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CHAPTER ONE 

 
THE WILDERNESS 

 
  In the chill of a predawn Monday morning, I walked down 

into our unfinished basement where I had a small office. As pastor of a 

church in Maryland it was my responsibility to write the monthly 

church newsletter, something I very much enjoyed doing. I needed to 

write to the church, and I needed to write to myself. It had been a life-

changing week. 

 
Berwyn Baptist Church Newsletter 

 
        
   March 29, 1993 
 
  “Place them both in my hands.” 
  “But I don’t want to.” 
  Joe Hammond had just given me a piece of peppermint taffy, 
a ritual he had performed after every church service for as long I can 
remember. Ben, almost three years old, watched him as he gave it to 
me, as did my daughter Lauren. Being a father of two I knew the 
predicament of having one piece of candy that could not be shared. 
Doris Stough saw this too and graciously added another piece of 
peppermint candy she had in her purse. My children and I then headed 
back to my office. Placing my Bible and the candy on the desk in the 
foyer, I proceeded to deal with some office details in another room. 
When I came back to the foyer, Lauren had taken both pieces of 
candy. 
  “Place them both in my hands,” I told her. 
  “But I don’t want to, Daddy,” she replied. 
  “Lauren, those are my two pieces of candy. They are not 
yours until I give them to you. I may give you one or both, or I may 
not, but they are mine to give or mine to keep. 
  “Place them both in my hands.” 
  Lauren reluctantly placed both pieces of candy into my hand. 
I think she was expecting that since she had given them to me, I would 
automatically give them back to her. In this case, I closed my hand 
over the candy and told her we would talk about this on the way home. 
As parents, Betsy and I do not want our children to take what has not 
been given them or to be presumptuous. We want gifts to be pleasant 
surprises, not perceived as guaranteed rights of their existence. We 
want our children to learn that a gift is, well, a gift—something to be 
appreciated and never taken for granted. We also want them to learn 
the necessity of waiting; not everything that we want works out in the 
way that we desire or even as quickly as we would desire. 
  This vignette happened last Wednesday night, March 24, 
after our Wednesday night service. Little did I realize that what I was 
trying to teach our children would in just a few hours be thrust on 
Betsy and me as our heavenly Father would call for the same 
obedience from us. Having informed those at the Wednesday service 
of the serious problems in Betsy’s pregnancy, problems discovered 

 ولالفصل الأ
 البرية

في طمُغ فغش راد َىَ اصٕنٌ، الضذسد بلى ؿبثك اٌزغىَخ غنً الدىزًّ 
وشاع ٌٍىُٕغخ في ِنًَلأذ، . ِىزبي اٌظغنًَمغ ؽُش وبْ بٔشبئٖ، 

وبْ ِٓ ػّٓ ِغاٌُبتي وزبثخ سعبٌخ ؤخجبس اٌىُٕغخ اٌشهشَخ، وٍ٘ 
وٕذ بحبعخ ْْ ؤوزت ٌٍىُٕغخ، وّب . ِهّخ وٕذ ؤعزّزغ ثإدائهب

 .عجىع الدبػٍ غُّش ؽُبتيفبْ.. عخ ْوزت بلى ٔفغٍ ؤَؼبًبوٕذ بح
 

 
 الدؼّذأُخ "ثنًوَٓ"اٌشعبٌخ اٌشهشَخ ٌىُٕغخ 

 3221آراس  92
 

 !"ػؼٍ وٍُهّب في َذٌ"
 !"ٌىني لا ؤسَذ رٌه" 

لذ ؤػـبني ٌٍزى لـؼخ ؽٍىي ثبٌٕؼٕغ، و٘ى رمٍُذ " ٘بِىٔذ عى"وبْ 
رو " ثٓ"ووبْ . غخبع ٌٍىُٕدسط ػٍُٗ ِٕز صِٓ ثؼُذ ثؼذ وً اعزّ

صخ ؤػىاَ لذ شب٘ذٖ َؼـُني الحٍىي، وّب شب٘ذرٗ ؤَؼبً اثٕتي لااٌض
ؤدسوذ ِؼؼٍخ وعىد ؽجخ ؽٍىي واؽذح لا  ،ووإة ٌـفٍنٌ". ٌىسَٓ"

رٌه، فإعؼفزني ثمـؼخ ؽٍىي " وبدوسَظ عز"شب٘ذد . يمىٓ الزغبِهب
. رىعهذ ؤٔب ؤوؿفبلي بلى غشفخ الدىزت. ؤخشي وبٔذ في ؽمُجزهب

وزببي الدمذط ولـؼتي الحٍىي ػًٍ اٌـبوٌخ في الدّش ثُّٕب وػؼذ 
وؽنٌ ػذد بلى  ،أشغٍذ ثجؼغ اِْىس أداسَخ في اٌغشفخ اْخشي

 "لذ ؤخزد ولا لـؼتي الحٍىي" ٌىسَٓ"الدّش، وبٔذ 
 !"ػؼٍ وٍُهّب في َذ3ٌ "لٍذ لذب
 !"ٌىني لا ؤسَذ رٌه َب ؤبي3 " فمبٌذ
، وٌٓ رىىٔب ٍِىه ؽتى ؤػـُهّب ٌىسَٓ، ؽجزب الحٍىي ٍِه لي3 "فمٍذ

ّب لي وؤٔب ؽشّ لذ ؤػـُه بؽذا٘ٓ ؤو وٍزُهّب، ولذ لا ؤفؼً، ٌىٕه. ٌه
 !"في َذٌػؼُهّب . اٌزظشف بهّب

ؤػزمذ ؤنهب وبٔذ . لـؼتي الحٍىي في ساؽخ َذٌ" ٌىسَٓ"ثزشدد، وػؼذ 
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only on the previous day, and having been comforted by the love and 
support of these cherished friends, we moved in a dazed stupor as 
Betsy unexpectedly went into labor later that very night. As we rushed 
to the hospital about midnight, we knew the situation was quite grim 
for the identical twin girls she was carrying. As was Lauren’s reluctant 
response earlier, my response was also reluctant. Even at the hospital 
when we first received the news that the babies yet to be born would 
not live, I still expected down deep inside that if I gave the twins to 
God, then He would give them back to me. Until the nurses gently 
wrapped the first lifeless baby into blankets and carried her away from 
us, and then repeated the process with the second baby, I somehow 
believed there was still an outside hope for them. Only after the nurse 
walked down the hall with our second baby and turned the corner 
forever out of our sight this side of heaven, did I fully realize this was 
one of those times when God had closed His hand over what had been 
placed into it. 
  Actually, Betsy and I had not yet placed our twins in God’s 
hands. It was something God did. We had no choice but to accept 
what He in His sovereign wisdom had chosen to do. Our part in 
placing the twins into His hands occurred for us after the fact when we 
acknowledged that God is God, and God is good. If God saw best for 
the twins to be in their eternal home with Him, then we could—and 
actively would—entrust their keeping to their ultimate Father. This is 
the cornerstone of our hope and confidence in Christ Jesus. 
  Hours earlier I had expressed to Lauren how deeply we 
loved her and how we desired the best for her. I had told her whether 
or not I gave her the candy she wanted was not an indication of our 
love for her. These words were said probably more for my own benefit 
than for that of a four-year-old. Once more the Lord brought my own 
teaching back to me. God’s love for His children is stated not only in 
Scripture, but it is also ultimately demonstrated in the sacrificial death 
of His own Son, Jesus. Even more so, God knows firsthand what it 
was like to stand by and watch the death of His own child—and He 
could have intervened and stopped it at any moment. 
 God has exhibited His love for us not only by making us His children, 
but also in infinitely countless ways every day of our existence. His 
love for us—and for the twins—is not contingent upon whether we 
bring the little girls into our home, or God brings them into His. 
  “Place them both into My hands.”   
  “We have placed them there, Lord, and thank You for taking 
such good care of them.” 
  “But we do not want you to be uninformed, brethren, about 
those who are asleep, that you may not grieve, as do the rest who 
have no hope. For if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even 
so God will bring with Him those who have fallen asleep in Jesus. For 
this we say to you by the word of the Lord that we who are alive, and 
remain until the coming of the Lord, shall not precede those who have 
fallen asleep. For the Lord Himself will descend from heaven with a 
shout, with the voice of the archangel, and with the trumpet of God; 
and the dead in Christ shall rise first. Then we who are alive and 
remain shall be caught up together with them in the clouds to meet the 
Lord in the air, and thus, we shall always be with the Lord. 
  “Therefore, comfort one another with these words.” 
        
