hosea's children, calling them by their proper given names. He drops the prefix Lo. "Say unto your brethren Ammi and your sisters Ruhamah ..." In the Hebrew language, "Lo" before a name means "no," or "not." It is easy, therefore, to see that Hosea's daughter, Loruhama and Gomer's bastard son, Loammi, had illustrated God's displeasure with adulterous Israel and promiscuous Gomer. But in showing mercy, God drops the prefix, Lo—"no," and calls them by their right name.


  In this unique way, God shows the extravagance of his mercy and offers forgiveness and promised blessings to both Israel and Gomer. Now Ammi and Ruhamah are with mercy, they have become God's chosen children.


  I am glad Hosea did not give up on Gomer. His faith paid off.


  It only takes one in the marriage, in any situation, to stand in faith for the entire household. Every home needs a Hosea, a steadfast, believing one. For when all others go astray, the "deliverer" must keep the faith!


  What a tragedy that more homes do not have someone willing to work at keeping the family together. When faith flees, hope goes out the window and the family scatters.


  Caroline Smuthers wanted to keep her mother and father together, but there was little she could do. And, as is always the case, a mother and father's separation haunts the children. To add to this torment, Caroline came home from a date one night to find her mother's lesbian friend dangling from their back porch ceiling with a coat hanger around her neck. For months afterwards, Caroline saw a suspended purple ghost in her dreams. She could not help blaming her parents, and vowed she'd never get her life so messed up. But she did!


  She hoped for a higher way of life, but because she had no solid faith beneath her, she went nowhere. Like so many who struggle without a firm faith, they eventually give up.


  Hosea might have quit. He might have reacted like we sometimes do to shameful, painful circumstances, gotten mad and stopped fighting to save his family.


  But the prophet kept the faith. Although Gomer deserted him and the children, Hosea still held to the promise. He refused to give up, and he won. But not all by himself. He had help from his children!


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Six


  For the Love of Children


  I was in the middle of preparing my address to an evening couples banquet, when the Holy Spirit prompted me to deal with a completely different topic. After wrestling with the Lord over his arbitrary change in my plans, I yielded.


  It was a lovely evening of fine dining, amid attractive decor and friendly faces. Even as I spoke, I was keenly aware in my spirit that God had directed me to the right subject.


  During the prayertime that followed, people readily responded to the challenges of Jesus Christ and his Holy Spirit baptism. After the prayer ministry, a lady introduced herself and invited me to have lunch with her the following day.


  That day, as we sat together in her home, my hostess opened her heart in a most gracious manner.


  "My husband," she began, "is an elder in our Pentecostal church, and he and I have been Christians for a number of years. But just the other evening, Fred told me that he didn't love me any longer, that he is attracted to his secretary and wants a divorce."


  I sat, stunned. Her confident attitude and poised appearance certainly didn't belie any hidden turmoil. And, having counseled with many wives in marital upheaval, I could tell this lady was no phony.


  "I have known," she continued, "of my husband's infatuation for over a year now. And for all this time we have not had any physical relations. Even my teenagers have come to suspect their father is flirting with his secretary, and they have built up a bitter hatred for him.


  "This alarms me. For though I have tried to sow the seeds of peace and harmony, my children have refused to forgive their father."


  I could tell by the presence of Jesus in her smile that she had not called me over for counseling or to complain, so I let her continue.


  "Until last night," she said, with a little laugh, "I was ready to give up hope of ever seeing my children love their father again. But I brought them with me to the banquet. And after hearing you teach on Hosea and Gomer, one of my daughters came to me with tears in her eyes and said, 'Mother, if God can restore love in Hosea's home, he can do it for us too.' Right then and there all my children knelt together with me to re-dedicate their lives to Christ and ask his forgiveness for themselves and their father.


  "Marilyn," she said, brushing tears of joy from her eyes, "I know now that we will see love and harmony return to our family."


  I couldn't agree more!


  Hosea called upon his children to help restore love in their family. "Plead with your mother," he said, "because she is not my wife, neither am I her husband. Let her therefore put away her whoredoms out of her sight, and her adulteries from between her breasts" (Hosea 2:2). He knew the value of a child's love.


  Parent, if your home is fragmented, don't overlook the magnetic attraction of a child's love. Their sincere, childlike faith will attract God's undivided attention and a wanderer's return.


  Don't ignite—unite!


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Seven


  Bittersweet Sugarman


  Caroline Smuthers shut the door of her apartment and listened for it to click behind her, dumped her packages on the sofa and looked at her watch. It was 5:10. The downtown traffic made her late.


  Al had called, asking her to dinner, and she had rushed out to get a few things. Now she really had to hurry.


  She started the shower and shut the door to let the bathroom steam up. The hot vapors always felt good when it was cold outside, and the KOA weatherman was calling for snow tonight.


  Caroline had planned in her mind what she was going to wear and wasted no time getting into her size-eight, black evening gown. It sensuously hugged the perfect contours of her body, making her feel seductive. She hoped it would do some persuading.


  A1 had been acting strangely of late. Caroline had seen this same kind of behavior before in other men, and she knew what to expect. But Al Bentraloni was different. He was her "Daddy."


  Ringgggggg! Ringgggggg! It was the phone.


  "Hello," Caroline answered, pulling on a shoe.


  "This is Mr. Roberts reporting that your car is ready," a voice said.


  Caroline was amused. He always said, "This is Mr. Roberts." He was the black, middle-aged doorman who kept all the residents punctual, especially Caroline.


  "Thanks, Ed," she said before hanging up.


  Her heels resounded on the concrete driveway and a blast of cold Rocky Mountain air whipped her long brunette hair across her face. She brushed the silky strands away and smiled to Ed holding open the door of her yellow Corvette. It was running and the heater was going at high speed.