 —1 Thessalonians 4:13-18 
 
  May the Lord bless you all. We are greatly blessed and 
comforted by you. 
 

رزىلؼني ؤْ ؤػُذ الحٍىي لذب بدب ؤنهب اخزبسد ؤْ رـُؼني، ٌىني ؤغٍمذ 
 .ذ لذب ثإٕٔب عٕزؾذس في اِْش في ؿشَك ػىدرٕب ٌٍجُذَذٌ ولٍ

لا ٔشَذ ْؿفبٌٕب ؤْ َإخزوا ِب لم َمذَ لذُ " زغٍث"وٕذ ؤٔب وصوعتي 
فٕؾٓ ٔشَذ لذذاَبٔب ْؿفبٌٕب ؤْ رىىْ ِفبعإاد ٌـُفخ وٌُغذ . طشاؽخ

َذ ْؿفبٌٕب ْ َزؼٍّىا ؤْ الذذَخ شٍء يجت ؤْ وٕب ٔش .ؽمبً ِىزغجبً لذُ
ذُ٘ ؤَؼبً َوّب ٔش. ٗىلؼزٔ، وٌُغذ ؤِشاً رٍمبئُبً بْ ْعٍٗشؼش ثبلاِزٕٔ

ؤْ َزؼٍّىا ؤهمُخ الأزظبس، فبِْىس ؽىٌٕب لا رغنً بحغت بدب ٔزّنى ولا 
 .ثبٌغشػخ اٌتي ٔشَذ

. ؽظً ٘زا ِغبء اْسثؼبء اٌشاثغ واٌؼششَٓ ِٓ آراس ثؼذ الخذِخ الدغبئُخ
ٌ شُئبً عُىاعهني لم ؤوٓ ؤدسن عبػزهب ؤني وٕذ ؤؽبوي ؤْ اػٍُ ؤولاد

ثٗ وصوعتي اِة اٌغّبوٌ، ِـبٌجبً بَبٔب ثزاد ِغزىي اٌـبػخ 
بدب ػٍّٕبٖ في لذ ؤخبرد ِٓ ؽؼشوا الخذِخ الدغبئُخ وٕذ . والخؼىع

وثنٌ ". زغٍث"الدشبوً اٌتي تهذد حمً صوعتي  خـىسحاٌُىَ اٌغبثك ػٓ 
رذاهمهب را ثضوعتي مشثنٌ وعذٔب ؤٔفغٕب وببطذلبئٕب الدِٓ  رشغُغ ورؼضَخ

 .آلاَ لسبع اٌىلادح في ولذ ِزإخش ِٓ ِغبء راد اٌُىَ
 

الدغزشفً لضى ِٕزظف اًٌٍُ وٕب ٔؼٍُ ؤْ اِْىس لا رجشش  في ؿشَمٕب بلى
وٕذ وصوعتي ووإٕٔب . الدزىلغ ولادتهّب زنٌاٌزىؤِ ٌٍغُٕٕنٌثبلخنً ثبٌٕغجخ 

ٌٓ في ؽبٌخ ػذَ لجىي ٌٍىالغ ؽنٌ ؤخبرؤب في الدغزشفً ثإْ اٌـفٍزنٌ 
ؿفٍتّي لله، فلا  ذرىلؼذ ثإني بْ ؤػـُوٕذ لذ  .رىٌذا ػًٍ لُذ الحُبح

ذ فُهب الدّشػخ عغذ اٌـفٍخ اٌٍؾظخ اٌتي ٌفّ وبلى. ؤٔٗ عُؼُذهمب ليوثذ 
وػبدد ٌزىشس راد اِْش ِغ اٌـفٍخ اٌضبُٔخ، وٕذ ثغـبء اْولى الدُذ 

بهب اثزؼذد  ٌىٓ في اٌٍؾظخ اٌتي. لم ؤصي ؤرىلغ ثإٔٗ لا صاي ٕ٘بن ثمخ ؤًِ
بلى اْثذ  ػٓ ٔبظشٌ بهب ػٓ الدّشػخ وٍ٘ برًّ اٌـفٍخ اٌضبُٔخ ٌزغُت

ؤدسوذ تمبِبً ثإْ ٘زٖ الدشح عزىىْ ِٓ الدشاد اٌتي عُغٍك الله فُهب َذٖ 
 .ٗ فُهبوػؼزُلذ ػًٍ ِب 

لذ وػؼٕب ؿفٍزُٕب في َذ الله ثؼذ، ٌىٓ " ثزغٍ"ٔب وؤفي الحمُمخ، لم ٔىٓ 
لم َىٓ ٌٕب خُبس بلا ؤْ ٔمجً ِب اخزبس ٘ى الله ٘ى ِٓ فؼً رٌه، و
فذوسٔب في ؤْ ٔؼغ ؿفٍزُٕب في َذٌ الله لم . بحىّزٗ الدزٕبُ٘خ ؤْ َفؼً
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 Your brother in the Lord, 
 
        
  Greg 
 
  There. It was finished. Having a child or children die is 

something unnatural. I do not have anything with which I can compare 

it. I have found that although you can enjoy life again, you can never 

completely get over having a child or children die. Part of your 

deepest heart will always contain a hole. I marvel at how it is possible 

for someone to endure a child’s death without leaning on the love of 

Jesus. People do it every day, but for the life of me I cannot bring 

myself to perceive how they do.  

  Usually nobody knows what to say when someone’s child 

dies, and usually nobody knows what to say especially to the pastor 

when he is among the grieving. I wrote to the church to try to give the 

death of our twins the proper perspective, and as I mentioned, I wrote 

for myself as much as I did for them. I meant what I wrote then, and I 

stand by it today. Nothing has changed. 

  I had stepped into the ever-expanding society of mourners 

and sufferers. I had rarely been there before and never on this level. It 

is not a realm you enter voluntarily. Still, in the midst of my 

overwhelming grief the underlying support and love of God were 

evident in a manner I never knew existed. Although the death of our 

twins was the greatest sorrow I had ever experienced, I could not 

break through the quarry rock of God’s support of me. I existed in a 

composite of grief and grace, mourning and peace, heartache and 

hope—and I have never felt so infinitely loved by God as I did during 

this time.  

  I had weathered my trial, or stated more accurately, God had 

sustained me through it. I expected to continue with both life and 

وبْ وبْ . الخنًَزؾمك بلا ؽنٌ ؤدسوٕب ؤْ الله ٘ى الله، وؤْ الله فُٗ وً 
ِٓ اْفؼً ؤْ َىىْ ِغىٓ اٌـفٍزنٌ اْثذٌ ٌذَٗ،  الله لذ اسرإي ؤْ

وبْ ٘زا ؤعبط بيمبٕٔب . ّبوٌذ بهّب ٔثُهّب اٌغفٍُظ ٌٕب بلا ؤْ ٔؼه
 .ٔب في الدغُؼ َغىعوسعبئ

ػٓ ِذي لزجزٕب لذب وػٓ " ٌىسَٓ"وٕذ ِٕز عبػبد لذ ؤػشثذ لاثٕتي 
ولٍذ لذب ثإْ بػـبئٍ الحٍىي ؤو ػذِٗ ٌُظ بحبي . عؼُٕب ٌٓفؼً لذب

وَجذو ؤني سبدب وٕذ ؤلىي ٘زٖ . ِٓ اْؽىاي ِاششاً ػًٍ لزجتي لذب
فّشح ؤخشي َىعٗ . اٌظغنًح ّبد ٌفبئذح ٔفغٍ ؤوضش ِٓ فبئذح اثٕتياٌىٍ

فّؾجخ الله ْثٕبئٗ لم رؼٍٓ في وٍّبد وؽٍ . اٌشة وٍّبد وػظٍ بلي
 ش٘ٓ ػٕهب في الدىد اٌىفبسٌ لاثٕٗ اٌىؽُذٗ ثالله الدمذط فمؾ، ٌىٕ

ثشؼىس ؤْ رشب٘ذ ِىد اثٕه،  بًػٍّوضش ثً ؤْ الله ٘ى اْ .َغىع
٘ٓ ػٓ لزجزٗ ٌٕب ٌُظ الله ثش ، ٌىَٓزذخً في ؤَخ لحظخ ثةِىبٔٗ ؤْ ْووب

ثٕبءٖ فمؾ، ٌىٓ ؤَؼبً ِٓ خلاي ؤِىس ػذَذح في ؽُبرٕب لا ثإْ عؼٍٕب ؤ
فّؾجزٗ ٌٕب لا رمىَ ػًٍ وعىد اٌـفٍنٌ اٌزىؤَ في ثُزٕب . يمىٓ بؽظبئ٘ب

 .ؤو في ثُزٗ
 
 !"ػغ وٍُهّب في َذٌ"

 ".ٌمذ فؼٍٕب َب سة، ؤشىشن ْٔه رؼزني بهّب" 
 
ٍِ لَا رَؾِضَُٔىا " َٓ، ٌِىَ ِٓ عِهَخِ اٌشَّالِذَِ ِِ ِٔخِىَحُ  ْْ رَغِهٍَُىا ؤََُّهَب ا َّ لَا ؤُسَِذُ ؤَ صُ

ُِ َٓ لَا سَعَبءَ ٌَهُ ََ،  .وَبٌْجَبلِنٌَ اٌَّزَِ َِبدَ وَلَب َّ ََغُىعَ  ُٓ ؤَ ِِ ْْ وَُّٕب ُٔاِ ُٗ بِ ََّْٔ
ُ٘ َْ ثَُِغُىعَ، عَُُؾِؼِشُ ُٗفَىَزٌِهَ اٌشَّالِذُو َِؼَ ُِ . ُُ الُله ؤََِؼّب  فَةََِّٕٔب َٔمُىيُ ٌَىُ

َّخِ اٌشَّةِّ َِغٍِءِ اٌشَّةِّ، لَا َٔغِجِكُ 3 ٘زَا ثِىٍَِ َْؽَُِبءَ اٌْجَبلِنٌَ بًٌَِ  ُٓ ا بََِّٕٔب َٔؾِ
َٓ َِلَائِىَخٍ وَثُىقِ الِله، . اٌشَّالِذَِ ُٗ ثِهُزَبفٍ، ثِظَىِدِ سَئُِظِ  َّ اٌشَّةّ ََٔفْغَ َْ
َْ ؤَوَّلًا عَىِفَ ُِى َّغُِؼِ عََُمُى ِِىَادُ فٍِ اٌْ َْ َّبءِ وَا َٓ اٌغَّ ِِ ُٓ  .ََِٕضِيُ  َّ َٔؾِ صُ

ُّلَالَبحِ اٌشَّةِّ فٍِ  ُِ فٍِ اٌغُّؾُتِ ٌِ َِؼَهُ ُِّؼّب  َـفُ عَ َْؽَُِبءَ اٌْجَبلِنٌَ عَُٕخِ ا
َِغَ اٌشَّةِّ َّ ؽِنٌٍ  ُْ وُ ُِ ثَؼِؼّب ٌِزٌِهَ ػَضُّوا . اٌْهَىَاءِ، وَ٘ىَزَا َٔىُى ثَؼِؼُىُ

َِ  ".ثِهزَا اٌْىَلَا
 31-331 4رغبٌىُٔىٍ  3
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ministry. A few months later, I left the church in Maryland and moved 

my family to North Carolina. My brother had built us a house, mostly 

because the twins would have made us a family of six. We signed the 

contract for the house on a Monday; the twins died three days later on 

Thursday. We could not explain the timing, but we knew it was no 

practical joke with God. While pastoring the church, I was also a 

professor at Washington Bible College. After the twins died, I still 

taught at the college, commuting from North Carolina on Tuesday 

nights and back home in time for supper on Friday.  

  An additional chapter was added almost two years later 

when I encountered sorrow’s twin sister, suffering. Having just 

completed teaching a two-week summer school session at the college, 

I returned home for the start of summer break, and I was bursting with 

plans and activities. My plans soon changed. I awoke the first morning 

that I was home and literally fell on my face. Only with much effort 

could I walk at all. I had been involved in athletics all of my life and 

figured maybe I had a small stress fracture from my run of the 

previous day. A red dot about the size of a large pea appearing on the 

base of the big toe on my right foot was the only symptom.  My 

condition, however, rapidly worsened. Soon, my entire right foot was 

massively swollen and had turned a sickening blue-black hue. I spent 

almost a week in the hospital as multiple doctors performed countless 

tests and procedures attempting to identify what was so viciously 

attacking me. In the mean time, the mysterious assailant spread 

throughout my body: both feet, both ankles, my right knee, both hips, 

my left wrist, some of my fingers, and even my jawbone. Massive 

swelling and excruciating pain intensified as the unknown marauder 

invaded each new body part. After a long process of elimination, the 

doctors determined I had rheumatoid arthritis, and had it quite 

 .ٌمذ وٕزُ ثشوخ ورؼضَخ ػظُّخ لحُبرٕب. ٌُجبسوىُ اٌشة
 ؤخىوُ في اٌشة

 "عشَظ"
 

ٌُظ ثبِْش اٌؼبدٌ بؿلالبً، ولا يمىٕني ؤْ  هِىد ؿفٍ! أزهً اِْش
ثةِىبٔه  فمذ اوزشفذ ثإٔٗ سغُ ؤْ. ؤِش آخشؤلبسْ اٌزغشثخ ثإٌ 