  "Be careful, Miss," Ed cautioned, "It's nasty out."


  "Okay!" In the two years she had been living in the southside Denver high-rise, countless times she had been thankful to Ed for providing thoughtful services.


  It was snowing. The weatherman had been right. (Even she could have predicted it.) And now his voice was crooning over the car radio, lauding his successes and warning motorists to drive carefully. The heavy snowflakes laid softly against the windshield as if they wished to go to sleep, but the wipers beat them away.


  She loved the snow and wasn't afraid to drive in it, but her thin fingers gripped the steering wheel tightly.


  A1 had asked her to meet him in the upstairs lounge of the Colorado Mining Company. It was a rustic, cozy place specializing in prime rib. Caroline liked to sit near the window and look out over the lake.


  She spotted the carved, wooden sign and pulled in. An attendant parked her car, and she went inside, checked her coat and dropped the tag into her open purse and clicked it shut. A1 hadn't arrived.


  She ordered a Bloody Mary at the bar and sat listening to the performer strum his guitar and sing. Caroline remembered Michael, and wondered if the artist was doing one of Bob Dylan's tunes. She didn't know.


  But neither did she know about Al. "Where is he?" she worried to herself. "Perhaps his flight from New York was canceled or delayed due to the weather. He better ..."


  "Are you Caroline Smuthers?" the bartender asked, breaking in.


  "Yes," she replied, startled.


  "There's a call for you," he said, setting the phone on the bar.


  Caroline leaned her head to the right and put the receiver to her ear. "Hi!" she said, trying to sound cheery.


  She had guessed right. The plane had been held up a bit, but Al was calling from Denver's Stapleton to say that he'd be a few minutes late. Caroline put down the receiver, ordered another drink and settled back to wait.


  Al (short for Albert) Bentraloni was no ordinary man. He was very wealthy, and although Caroline was not sure just what kind of business he was in, she had learned a long time ago not to ask. Al first met Caroline when she worked for Madame Duke. Madame Duke got her name not so much from her raw-boned appearance but from the rough way she handled her stable. Caroline was a prostitute under her protection.


  Bentraloni took her away from The Duke and became Caroline's "sugar daddy." He rented her an exclusive apartment, bought her furniture, a new car and sent her to business school. Everything she needed, Daddy provided. He took her to New York and Paris, and wined and dined her in expensive places, although he was married and had three children.


  For Caroline, this was the top of the market!


  "Hi ya," said Al, slipping up behind her and placing his arm over her shoulder.


  Caroline jerked around. The surprise made her a little nervous, but she managed to give him a peck on the cheek.


  At the table, Al seemed to almost stare at her. But she knew it wasn't the dress or the pearl necklace that she had just bought, that held his gaze. He wasn't even looking at her with those dark eyes underneath bushy eyebrows, he was thinking. He finished eating and picked up his glass of wine.


  "Well, uh, Carol, this is it. We've gotta quit!" he said.


  Caroline knew he meant it. She kept still.


  "Now I want you to know," he continued, while sipping his drink, "I'm going to give you couple of grands to help you along."


  He offered to send her to Paris—alone, but Caroline never took him up on it. They finished their drinks, she drove him home, kissed him good-bye for the last time and headed towards her apartment.


  The Corvette seemed to pick its way through the fresh, white netherland. Caroline sat behind the wheel, staring into the night and letting the tears dry on her cheeks.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Eight


  The Holy Spirit and Sex Appeal


  Caroline Smuthers was attracted to her Daddy because she saw in him the promise of her own personal fulfillment. But he didn't last.


  Promiscuous people are basically insecure people. They have a low appreciation of themselves; and in order to improve their self-esteem, they must develop more lasting relationships. But they seldom do.


  I had an unusual experience some time ago with a man who thought he was attracted to me. After every Monday evening Bible study, this man attempted to monopolize my attention. There were always others to counsel and talk to; but this fellow made a nuisance of himself. Then one day I said to my husband, "Wally, there's someone I've got to talk to you about."


  "Who?"


  "Ronald," I said, quite rudely. Then I unloaded all my irritations against him.


  "Oh, Marilyn," Wally said, after listening to my frustrations, "don't be rude with him. Be kind and patient. Ronald is an introvert. His wife is outgoing but he is shy." Then he added, "Maybe you can help him!"


  But I didn't want to help him! I wanted him out of the way. I was annoyed by his obnoxious behavior, and didn't want anything to do with him.


  Then one evening, after a study, Ronald came to me with an odd expression on his face. He was fidgeting. "I've got to talk to you," he said; briskly. "I notice that you don't have your car here; maybe we could go have a cup of coffee and then I'll take you home."


  I wanted to turn and run away. "Why does he keep after me?" I asked myself. But then I found myself saying to him: "Wait here while I call Wally."


  When Wally answered the phone, I told him the proposition and asked, "What do you think?"


  "I think it's fine," he said, stoutly. "I wouldn't be concerned about it."


  But I was! And I was hoping for a different reaction. Now I had to go. I had no excuse!


  Ronald drove to a restaurant where we picked a booth in the corner and ordered coffee for two.


  He began to cry.


  I thought, "Oh, no! Not now. What am I going to do?"


  I didn't do anything, except stare into my coffee.


  "I've been attracted to you for a long time," he blurted. "I'm in love with you!"


  My stomach tightened. To have this man talk of love made me sick. I wanted to run but I couldn't.


  Then from somewhere deep down inside me a concern for this man seemed to surface. I closed my eyes and prayed silently, "Lord, I don't want to shatter this man. I want to help him. Only You know how to stop his infatuation and advances towards me. God, give me wisdom."