ؼىدح ٌٍزّزغ ثبلحُبح صبُٔخ، ٌىٓ ٌٓ َىىْ ثةِىبٔه ٔغُبْ اِْش وؤْ اٌ
. بر عُىىْ ٕ٘بن ٕ٘بن ثمخ صمت في ؤػّبق لٍجه. رؼؼٗ خٍفه ِـٍمبً

وؤٔب ؽمُمخ ؤػغت ٌىُف يمىٓ ْؽذ ِب ؤْ يحزًّ ِىد اثٕٗ دوْ 
ٌىٓ ٘زا يحذس في وً َىَ ولا يمىٕني ؤْ . الارىبء ػًٍ لزجخ الدغُؼ

 .ت وُف ثةِىبنهُ ٘زاؤعؼً ػمٍٍ َغزىػ
ولا ؤؽذ  ،ىد ؿفً ؤؽذ ِبؤؽذ َؼٍُ ِب اٌىاعت لىٌٗ ػٕذِب يمولا 

ٌشاػٍ اٌىُٕغخ ثبْخض ؽنٌ َىىْ ٘ى اٌشخض  ٗلىٌيجت َؼٍُ ِب 
ِٔىبْ ؤْ ٕٔظش بلى ِىد اٌـفٍزنٌ بوزجذ ٌٍىُٕغخ ٌىٍ َىىْ ث. الدزإلم

ؤوزت ثبٌـشَمخ اٌىاعجخ، ووّب لٍذ لجلًا فإٔب وزجذ ٌٕفغٍ لجً ؤْ 
فٍُ . ولذ وٕذ ؤػني ِب وزجذ ولا صٌذ ٍِزضِبً ثٗ بلى اٌُىَ. ٌٍىُٕغخ

 .َزغنً شٍء
ٌمذ دخٍذ ٌزىٌ بلى لرزّغ الدزإلدنٌ والمحضؤنٌ اٌزٌ لم ؤلشثٗ لجلًا، ؤو 

ٌىٓ . فهزا ػبلم لا رذخٍٗ ثةسادره. ػًٍ اْلً ٌُظ ػًٍ ٘زا الدغزىي
واػؾنٌ ثـشَمخ  ُٖذؼؼلدٍ وؽضني اٌشذَذ وبٔذ لزجخ الله ورؤفي وعؾ 

وِغ ؤْ ِىد اٌـفٍزنٌ وبْ ؤوبر فبعؼخ  .لم ؤػهذ٘ب ؤو ؤػٍُ بهب ِٓ لجً
فمذ وٕذ في ؽبٌخ . رؼشػذ لذب، ٌىني لم ؤشهّ ؤثذاً في رؼؼُذ الله لي

لسزٍـخ ِٓ أؽغبط ثبلحضْ وثبٌٕؼّخ، ثبْلم واًِْ، ِٓ أؽغبط 
ً بدمذاس لزجخ ثبٌفبعؼخ وأؽغبط ثبٌغلاَ،  وّب ؤني لم ؤؽظ ِٓ لج

 .الله لي وّب ؤؽغغذ في رٌه اٌىلذ
 

فمذ . ٌمذ اعزضد اٌزغشثخ، ؤو ثزؼجنً ؤطؼّ، ٌمذ ؤػبٔني الله ػًٍ اعزُبص٘ب
ثؼذ ػذح ؤشهش . رىلؼذ ؤْ ؤعزّش في ؽُبتي الاػزُبدَخ وفي ؽُبح الخذِخ

وبْ . رشوذ اٌىُٕغخ في ِنًَلأذ وأزمٍذ ثؼبئٍتي بلى شمبي وبسوٌُٕب
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severely. It would be more accurate not to say that I had rheumatoid 

arthritis, but rather that “it had me.” 

  I became virtually crippled for three months and on 

disability for seven. I eventually progressed to walking with a cane. 

Only after about a year could I attempt to wear shoes without getting 

nauseated. During the initial stages of arthritis, I learned a new 

definition of the depths of physical pain as my condition continually 

worsened for a while after I left the hospital. The arthritis became so 

bad that I could not lie in bed; my only “comfortable” position was in 

a recliner that we had downstairs. Surprisingly, the pain was not on a 

constant level, but would instead peak and recede. For some reason 

my most severe pain began at about four o’clock in the morning. 

Throbbing would begin, intensify into frenzy, and then gradually level 

off about four hours later. During the throbbing, the sensation was 

similar to having my bones broken about every fifteen seconds. Being 

so engulfed in pain, I could not isolate what hurt—I hurt. Sometimes 

the prescription painkillers deadened the pain; sometimes they did not. 

I would break out into a full-body sweat, pass in and pass out of 

consciousness, not knowing whether I had previously passed out, and 

if so, for how long. I would grovel in the chair or on the floor, thankful 

that my children, who were six and five at that time, were asleep 

upstairs and did not have to see me in this condition. They knew that 

Daddy was sick, but they were oblivious to the severity of the disease. 

After the throbbing ceased, I spent the remainder of the day trying to 

walk, and it felt as though each foot had several broken bones. At the 

early stages it took four to five hours to “loosen up.” Night would 

soon come, and the warfare would begin all over again. This was my 

normal routine for months. 

  I began to wonder if I would ever walk or even stand up 

وٕذ . ٌٕب ثُزبً ْٕٔب وٕب عٕظجؼ ػبئٍخ ِٓ عزخ ؤشخبصؤخٍ لذ ثنى 
ولؼذ ػمذ ثٕبء اٌجُذ َىَ الاصٕنٌ، وِبرذ اٌـفٍزبْ ثؼذ رٌه ثضلاصخ 

لم يمىٕٕب فهُ ِغضي رٌه اٌزىلُذ، ٌىٕٕب وٕب . ؤَبَ، ؤٌ َىَ الخُّظ
خلاي سػبَتي ٌٍىُٕغخ وٕذ . ٔؼٍُ ؤْ الله وبْ َزؼبًِ ِغ اِْش بجذَخ

وثؼذ ِىد . ٓ ٌٍىزبة الدمذطٕـر في وٍُخ واشؤَؼبً ؤػًّ وإعزب
اٌـفٍزنٌ اعزّشَذ ثؼٍٍّ في اٌزذسَظ بر وٕذ ؤر٘ت ٌشّبي وبسوٌُٕب 

 .ِغبء اٌضلاصبء وؤػىد ولذ اٌؼشبء َىَ الجّؼخ
ؤػُف فظً عذَذ لحُبتي ؽنٌ اخزبرد ؤَؼبً ؤِشاً ِىاصَبً ثؼذ عٕزنٌ، 

ٓ اٌزذسَظ اٌظُفٍ فجؼذ ؤْ أزهُذ ِٓ ؤعجىػنٌ ِ. لحضني، و٘ى الدؼبٔبح
في اٌىٍُخ ػذد ٌٍجُذ ْعً بعبصح طُفُخ ؽبفٍخ ثبلدخــبد 

ُمظذ في طجبػ ؤوي َىَ ِٓ زبر اعٌىٓ رغُّشد خــٍ، . وإٌشبؿبد
 .أعبصح ْرؼضش وؤعمؾ ػًٍ وعهٍ، وؤطجؾذ ؤِشٍ ثظؼىثخ ثبٌغخ