  When I looked up, Ronald had wiped his tears away and was sipping at his coffee. Looking at him, I said, "Ronald, you're not attracted to me. You're not in love with me at all. But what you are attracted to is the anointing of the Lord. And the devil would like to take that attraction and pervert it in order to destroy both you and me."


  As I sat there shocked, thinking of what I had just spoken, recognizing that I had done so by the prompting of the Holy Spirit, I remembered something. I remembered seeing a few women in our church become attracted to some evangelists. I had wondered why these ladies were taken up with these men who were not particularly handsome.


  But now, as I recalled the instances, I became distinctly aware that those same men had preached with great authority and power. In the pulpit there was a spiritual aura about them and people were greatly blessed by that anointing. But in some minds, Satan sought to mislead and corrupt this divine affinity to the Holy Spirit. And if he could have succeeded (I shuddered to think of it) a few evangelists and possibly an entire church might have been destroyed by it.


  This was my answer to Ronald.


  "All that has happened here," I said, "is that the enemy has tried to twist and garble your feelings for God's anointing. But the Holy Spirit wants to correct and direct it."


  He received it graciously as from the Lord. And we agreed together to tell his wife and my husband of our conversation. And to God's glory, we have remained friends, and Satan has not been able to distort our Christian relationship since.


  How gently our patient heavenly Father directs our feet onto righteous pathways.


  Gomer was attracted to the possibilities for her in a wholesome relationship with Hosea. He was the symbol of the self-respect she desired and the emblem of the divine approval that she desperately needed. Gomer needed to be made "complete" and she reached for it; but it was not long before she was back to her old "tricks."


  How many times should we forgive an adulterer or an adulteress? How should we deal with them?


  When Hosea faced this dilemma, God said, "I'll take care of this problem in a supernatural way!" "Therefore, behold, I will hedge up thy way with thorns and make a wall, that she will not find her paths" (Hosea 2:6). God promised to work for Hosea in restoring his home.


  With the promiscuous person, God deals with sex appeal! Gomer sought her lovers, but couldn't find them. It's the ministry of the Holy Spirit to deal with us in drastic measures to bring us back into proper relationship with God and our brothers and sisters in Christ.


  God did something which Hosea could never have done. He changed the hearts of Gomer's lovers. They were not attracted to her any more. Her seductive ploys didn't work. Just as easily as God had given this woman power of feminine sexuality, so quickly he took it away.


  "For she did not know that I gave her corn, and wine, and oil, and multiplied her silver and gold, which they prepared for Baal" (Hosea 2:8).


  When Gomer began to step out on Hosea, she had in mind new lovers, new excitement, and new thrills. She had gotten tired of corn. She wanted wine and oil, a more expensive diet, and a higher style of living. She sought silver and gold, and thought her lovers could give it to her.


  But when God began to take away her pleasures, and her lovers refused to have anything to do with her; then she said,


  "I will go and return to my first husband; for then was it better with me than now "(Hosea 2:7).


  God's method of dealing with human weakness works.


  First, God promises to bring us to the door of hope, repentance. He says of Gomer,


  "I will give her vineyards from thence, and the valley of Achorfor hope" (Hosea 2:15).


  The valley of Achor was where Achan and his family were stoned for disobeying God's command. When God's children were taking Jericho, they were to destroy everything. But Achan hid a Babylonian garment and a wedge of silver and gold in his tent. When their sin was discovered, Achan and his family were stoned and burned with fire. It was here, in the valley of Achor, where God required Israel to build a stone memorial that all God's people might remember the man who wouldn't repent of his sin.


  Now judgment has brought Gomer to the valley of Achor. It is her door of hope, her opportunity to repent. God was good to Gomer by bringing her to her knees.


  "The goodness of God leadeth to repentance"


  (Romans 2:4).


  The circumstances of our lives are ordained of God to turn us into the door of hope, repentance. As he did for Gomer, so God builds a hedge to turn us about.


  There is an opportunity with every circumstance for you to turn onto the path of righteousness. Let God deal with you in his way. He will lead you to repentance first.


  Secondly, he promises to recover your losses.


  Take the first step.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Nine


  In His Arms


  For Caroline Smuthers, it seemed nothing ever lasted. Her parents split up, her lovers vanished, her marriages folded, her husband left. When her "sugar daddy" dropped her, Caroline cracked. She was not herself, and pulling herself together was endless agony.


  Caroline landed a job as a secretary and saw a few men for some extra money, but she was just getting by. Going from one dull pleasure to the next and dragging herself through the boredom with the aid of cigarettes and booze, Caroline was tired of living. Signs of stress began to appear.


  Her friends noticed, but could only offer her drugs. They tripped out together.


  Caroline came home late on Sunday evening, almost stoned. She paid the babysitter, and let her leave without a word, undressed, wrapped a robe about her naked body, and walked out onto the balcony of her apartment.


  Caroline shivered in the cold; but her numbed mind could not be shaken from its intent. She climbed upon the railing for her last fling.


  "Mommy ... Mommy ... Mommy!" Carrie was screaming and running from her darkened bedroom.


  Caroline almost lost her balance. She had been out of her mind all weekend and hadn't given Carrie a thought. Now mother and daughter were clutching each other. Carrie buried her head in her mother's lap and sobbed. A nightmare had awakened her. She did not know what her mother was about to do.


  Caroline stepped off the railing. She could not go through with it. Later, in one another's arms, Caroline and Carrie cried themselves to sleep.


  Despair is the kiss of suicide, a what's-the-use syndrome. Caroline's depression took her to the edge of death. Gomer's took her into slavery.


  But Hosea reclaimed her. At the "flesh market" he paid the cheapest price to buy her back. It was his way of bringing her home and keeping her there.