ؤني سبدب رؼشػذ  دفمذ وٕذ شخظبً سَبػُبً ؿىاي ؽُبتي، واػزمذ
ووبْ ظهىس ثمؼخ حمشاء . خ اٌشوغ في اٌُىَ اٌغبثكٌؼشس ثغُؾ ٔزُغ

. في ؽغُ ؽجخ اٌجبصَلاء ػًٍ ؤطجغ لذٍِ اْوبر ٘ى اٌؼبسع اٌىؽُذ
ٌىٓ ؽبٌتي ؤخزد ثبٌزذ٘ىس رذسيجُبً، بر اخزد لذٍِ اٌُّنى ثبلأزفبؿ 

ؤِؼُذ لضى . عشَؼبً ِزؾىٌخ بلى وزٍخ تمًُ بلى اٌٍىْ اْصسق اٌذاوٓ
وبرٍُلاد ػذَذح طبد ؤعشي اْؿجبء فؾى ؤعجىع في الدغزشفً ثُّٕب

ثُّٕب ؤخز ٘زا الذغىَ اٌغبِغ َٕزشش  ،ذس لييحلزبوٌنٌ اوزشبف ِب 
في ؤلضبء عغذٌ بلى وٍزب لذٍِ وولا اٌىبؽٍنٌ وسوجتي اٌُّنى ووسوٍ 

ووبْ الأزفبؿ . وسعغٍ اَْغش وثؼغ ؤطبثؼٍ وؽتى بلى ؽٕىٍ
اٌغبِغ َٕزشش بلى ؤلضبء الدظؾىة ثألاَ ِبرؽخ َضداد ثُّٕب وبْ الذغىَ 

شػُّخ ثؼذ عىٌخ ِـىٌخ ِٓ اعزجؼبد الحبلاد الدو. عذَذح ِٓ عغذٌ
المحزٍّخ خٍض اْؿجبء بلى ؤني ؤػبني ِٓ ؽبٌخ ِزفبلّخ ِٓ اٌزهبة 

سبدب وبْ ِٓ اْطؼ اٌمىي ثإني ؤطجؾذ ؤعنًاً ثبٌىبًِ لحبٌخ . الدفبطً
 .اٌزهبة الدفبطً ٘زٖ

لاصخ ؤشهش، ثم ؤطجؾذ ؤبرشن لضى صشخض ِشٍىي ؤطجؾذ بدضبثخ 
ثم برغٕذ ؽبٌتي بلى ؤْ ؤطجؼ ثةِىبني . ثشىً لزذود ٌٕؾى عجؼخ ؤشهش

. الدشٍ بدغبػذح ػىبص، وثؼذ لضى ػبَ وبًِ ؤطجؼ ثةِىبني أزؼبي ؽزاء
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straight again. Yet, as strange as it seems, and at the time of this 

writing the arthritis has improved tremendously, I never was really all 

that much concerned about it. As with the death of the twins, I felt the 

reassuring peace and presence of the Lord. I knew He was fully aware 

of both me and my illness. I also knew my arthritis was abnormally 

severe in its onset, so I figured it must somehow be part of God’s plan 

for my life. What I really wanted to do was preach again. I missed the 

treasure hunt of digging deeply into God’s Word on a weekly basis 

and the unspeakable joy of watching God use it first in my life and 

then in the lives of others. Not that one can bargain with God, but I 

told God that if I had my choice whether to preach again or to walk 

normally again, I would choose to preach. In simplest terms, I would 

rather preach while having arthritis than to walk normally and not 

preach. I do not write this as a bragging statement; it was merely the 

desire of my heart, and I believe God placed the desire there. 

  So I had a dose of both suffering and sorrow, but in my heart 

knew we had honored God. I fully expected Him to assign me my next 

ministry task. Since God had wonderfully blessed the previous ones I 

had been a part of, and since we had been tried by fire, I expected a 

substantially more extensive ministry. 

  Instead, exactly the opposite occurred. Far from having 

suffering and trials ending, they intensified as I unexpectedly stepped 

into the wilderness. The wilderness is a domain that I did not know 

existed. However, I was gradually learning. My first step in the 

learning process came when I listened to a Michael Card song entitled 

“In the Wilderness.” His song perfectly expressed where I was. Before 

that I viewed the wilderness as a place in the Bible such as where 

Satan tempted Jesus. I also know now from additional studies that “In 

the Wilderness” is what many Hebrew scholars called the Book of 

خلاي الدشاؽً اْولى ِٓ ِشع اٌزهبة الدفبطً رؼشفذ بلى ؤثؼبد 
تي عىءاً ثؼذ ثُّٕب اصدادد ؽبٌ عذَذح لم ؤػهذ٘ب ِٓ آلاَ الجغذ

رفبلُ اٌزهبة الدفبطً بلى دسعخ ِٕؼزني ِٓ و .ِغبدستي الدغزشفً
 وبْ اٌىػغ الدشَؼ اٌىؽُذ ٘ى الجٍىط ِغزشخُبً. الاعزٍمبء ػًٍ اٌغشَش

اِْش اٌغشَت ؤْ اْلم لم َغزّش . في اٌـبثك اْسػٍ ِبئً ػًٍ ِمؼذ
ٍِ ٌغجت ِب وبٔذ آلا. ػًٍ ِغزىي صبثذ، ثً وبْ َزفبلُ ثم َٕؾغش

اْشذ رجزذؤ لضى اٌشاثؼخ طجبؽبً، بر وبْ اْلم َجزذؤ ثٕجؼبد رزـىس 
وبْ اٌشؼىس . لم ِبرػ َٕؾغش رذسيجُبً ثؼذ لضى ؤسثغ عبػبد ؤثؼذ٘ب بلى

وبْ . صبُٔخ 31ثٕجؼبد اْلم ٘زٖ َشجٗ اٌشؼىس ثؼظبٍِ رٕىغش في وً 
وبٔذ .  اٌشؼىس ثبْلم ؿبغُبً ٌذسعخ ؤػغض فُهب ػٓ تمُُض ِظذسٖ

وٕذ ؤطبة ثٕىثبد . دوَخ الدغىٕخ ٌٓلم رؼًّ ؤؽُبٔبً وٌُظ دائّبًاْ
وٕذ  جىثخ وؤعزُمظ ِٕهب دوْ ؤْ ؤػٍ ثإنيِٓ اٌزؼشُق ثم ؤدخً في غُ

وٕذ ؤتمشؽ في الدمؼذ ؤو ػًٍ . غبئجبً ػٓ اٌىػٍ وٌْ فزشح ِٓ اٌىلذ
َٓ ُٔبَ في اٌـبثك اٌؼٍىٌ وغنً ِؼـش ؤؿفبلياْسع، شبوشاً لحمُمخ ؤْ 

في ػّش الخبِغخ واٌغبدعخ في  بوبٔبر   في ٘زٖ الحبٌخ الدضسَخ،ٌشئَتي
وبٔب َؼٍّبْ ؤْ ؤثُهّب ِشَغ، ٌىٕهّب لم َؼٍّب ؿجُؼخ و ه اٌىلذ،رٌ