  But what woman wants to be her husband's slave? It's enough to be a wife. Submission is always difficult; but slavery is unthinkable. God gave Hosea two holds upon her: the embrace of love and the bonds of legality.


  "It shall be of that day saith the Lord, that thou shalt call me Ishi (my husband) and shalt call me no more Baali (my master)" (Hosea 2:16).


  Here is the order. It is husband first, master second. Because of Hosea's long-suffering and diligence, Gomer came back, and God restored harmony into their discordant home.


  Unnatural affections will cause a person to act stupidly. Sin makes a man a fall for a lie. There is no lasting satisfaction in physical pleasures, only habitual indulgence and slavery.


  The immorality so blatant in our society pressures even the most secure relationships to look for new thrills. Its deceit has left some ugly scars.


  Chapter four, verse six of Hosea, suggests the causes for Israel's infidelity. Looking at them, we may discover the reasons for our own. I was counseling a particularly mixed-up young couple, when God directed me to these scriptures. Let's take them one at a time.


  First: "My people are destroyed for lack of knowledge ..." There is no little adultery, just as there is no little pregnancy. Seeds sown are seeds reaped. The enemy suggests that a casual flirtation is okay, that an affair will help our marriage, that there is nothing wrong with entertaining sexual fantasies. But God wants his people to shun the very appearances of evil (I Thess. 5:22), for those so deceived bring themselves to destruction.


  Second: "because thou hast rejected knowledge, I will also reject thee, that thou shalt be no priest to me ..." They did hear the word; they did not heed it. They had no knowledge of their God. You will never know the taste of a good apple by eating rotten ones. And who, after enjoying a delicious red apple, would settle for a green one? The psalmist wrote: "O taste and see the Lord is good" (Psalms 34:8). Delight yourself in him. Let your soul be fat.


  The ancient prophet wrote:


  "Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he that hath no money; come ye, buy, and eat: Yea, come, buy wine and milk without money and without price. Wherefore do ye spend money for that which is not bread? and your labour for that which satisfieth not? hearken diligently unto me, and eat ye that which is good, and let your soul delight itself in fatness" (Isaiah 55: 1,2).


  Where there is no knowledge of God, there is leanness in the soul, intellect, will, and emotions and a weakness to temptations.


  Third: "seeing thou hast forgotten the law of thy God, I will also forget thy children." Evil counsel brings social breakdowns. There are a great many "liberated" philosophies being foisted upon our society today intended to drag our minds away from the counsel of God. But his word is our heritage.


  When the people of God embarked upon their Canaan conquest, the Lord spoke to Joshua, saying,


  "This book of the law shall not depart out of thy mouth; but thou shalt meditate therein day and night that thou mayest observe to do according to all that is written therein: for then thou shalt make thy way prosperous, and then thou shalt have good success" (Joshua 1:8).


  And so it was in the days of Joshua, but after his death "every man did that which was right in his own eyes" (Judges 21:25). Falling into sin, Israel could not get up.


  She could not help herself; and neither could we. The downward bias of a man sends him into the gutter. "Know ye not, that to whom ye yield yourselves servants to obey, his servants ye are to whom ye obey ... of sin unto death" (Romans 6:16). Despaired, we sealed our fate.


  But wait! As Hosea redeemed Gomer from the auction block, so Jesus Christ has rescued us from the grip of destruction and redeemed us unto himself. Now our heavenly Master has his two arms around us: his arm of love and his arm of righteousness!


  He will wrest your soul from the clutches of adultery and set you free from its despair. Let's go on to the promise!


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Ten


  Happiness is Staying at Home


  The angry Presbyterian pastor ripped through a cluttered closet, found his hunting rifle, loaded it and walked out of the parsonage, slamming the door behind him. Barney drove across town to a deacon's home and beat his fist against the door.


  Mrs. Richter appeared.


  "Tell Hal to come outside," demanded the preacher, his rifle protruding through the doorway.


  "I know what you've come to do, Pastor," she said calmly, "but I just can't let you do it."


  The minister was beside himself. His wife, Sue, had fallen in love with the deacon, and the Reverend was threatening violence.


  Sue was the kind of woman who craved attention from other men. "I know it's wrong, Marilyn," she said to me one day, "but I can't help myself." She confided, but wouldn't allow me to ask questions.


  About a year later, Sue told me her story. The handsome deacon was attracted to her, and his attention interested her. Then one day, Sue did a very foolish thing. She called Hal. "Why do you keep watching me?" she asked.


  He told her, and it opened the door to temptation. They telephoned each other, and rendezvoused in private. They sent letters to a secret post office box.


  Barney became suspicious of the affair. And one day he confronted her about Hal. "Are you in love with him?" he asked, demanding an answer.


  Sue confessed, admitting that she wanted to marry the deacon. The preacher was furious and vowed to shoot the deacon and return home to take her life and his own. He left the house in a rage.


  Sue phoned to warn Hal.


  He sent his wife to the door. It was Gladys Richter who stood in the doorway and talked to the preacher about God's forgiveness.


  The preacher returned home, a broken man. He called the chairman of the Board, and resigned his church. He called his parents and told them the story. Then he turned to his wife and said; "I don't care what you have done, I still love you."


  Sue began to cry. A heavenly love, stronger than anything she had ever felt before, flooded her heart. She could see the fickleness of the deacon, her own folly, and the heartache she had caused.


  Sue fell into Barney's arms. Reconciliation began. "Come, and let us return unto the Lord: for he hath torn, and he will heal us ..." (Hosea 6:1). The tearing away from the pleasures of the flesh and worldly indulgences hurts. Separation from sin cuts deeply. Sin always boasts of deep roots, and its disease requires radical surgery.