ثؼذ رىلف ٔىثبد اْلم وٕذ ٌجمُخ إٌهبس ؤؽبوي اٌىلىف ػًٍ . الدشع
في . وٕذ ؤؽظ ووإْ اٌؼظبَ في لذِبٌ وبٔذ ِىغىسح. ٍُلذِ

بء َغزغشق لضى بْ اٌىطىي ثمذٍِ لحبٌخ اعزشخِشاؽً الدشع اْولى و
ٌُؾً الدغبء عشَؼبً وٌزجذؤ عىٌخ عذَذ ِٓ  ؤسثغ ؤو خمظ عبػبد،

 .وبْ ٘زا ثشٔبلرٍ اٌُىٍِ ؿىاي ػذح ؤشهش. الحشة ِغ اْلم
ٌىني . ثذؤد ؤرغبءي بْ وبْ عُىىْ ثةِىبني اٌىلىف ؤو الدشٍ صبُٔخ

ػٕذِب ثذؤد بهزٖ فىعئذ ثجذاَخ الضغبس ؤػشاع الدشع ثشىً وجنً 
ِىد اٌـفٍزنٌ، ثذؤد ؤؽظ بحؼىس اٌشة  ووّب في ؽبي. اٌىزبة
وّب ػٍّذ ثةْ . وٕذ ػًٍ َمنٌ ثإٔٗ ػبلم ثظشوفي وبدشػٍ. ورإَُذٖ

ؽبٌخ ِشػٍ الدزمذِخ ٌُغذ ؤِشاً شبئؼبً، فإدسوذ ثإْ اِْش لا ثذ وؤْ 
ْ ؤػظ صبُٔخ، ووٕذ ؤود ٌى ثةِىبني ؤ. َىىْ عضءاً ِٓ خـخ الله لحُبتي

فمذ اشزمذ بلى اٌجؾش ػُّمبً في وٕىص وٍّخ الله في وً ؤعجىع، ػذا 
. في ؽُبح بخىتيوػٓ اٌفشػ اٌغبِش ٌشئَتي رإصنً اٌىٍّخ في ؽُبتي ؤولًا 
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Numbers, based on the fourth word of the Hebrew Bible. “In the 

Wilderness” is much more expressive of a description than the rather 

bland designation of Numbers. I understand much more about the 

wildnerness now than I did. 

The wilderness is not a place as much as it is a condition. 

Nonetheless, it is quite real. Often we will seek to be with God away 

from the distractions and problems of our everyday life. We call this a 

retreat, or to some, communion with God. What makes the wilderness 

the wilderness is the appearance of the lack of God’s presence. It is 

that baffling condition of going from spiritual light into spiritual 

darkness, and often you do not realize you are there until you are in its 

midst. At that time I had been in a teaching and pastoring ministry for 

over ten years, and I know that nothing—nothing—can separate us 

from the love of God in Christ Jesus. While I understand and 

acknowledge that I am a sinner saved by grace and have many areas of 

my Christian life that fall short of God’s desire, still I was actively 

seeking God and His work in my life. I was not a Jonah—I was a Paul. 

Yet, this juncture was unlike any that I had previously encountered. 

For almost eight months it was though for some unknown reason to 

me, God did not desire fellowship with me any longer. I felt as though 

a close friend were mad at me and had marked me off his list of close 

associates without letting me know why or what I had done to cause 

this. The wilderness is extremely painful, and it is extremely lonely. 

You do not have to be in a prison, in isolation, or under persecution. 

Family and friends can surround you in the comfort of your own 

home, and you still remain in the wilderness. In some ways, this was 

more painful than the death of our twins or the ravages of arthritis. I 

was more confused than I had been at any time since I began 

following Christ. I could not explain to others what I was experiencing 

ؤػٍ ثإٔٗ لا يمىٕٕب اٌزفبوع ِغ الله، ٌىني وٕذ ؤلىي لله ثإني ؤفؼً ثإْ 
سح ػًٍ الدشٍ َىىْ ثةِىبني ؤْ ؤػظ وؤػٍُّ ػًٍ ؤْ رىىْ لي اٌمذ

ً ثإْ ؤػٍُّ وٍّخ الله وؤٔب ِظبة ثبٌزهبة ثجغبؿخ، وٕذ ؤفؼّ. صبُٔخ
ت ٘زا ثمظذ وؤٔب لا ؤوز. الدفبطً ػًٍ ؤْ ؤِشٍ ثشىً ؿجُؼٍ

ػزمذ ؤْ الله ٘ى ِٓ ؤفؼلًا سغجخ لٍبي، وؤٔب  الافزخبس، ثً وبٔذ ٘زٖ
 .وػغ في لٍبي ٘زٖ اٌشغجخ

 
عشػخ ِٓ الدؼبٔبح، ٌىني وٕذ  فمذ رؼشػذ براً بلى عشػخ ِٓ اْلم وبلى

ؤػٍُ في لٍبي ثإٕٔب وّٕب ٔىشَ الله في ؽُبرٕب ورىلؼذ ِٕٗ ؤْ ثإْ َؼذّني 
وبدب ؤْ الله وبْ لذ ثبسن الخذِبد اْخشي . ٌٍّشؽٍخ الدمجٍخ ِٓ خذِتي

اٌتي شبسوذ بهب، وبدب ؤٕٔب لذ اِزؾّٕب ثبٌٕبس، رىلؼذ ؤْ َىٍفني الله 
 . بخذِخ راد دوس ؤػّك

ٓ أزهبء بذشثتي اْلم والدؼبٔبح، ػ ؼىظ تمبِبً ؽذس، فجؼُذاًٌىٓ اٌ
اٌبرَخ ٍ٘ و .رؼبػفذ اٌزغشثخ ثذخىلي بلى اٌبرَخ دوْ ؤدنى رىلغ ِني

شثخ  وٕذ ؤرؼٍُّ، وفشطخ اْولى في بذٌىني. لربي لم ؤوٓ ؤػٍُ ثىعىدٖ
 "ِبَىً وبسد"ّؼذ بلى رشُّٔخ ثظىد اٌزؼٍُّ ٘زٖ وبٔذ ؽنٌ اعز

وبٔذ رشُّٔزٗ رظف تمبِبً الدشؽٍخ اٌتي وٕذ ؤِش ". برَخفي اٌ"ػٕىانهب 
في الدبػٍ، وٕذ ؤػزبر اٌبرَخ ِىبٔبً وبْ َزوشٖ اٌىزبة الدمظ . فُهب

ِٓ   ؤػٍُ اِْوّب ؤني. اٌشُـبْ َغىع ٗوبلدىبْ اٌزٌ عشّة فُ
٘ى ؤَؼبً اعُ َـٍمٗ اٌُهىد ػًٍ عفش " في اٌبرَخ"دساعبد ؤػّك ثإْ 

ٌّ اٌؼذد ثٕبء ػًٍ اٌىٍّخ " في اٌبرَخ. "اٌشاثؼخ ِٓ اٌىزبة الدمذط اٌؼبر
. المجشدح" اٌؼذد"غفش ثشىً ؤفؼً ِٓ وٍّخ ٌرؼجنً دلُك عذاً َظف ا

 .عذاً لشب وٕذ ؤػٍُ لجلًا ؤوضش" اٌبرَخ"ػٓ اِْ ؤػٍُ وؤطجؾذ 
. واٌبرَخ ٌُغذ ِىبٔبً ثمذس ِب ٍ٘ ؽبٌخ، ٌىٕهب ِغ رٌه ؽمُمُخ عذاً