  "... He hath smitten, and he will bind us up" (Hosea 6:1). Like Sue, we are as stubborn sheep unwilling to be turned into the way. Sometimes we must take an awful beating. It is true that the rod of correction smarts; but the Lord will bind up our wounds.


  "Whom the Lord loveth he chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom he receiveth. If ye endure chastening, God dealeth with you as with sons; for what son is he whom the father chasteneth not?" (Hebrews 12:6,7).


  God smote Gomer. He took away her sex appeal, put thorns in her bed, caused her lovers to despise her, and let her go into slavery. His action caused some wounds, but afterwards God restored her. Gomer learned that happiness comes from staying at home. It was a hard lesson.


  "Now no chastening for the present seemeth to be joyous, but grievous: nevertheless afterward, it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteousness unto them which are exercised thereby" (Hebrews 12:11).


  If you, like Sue and Gomer, are being smitten and torn of God, turn to Him. He is trying to turn you into his way. He wants to teach you that life is sweeter at home. A bumper sticker says; "Happiness is the family at home."


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Eleven


  Taking a Bath in the Rain


  "Then shall we know, if we follow on to know the Lord: his going forth is prepared as the morning and he shall come unto us as the rain, as the latter rain and as the former rain unto the earth" (Hosea 6:3).


  Just as the dusty meadows are brightened by the rain, so our souls are refreshed by the showers of the Spirit God sends.


  The prophet Joel saw this too.


  "Be glad then ye children of Zion, and rejoice in the Lord your God: for he hath given you the former rain moderately, and he will cause to come down for you the rain, the former and the latter rain in the first month" (Joel 2:23).


  Zechariah spoke of it.


  "Ask ye of the Lord rain in the time of the latter rain; so the Lord shall make bright clouds and give them showers of rain, to every one grass in the field" (Zechariah 10:1).


  Not a blade of grass will miss its bath.


  You need not miss yours. These scriptures remind us to ask for the rain.


  Maybe you think you're unworthy or too dirty for God to bother about cleaning you up. Did you forget that God promised this Gomer? She was quite filthy—a whore, an adulteress, a slave—but she got in the shower. So may you. Caroline took a bath in God's rain. Here's her story.


  One day in July of 1970, the teenage girl living behind our apartment invited me to come to their church and hear a singing group. I didn't really want to go. But I did, and when I got inside that church, I experienced something I had never before felt. Every one was so nice to me and they seemed to have something in their lives that I desperately needed. It was their joy and peace, exactly what I had been searching for all my life.


  I was curious, and I thought I'd go back to church the following Sunday. But, of course, I was using the excuse that it was because of my daughter that I was going back.


  I did return, several times. I even asked my neighbor about Jesus Christ. I heard that all I had to do was ask Jesus to come into my heart. My neighbor said that Jesus would make me a brand new person from the inside out. Well, I wanted to know, being a little skeptical at first, just how I did all that.


  My neighbor gave to me a booklet that explained how to meet Jesus personally. It showed me that I was separated from God because of my sins, and that something had to be done about that separation. Several days later, after reading the little Bible that my daughter brought home from church, I was finally alone with my thoughts. I knew that if this Jesus was really who they said he was, and if


  He could do in a life what they said he could do, I wanted him to come into mine!


  I did not know how to pray. I wasn't even sure of what I was supposed to do. But I got down on my knees and I started pouring my heart out to God. I asked him to forgive all my sins and to take away all the hangups that I had because of my sins. Then I asked him to come into my heart, to take my whole life and make it new.


  It was fantastic! Suddenly, I felt all the burdens lift from me. Jesus was right there. He touched me, and filled me with -a love that I can't express. I knew that he had changed me right there in my bedroom. I wasn't the same person.


  The tears of joy ran over my face. I cried for almost three hours. I was so happy, I wanted to run out in the middle of the street and tell everyone what had happened to me.


  My friends noticed the change in me. I no longer needed the dope. My life had meaning and purpose, but my friends couldn't understand and they laughed at me.


  I told my daughter what had happened to me. Then we prayed together and she asked Jesus into her heart. We were both baptized together and started attending a church and Bible studies, and I've been really growing in the Lord ever since.


  Christ said he would make me a new person and he did. The wonderful thing about this is that I didn't have to stop doing anything that I was already doing. I didn't have to get good first. Christ came to me where I was, way down low, and rescued me. Even after I accepted him, I didn't have to do anything! He took all those desires away from me and changed them from the inside out. I could hardly believe that I really didn't want to do all those ugly things I had been involved in before but I didn't! The change was real. He made me a new person.


  If you feel dirty, take a bath in the rain of the Spirit. Then, as Gomer and Caroline did, you can start learning the secrets of growing in God's orchard.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Twelve


  Growing in God’s Orchard


  A tree does not need to boast of its fruit. Instead, it quietly grows, beautifully blossoms and instinctively bears fruit after its divine order. This is quite the same manner in which a Christian develops.


  Hosea remarks of this attitude in chapter fourteen where he reminds Israel that all blessings come from the eternal "I Am." He just seems to run away with himself counting up God's goodnesses. Let's look at them one at a time.


  God "will be like the dew to Israel," and Israel "... shall grow as the lily" (verse 5). A lily is the emblem of purity, and to speak of chastity in the same book with Gomer is a sure illustration of full forgiveness and restoration. She was the worst! Talk about human dereliction, Gomer was a good example, but God made her clean, the cleanest! "Complete," the meaning of Gomer was now pure and holy. In the eyes of God, even the vilest sinner is lifted up to perfect purity.