ىْ ِغ الله ثؼُذاً ػٓ ِشغىٌُبد ففٍ اٌغبٌت لضٓ ٔغؼً ْْ ٔى
ِغ  اٌششوخوِشبوً ؽُبرٕب اٌُىُِخ، ولضٓ ٔغٍّ ٘زٖ الحبٌخ ثبلخٍىح ؤو 

ٌىٓ ِب يجؼً اٌبرَخ ثشَخ ؽمبً ٘ى ِب َجذو ػٍُهب ِٓ اخزفبء لحؼىس . الله
اٌتي رٕزمً فُهب ِٓ إٌىس اٌشوؽٍ بلى اٌظٍّخ اٌغشَجخ فهٍ رٍه الحبٌخ . الله

في . هً ثإٔه في رٍه الحبٌخ ؽتى رظجؼ غبسلبً فُهباٌشوؽُخ، وغبٌجبً ِب بذ
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because I could not adequately explain it to myself. I had reached an 

insurmountable wall. I had nowhere to go, and no way out, completely 

devoid of any direction or light. And by all means the hardest part of 

all—no apparent fellowship with God. 

  My prayer life changed considerably during this wilderness 

segment, being marked repeatedly by tears and anguish. Often I would 

speak intensely to the Lord—and for hours. In trying to explain to 

others what it was like, the best example I could think of was the 

Apostle Paul. In Colossians 2:1 Paul wrote of how great a “struggle” 

he had for those at Colossae and Laodicea. He used the Greek word 

agon, which is where we get our word “agony.” What Paul referred to 

was his agonizing prayer for those at Laodicea. This one verse offers a 

glimpse into just how arduous true prayer can be. When was the last 

time you would describe your own prayer life as agonizing? If you 

want to be humbled further, when was the last time you would use the 

word “agony” to characterize your prayer life on behalf of others? If 

you want to feel totally unworthy, when was the last time you would 

describe your prayer life as agonizing on behalf of others whom you 

do not know? Paul had never met the Colossians or Laodiceans, yet he 

was consumed by agonizing prayer in their behalf. To top it off, Paul 

ministered his agonizing prayer while he himself was imprisoned in 

Rome. I have not consistently arrived at the last two levels of 

sacrificial prayer yet, but prayer for me became agonizing—and 

prolonged. I do not know what it was like for Jacob to wrestle with 

God, and there was no accompanying physical manifestation, but 

wrestling with God was what I perceived was occurring. Instead of 

God being the Paraclete or Helper, He seemed like the opponent. 

Instead of assisting and uplifting, He held me down and held me 

away—and I did not like or appreciate it at all. 

ٍّ ؤوضش ِٓ ػشش عٕىاد في خذِخ  رٌه اٌىلذ وٕذ لذ ِؼً ػٍ
لزجخ الله في  ٓاٌزؼٍُُ واٌشػبَخ، ووٕذ ؤػٍُ ؤْ لا شٍء َفظٍٕب ؤثذاً ػ

ُِخٍض ثبٌٕؼّخ . الدغُؼ َغىع وثُّٕب وٕذ اػٍُ وؤدسن ثإني خبؿئ 
ّّ ب َشَذٖ الله لحُبتي اٌشوؽُخ، ٌىٕني فمؾ ِغ رمظنً في ٔىاػ وضنًح ػ

ً فإٔب لم ؤوٓ َىٔبْ، ث. وٕذ لا صٌذ ؤعؼً عب٘ذاً ٌؼًّ الله في ؽُبتي
َىٓ وإٌ ؤِش اخزبررٗ في ؽُبتي  ٌىٓ ِب وٕذ ؤِش ثٗ لم! وٕذ ثىٌظ

فٍّذح ثمبُٔخ ؤشهش، وٌغجت ؤعهٍٗ، ؤؽغغذ ثإْ الله لم َؼذ . ِٓ لجً
وإْ طذَمٍ الدمشة ؤؽغغذ و. َشَذ ؤٌ ٔىع ِٓ اٌششوخ ِؼٍ

غبػت ِني وؽزفني ِٓ لبئّخ ِؼبسفٗ دوْ ؤْ َؼٍّني بدب فؼٍذ ؤو 
واٌبرَخ ؽبٌخ ِالدخ عذاً ورُشؼش الدشء . ثبٌغجت اٌزٌ دػبٖ بلى رٌه

ثبٌىؽذح بلى ؽذ وجنً، دوْ ؤْ رىىْ وؽُذاً، ؤو في عغٓ أفشادٌ، ؤو 
في ثُزه فُّىٓ ؤْ رىىْ لزبؿبً ثبٌؼبئٍخ واْطذلبء . ػشػخ ٌلاػـهبد

ثشىً ِب، وبْ ٘زا اْؽغبط . ثُّٕب لا صٌذ برظ ثإٔه في اٌبرَخ
. َالدني ؤوضش ِٓ ِىد اٌـفٍزنٌ وؤوضش ِٓ ِؼبٔبتي ِغ اٌزهبة الدفبطً
وبْ الحبي ِشثىبً لي ؤوضش ِٓ ؤٌ ِشؽٍخ في ؽُبتي ِٕز ؤْ اثزذؤد 

لم يمىٕني ؤْ ؤفغّش ٌّخشَٓ ِب وٕذ ؤؽظّ ثٗ ْٔٗ . سؽٍتي ِغ الدغُؼ
وٕذ لذ وطٍذ ؽبعضاً لا . ثةِىبني ؤْ ؤفغشٖ تمبِبً ٌٕفغٍَىٓ  لم

يمىٓ اعزُبصٖ، دوْ ِىبْ ٌلاٌزفبف ؤو ٌٍخشوط ِٓ ٘زٖ الحبٌخ، دوْ 
وثبٌـجغ وبْ الجضء اْطؼت في ٘زا وٍٗ ٘ى أؼذاَ . ؤٌ ٔىس ؤو ٘ذاَخ

 .اٌششوخ ِغ الله
 ٍُِئبً ولزبًرغُّش ولذ طلاتي ثشىً وجنً خلاي ؽبٌخ اٌبرَخ ٘زٖ، ٌُظجؼ 

وفي . فغبٌجبً ِب وٕذ ؤخبؿت الله بحذّح ٌغبػبد. ثبٌذِىع وثبْلم
لزبوٌتي ٌزفغنً ؽبٌتي ٌّخشَٓ وبْ ؤفؼً ِب يمىٕني اٌزفىنً ثٗ ٘ى 

ؽُش َىزت اٌشعىي ػٓ عهبدٖ  339اٌشعىي ثىٌظ في وىٌىعٍ 
ْعً اٌزَٓ في وىٌىعٍ وفي لاودوُخ ؽُش اعزخذَ اٌىٍّخ اٌلارُُٕخ 

وِب . لالصٍُضَخفي ا" اْلم اٌشذَذ"ؤو  "الدؼبٔبح"زّذ وٍّخ اٌتي ِٕهب ٔغ
ْعً ؤوٌئه اٌزَٓ في " الدزالدخ"٘ى طلارٗ  وبْ َشنً بٌُٗ ثىٌظ

فهزٖ اَِخ رؼـُٕب فىشح ػٓ اْلم اٌزٌ يمىٓ ؤْ َىىْ في . ودوُخلا
رظف فُهب طلاره ثبٌظلاح ِتى وبٔذ آخش ِشح يمىٕه ؤْ . طلارٕب
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  Part of the pain during this time came from what others 

unwittingly said to me, but I knew that God knew. As mentioned, my 

brother built us a wonderful house, partly with the twins in mind. 