  Israel "... shall cast forth his roots as Lebanon" (verse


  5). Don't you hate yourself when you feel uprooted by little irritations and annoyances? Human nature is so weak and easily dislodged and shattered, but God has designed to strengthen them that are his. God tells Israel and Gomer, his restored children, that he will cause their roots to go down


  Israel's "... branches shall spread (verse 6). Not only shall he be rooted for his own good, but he shall spread forth for the good of others. Shade and fruit and protection shall come from those who once were lost and barren themselves. Are you the hopeless one in your marriage? Don't give up, the relationship is not hopeless. God will make us to be firmly rooted so that our enlarging branches might be filled with the fruit of his blessings and extend beyond our own family circle.


  Israel's "... beauty shall be as the olive tree" (verse 6). The olive tree flourishes with every sign of life. There is no lovelier beauty than the abundant life in the Spirit expressed in a radiant personality.


  "And I am sure that God who began the good work within you will keep right on helping you grow" (Philippians 1:6, The Living Bible) into mature, well-balanced and equally proportioned beauty. The beauty of holiness is far more real, lasting and precious than sensual sex appeal, physical beauty or natural charm.


  Israel "... smells as Lebanon" (verse 6). I like the smell of cedars and pine. When I go into the mountains above Denver and escape the city's smog, the first smell of Rocky Mountain evergreens alerts my entire being to the freshness of life. Life with God is ever green, growing and developing, budding forth into new praises each day. It is our heavenly father that has given to us the smell of heaven, and we may share the fragrance of the eternal wherever we go.


  When Mary came to anoint the feet of Jesus, she poured oil upon his head too. The Bible says that the aroma filled all the rooms of the house. I can imagine that everywhere Jesus went, he smelled good! People must have noticed that his smell was expensive, a costly perfume from an alabaster box. Spikenard was the cologne the very wealthy people wore. Certainly Jesus must have been happy to wear it, although others thought it was a waste upon such a common fellow. To Mary, however, Jesus was worth this honor, and she lavished it upon him. Because Mary was so generous with her worship of her Lord, she must have worn the smell of spikenard too. It was in her hands and in her hair. And wherever she went, people could have said, "She smells like Jesus!"


  God spared not the best of heaven when he poured upon us his divine Spirit. It is heaven's most fragrant perfume, and he thought us worthy to wear it.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Thirteen


  Spading the Secret Garden


  There are four secrets to keeping our home in order, and they are given to us in Hosea 10:12. Working at keeping our house together, our spouse happy and our children attended requires diligent labor. In our personal, secret lives, real sacrifices must be made if we are ever to harvest spiritual fruit.


  Let's take these four secrets of home-growing one at a time.


  1) Sow to yourselves in righteousness . . . If you wish to reap the fruits of happy, holy living, you must sow the seeds of repentance. It isn't easy to admit our mistakes and be honest with God, ourselves and others; rationalizations must be forgotten so that repentance might be attained.


  2) ... reap in mercy. Righteousness smacks with the sweet taste of mercy. Without the righteousness of God there can be no mercy, either toward us from God or from us to others. If we are merciful in ugly circumstances, God can bring deliverance. Hosea's name means "salvation." After Hosea brought Gomer back home, we never read of her bawding again. Could it be that Hosea sowed forgiveness and was allowed to reap mercy? I think so. If we are merciful to people fallen into the pit of sins,


  God will be merciful to them and to us.


  3) ... break up your fallow ground. Applying forgiveness in our relationships softens the hard soil of our heart. Seeds do not take root in crusty ground. Each of us, therefore, needs to spade our secret garden well. When anger, hate, resentment, and rebellion oppress us, our heart becomes hardened by their constant heaviness. We must start slugging away at those old clods.


  Hosea let forgiveness break up his hardened memories of Gomer's infidelity, and he reaped the ripened harvest of restored fellowship and renewed love. Don't say that your situation is too hard, that you'll never forget or forgive. If you never forgive, you will never find forgiveness for your own errors and reap the sweet fruits of restoration. To forgive is very difficult and often humanly impossible; but we can forgive in the person of Jesus Christ. He will forgive through us, and for us.


  4) It is time to seek the Lord, till he come and rain righteousness upon you. Here comes the rain again! This time to soften the soil that has been broken up. You break up the clods, and the Holy Spirit will start the righteous seeds growing.


  The rain comes by direct request. Hosea commanded us to "seek the Lord." Zechariah spoke of "asking the Lord," and Jesus said, "How much more shall your heavenly Father give the Holy Spirit to them that ask him" (Luke 11:13). This is the way to receive the refreshing, life producing Spirit. If heavenly showers could fall upon wayward Gomer, they will descend in a downpour upon you.


  "Behold, the husbandman waiteth for the precious fruit of the earth, and hath long patience for it, until he receive the early and latter rain" (James 5:7).


  God is waiting for his fruit to grow in us. He is patient, but let's not make him wait. "Seek the Lord" until he sends the rain!


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Fourteen


  Lessons From the Oven


  I like to try new recipes, especially for church dinners. But sometimes it's embarrassing.


  Once I stirred up what I thought was an exciting new dish and put it in the freezer thinking I would bake it the day of the picnic. When the day came and it was time to leave, I opened the oven door, poked a fork into the center of my latest creation, but it wasn't done!


  "Come on ... come on. We'll be late," Wally hollered at me as he and the kids bolted out of the front door and into the car.


  I had to go with them. As I rode to the park balancing my dish in a towel on my lap, I half-prayed that this glorious new concoction would somehow bake on the way. It didn't. When we arrived, I sought out the most inconspicuous place on the large picnic table, set my casserole down and hurried away.


  After giving thanks for all the food (almost all of it), everyone dug in. I loaded up my plate and sat down by a young fellow of the congregation.


  I glanced at his plate. Aghast, I saw a familiar serving! I watched as he lifted his fork to his mouth, tasted it and put it down in disgust.


  He looked at me.


  I glanced the other way.


  "Marilyn," he said suspiciously, "is this your casserole?"


  I turned and peered into his plate. "What casserole?" I questioned, trying to appear disinterested.


  "This." Of all the nerve—he was pointing right at it!


  "That?" I said with a frown.


  He shook his head up and down, and looked at me knowingly.


  "Yes," I replied with a whisper.


  "Throw that recipe out," he suggested.


  The recipe was not bad. I had failed to follow the instructions and bake the casserole at the right temperature. It was only half-baked.


  God said this about Israel: "Ephraim has mixed himself among the people. He is a cake not turned" (Hosea 7:8). In other words, Ephraim is not done. He needs to be turned over in the fire and baked on the other side.


  "Ephraim has mixed himself among the people" and his consecration does not match his confession. His walk does not line up with his talk, his expression in the family of God is nowhere near his experience. Ephraim is halfbaked. He needs to go back into the oven.


  Any attempt to "rightly divide' the Word of Truth must make a correct distinction between the believer's status (standing or position in the body of Christ) and his state (walk toward maturity and perfection). The status of the Christian is the result of the total redemptive ministry of Christ, and is perfect and entire from the very moment that


  Christ is received by faith. The believer's walk adds nothing to his status of favor with God nor to his security as a member of the heavenly family. Through faith alone is this position granted; and before him, all true believers, whether great or small, weak or strong, enjoy the exact same standing. Of great importance to the right understanding of the believer's status are the following scriptures: John 1:12, 3:16; Romans 5:1,2; 8:17; Colossians 2:10; Ephesians 1:3,6; 2:4-6, 13; 1 Corinthians l:2-9;6:11,15,19; Hebrews 10:19; 1 Peter 2:9; Revelation 1:5,6.


  This glorious and privileged status of the believer is not to be gained by prayer or by diligence in service to the Lord, the church building or the church people. Neither is it attained by church going, tithe giving, self-denial, holiness of life, or by any other description of good works. The repentant sinner by his confession of faith in Jesus Christ is instantly clothed with the righteousness of God (Romans 3:22), quickened with Christ, raised with Him, seated in the heavenlies (Romans 6:5; Ephesians 2:6).


  The actual state of the believer, however, may be quite another matter. While present in the mortal body, the mundane level where spiritual maturity must be worked out, the Christian certainly lives far, far below his exalted position in the sight of God. Nobody becomes at once as royal, priestly, and heavenly in state (or walk) as he was at once in standing. The state of a babe in Christ is carnal. Such immaturity is characterized by the lust of the flesh, the lust of the eyes, and the pride of life (1 John 2:16). Fleshliness (the desires of the old nature of man) generally find expression within the church of Jesus Christ and the local congregation through contentions (1 Corinthians 1:11); envying, strife, and divisions (1 Corinthians 3:1-3); conceit (1 Corinthians 5:2); anger, wrath, malice, blasphemy, filthy communication, deceit (Colossians 3:8,9); judgmental attitudes (Acts 15:1).


  The walk of the believer should be one of "leaving the principles of the doctrine of Christ, (Stop going over the same old ground again and again, LB) let us go on unto perfection" (Hebrews 6:1). Hosea might say, "Don't keep cooking the same side, Ephraim. Turn the cake over."


  The following passage is quite clear:


  "And when a person is still living on milk it shows he isn't very far along in the Christian life, and doesn't know much about the difference between right and wrong. He is still a baby Christian! "You will never be able to eat solid spiritual food and understand the deeper things of God's Word until you become better Christians and learn right from wrong by practicing doing right" (Hebrews 5:13,14, The Living Bible).


  Maturity is the goal of every believer. We must therefore, press on, grow on, and bake on in God's oven until we become in our minds, wills, and emotions what we have already become in our spirits.


  Hosea records seven promises that encourage us while we are in the heat of this effort. They are found in chapter fourteen, verses four through eight.


  1) "I will heal their backsliding."" God promised to cure the causes of Israel's waywardness by giving her a new heart and holy desires. If we are patient enough to stay in the oven he will also heal our weaknesses.


  2) "I will love them freely." We could do with a bit more of this kind of love. It is limitless love without boundaries and without regard or respect to the unloveliness of its object. It is exactly this kind of love that draws us into the oven. We respond and want to please him in being fashioned by his will. If we did not know he loves us, we would not go on.


  3) "I will be as the dew ..." Dew moistens the earth every night. It speaks of the daily blessings we ignore or take for granted. It's the dew that makes the heat of the oven bearable.


  4) "I have heard him." God is never hard of hearing and when he hears, he acts. Isaiah reminds us that God's ear is not heavy, "that it cannot hear" (Isaiah 59:1). David declares, "The Lord is nigh unto all them that call upon him" (Psalm 145:18). It is your call that gets God's attention. Is the oven too hot? He may send a blessing to bring relief. Feel free to call on him.


  5) "I have observed Him."" Our heavenly Father pays attention to the little things in our daily lives. Jesus said he cares for the lilies, watches the sparrows, and numbers the hairs of our head (Matthew 6:26,28-30; 10:29-31). How much more must he watch with interest our spiritual progress.


  6) "I am like a green fir tree." Our God's character is constant. He doesn't change colors with the seasons, and he constantly participates in new life.


  7) "From me is thy fruit found." The fruits of righteousness, happiness and peace, are to be found only in God. We need not look elsewhere.


  A story from the lives of two very dear friends have helped me see how these promises work.


  Carl and Debbie, childhood sweethearts, were married in their teens. Soon, a daughter was born into their home.


  Then about five years later, during World War II, Carl left home for another woman.


  Debbie was crushed and out of this hurt came anger, hatred, and revenge. She wanted to kill the woman who had stolen her husband.


  "How could he do this to me?" she cried to the Lord. "How could he do this to our little girl?"


  But instead of dealing with Carl, the Lord began to work with her. He seemed to say, "If I hadn't restored your soul, you could be doing worse than he is." And although she knew nothing of fasting, Debbie felt led into a forty-day fast for her home. She suffered physically and emotionally during this time, but the Lord upheld her. Many ugly resentments and vile temptations came against her spirit, but the Holy Spirit ministered unto her and gave to her the assurance that her home would be restored.


  Carl was gone for two years. He went to Hawaii with the Civil Service, but was very faithful to send back a check to support Debbie and his daughter.


  After two years, Carl returned to the States, came home and asked to be reunited with his family.


  Debbie took it to the Lord, "Lord," she said, in her soft voice, "I don't love him. I don't hate him, but I don't love him. What shall I do?"


  And God worked. Carl and Debbie were reunited, and they are one of the happiest, most compatible couples Wally and I have ever known.


  God will work miracles in our homes but he must keep us in the fire, turning us over and over. We get done on one side and we think things are fine, then he turns us over and exposes our ill-tempered nature to the heat. We think it's too much, unreasonable; but he is the Master Baker and he knows just how much heat it takes to burn his nature into ours.


  Stay in the oven.


  
    
      


    

  


  


  Fifteen


  The Father’s Drawing Power


  Some years ago, our young people were very burdened to witness door-to-door. They got together on the appointed Saturday and went by twos, taking every block immediately surrounding the church.


  We did not know, of course, that just four blocks away, a lady was being confused by Jehovah Witnesses' missionaries. She had listened to them, and had read their literature, but she felt, somehow, that it was not the truth she was searching for. On that Saturday morning, she knelt in her living room and prayed that someone would come to her that day with the truth.


  In a matter of minutes, two fellows from our youth group knocked on her door. She invited them in, and they shared their testimony and the way of salvation. She accepted.


  The very next Sunday, Joan showed up at church with her two sons and her teen-age daughter. That day her children came to the Lord. Not long afterwards, Joan and her daughter were baptised in the Holy Spirit, receiving the evidence of a heavenly language.


  At home, however, things were not good. Her husband, Larry, wanted a divorce. He imagined that he was in love with a girl in the office and felt that if he weren't married, his secretary would be interested in him.


  Joan came to me for advice. First, we prayed that Jesus Christ would give unto her wisdom. Then we asked, according to Colossians 1:20, that the blood of Jesus which reconciles things in heaven and things in earth would reconcile this marriage.


  Larry moved out. He went to his secretary and told her his plans. She thought he was crazy. "What's wrong with you," she said. "I've never been in love with you. I'm engaged to another man!"


  Larry was shattered but he didn't come racing back to Joan. He came over, played with the children, took care of them financially, but he did nothing to rejoin his family.


  Then one day, Larry come to the house a very determined man. "I have a very empty heart," he told Joan. "I need Jesus!" Right then they prayed, and Larry opened himself to Christ.


  Joan immediately phoned the parsonage and told us the good news. She also wanted to know if Wally and I would come over and remarry them. Of course we would, and we did. It was a happy time.


  Have you ever said, "Nothing can change my situation?" Maybe so. But I know someone who can! My heavenly Father has exceptional drawing power. John 6:44 tells us just what can be done about a bad problem, "No man can come to me, except the Father which hath sent me draw him."


  Maybe you are a stubborn one, but God knows how to pull you to Himself. Possibly your partner, husband, wife or friend, is rebellious. God has the power over all resistance.


  Let me give you an illustration from Judges 4:7. It says:


  "I will draw thee to the River Kishon Sisera, the captain of Jabin's army, with his chariots and his multitude; and I will deliver him into thine hand."


  Sisera is the arrogant enemy of God's people, but God will draw him right to the place where he wants the battle to be waged. God tugged with Sisera and got him and his huge army on the mountain. Sisera was a heathen heavyweight, but God drew him. It was difficult getting so large an army with many heavy iron chariots upon the mountain but God got them there.


  Barak, the leader of the Israelites, didn't have much of an army. But the size of troops hardly matters when God is drawing the enemy into defeat. The scriptures record that


  "the stars fought from heaven, from their courses they fought against Sisera" (Judges 5:20).


  When Sisera's horses and iron chariots thundered and rolled down the mountainside and across the rushing Kishon River after Barak's puny foot soldiers, they were swept away. Israel made a great capture and won a big victory that day, because God drew a proud, stubborn man into defeat and death.


  God wants to draw men to himself. He took hold of Israel and Gomer and would not let them go. He restored them. God drew Caroline Smuthers, and she responded. And I would like to give the final portion of this book to her personal testimony.


  Christ made me a new person. But I must be honest with you; I still have problems that come into my life. I do have to live in this world.


  It's different now. I have Christ right by my side.


  The beautiful truth is that he's always there.


  One thing that has affected me through all my life is that nothing has ever lasted. My parents never lasted, and every man that I was ever involved with never lasted. My own marriages never lasted.


  But the thing that makes me so happy is knowing that Jesus will never leave me. I've never been sure of anyone or anything until now. It's so great to know that no matter what I do, he still loves me. I don't have to earn his love.


  Christ has just begun his great work in me, and he promised to stay with me and finish the good work he started. He has not promised the way would be easy; but he has pledged to be with me in every testing.


  My life is so beautiful now with Christ. I can honestly smile for the first time in years. I just pray from the bottom of my heart that you too will experience Christ's bond of love in your life as I have in mine.


  THE BEGINNING
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