Friends would compliment us on our house and comment on how 

blessed we were by God. Deep inside I boiled in turmoil. I didn’t want 

the house—I wanted our twins. People who saw me crippled would 

see me months later walking or even running again and would praise 

God before me for His wonderful faithfulness to me in restoring my 

health. Again the dull ache of sadness permeated throughout me. I 

didn’t want to walk; I wanted to preach—and I knew that God knew. 

Similar to my arthritis scenario, this became my normal routine for 

months: I would pray for one thing, and God would give me exactly 

the opposite. God sustained us and met our physical needs, but the 

secret desires and passions of the heart were never met. Ministry 

opportunities vanished before my eyes. Students whom I had taught 

years before would excitedly call or write to inform me of their first 

pastorate, mission placement, or teaching ministry. They would inform 

me about how great things were going, and then they would thank me 

for making such a profound contribution to their lives. Although their 

situation delighted me, and it warmed me to have played some part in 

their spiritual growth, I failed to see why God no longer used me. It 

was not that I was better than they were; it was only that God had used 

me before, but now He chose not to. I felt as though He had forgotten 

all about me. While former students actively worked in their new 

ministries, I sat on the sidelines and watched available positions for 

which I had applied turn me down. Frequently the human references I 

had were of such a magnitude it would be most unlikely that I would 

not receive the invitation to minister there. Despite this, each ministry 

possibility would evaporate before me. I would return to agonizing 

تى وبٔذ آخش ِشح ذ ِٓ الارؼبع، فّرشغت بدضَوبْ وٕذ ؤْ  الدزالدخ؟
اِخشَٓ؟ ْعً ٌزظف فُهب طٍىاره " ِزالدخ"اعزخذِذ فُهب وٍّخ 

شح وبْ وٕذ رشغت ثإْ رشؼش ثؼذَ الاعزؾمبق، فّتى وبٔذ آخش ِ
خ ُٔبثخ ػٓ آخشَٓ ٌغذ ؽتى وطفذ فُهب طلاره ثبٌظلاح الدزإلد

ودوُنٌ ؤو لارؼشفهُ؟ لم َىٓ ثىٌظ لذ اٌزمً ؽتى رٌه الحنٌ اٌ
اٌىىٌىعنٌ، ٌىٕٗ وبْ ِغزغشلبً في طلاح ِزالدخ ْعٍهُ ثُّٕب وبْ ٘ى 

غزىَنٌ ِٓ رَٕه الدوؤٔب شخظُبً لم ؤطً بلى . ٔفغٗ في عغٕٗ في سوِب
فإٔب . ثبٌٕغجخ لي ؤِشاً ِالدبً اٌظلاح الدؼؾُّخ ثؼذ، ٌىٓ اٌظلاح ؤطجؾذ

ٌ دوْ ؤ لم ؤخزبر ِب وبْ شؼىس َؼمىة ػٕذ طشاػٗ ِغ الله، ٌىٓ
. ح، وبْ اٌظشاع ِغ الله ٘ى ِب وٕذ ؤخزبرٖػلاِبد عغّبُّٔخ ظب٘ش

فجذلًا ِٓ ؤْ َىىْ الله ٘ى اٌشوػ الدؼضٌ والدؼنٌ، ثذا ولي وإٔٗ 
. وثذلًا ِٓ ؤْ َؼُٕني وَشفؼني، ثذا ووإٔٗ يحجـني ؤو َجؼذني ػٕٗ. خظٍّ

 .وؤٔب لم َشق لي ٘زا اٌشؼىس ؤثذاً
لذ عججٗ ِب وبْ َمىٌٗ اٌجؼغ بجهً لي، وبْ عضء ِٓ اْلم في ٘زا اٌى

وّب روشد لجلا، وبْ ؤخٍ لذ . ٌىني وٕذ ؤػٍُ ؤْ الله َشي وَؼٍُ
ووبْ اْطمبء َجذوْ . ثنى ٌٕب ثُزبً سائؼبً اعزؼذاداً ٌمذوَ اٌـفٍزنٌ

ٌىني وٕذ في . بػغببهُ بدٕضٌٕب ِؼٍمنٌ ػًٍ ِذي بؽغبْ الله بٌُٕب
! اٌجُذ، ثً ؤسدد اٌـفٍزنٌ في طشاع شذَذ، بر لم ؤسد غٍٍداخٍٍ ؤ

وؤوٌئه ِٓ سؤوني ِمؼذاً ثزإصنً الدشع سؤوني ثؼذ٘ب ثإشهش ؤِشٍ ؤو 
ؤسوغ، فىبٔىا َغجؾىْ الله ؤِبٍِ ْعً ؤِبٔزٗ ِؼٍ في شفبئٍ، 

فإٔبلم ؤسد ؤْ ؤِشٍ ثً . وػٕذ٘ب ؤَؼبً وبْ شؼىس الحضْ رارٗ َؼزظشني
. ٍُ سغجتي ٘زٖؤسدد ؤْ ؤػظ وؤػٍُّ اٌىزبة، ووٕذ ؤػٍُ ؤْ الله َؼ

وتمبِبً وّب ؽظً ِؼٍ في ؽبٌخ اٌزهبة الدفبطً، ؤطجؼ ٘زا اِْش عضءاً 
. ، بر وٕذ ؤطٍٍ ِْش ِب وَؼـُني الله ػىغٗ تمبِبًاٌُىٍِ ٍِٓ ثشٔبلر

ٌىٓ ٌُظ بحبعبد لٍىثٕب وا٘زُ بحبعبرٕب الجغذَخ، الله سػبٔب  فمذ
ُني، ووبْ وبٔذ اٌفشص الدزبؽخ لي ٌٍخذِخ رزلاشً ؤِبَ ػ. اٌذفُٕخ

ؿلاة اٌلا٘ىد اٌزٌ دسعّزهُ لجلًا َىزجىْ لي ثبثزهبط ػٓ ؤوي فشص 
وسغُ ؤْ ظشوفهُ ٘زٖ وبٔذ . شػبَخ اٌىٕبئظٌرزبػ لذُ في الخذِخ او 

 لم يمىٕنيبذٍت لي اٌفشػ، عؼُذاً ثإْ وبْ لي دوس في نمىُ٘ اٌشوؽٍ، 
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prayer in the depth of the pit, wondering why God would not have 

mercy on me and rescue me from my despair. 

  Although I do not blame them for this, one of the hardest 

things to endure during the wilderness was attending different 

churches, especially those who deem themselves a “seeker sensitive 

church.” “Praise songs”—which are misnamed because most of them 

are songs about us and what we intend to do for God (“We proclaim 

that the kingdom is here” . . . “I will go with Jesus” . . . “I will stand 

up for Him”), instead of songs about whom God is in essence and 

what He has done for us—were most difficult to endure. I would 

watch as the congregation enthusiastically sang about the Christian 

experience and how they would gladly take up their cross and follow 

Jesus. No sacrifice was too great—their victory assured—and how 

they would joyfully bask in the radiance of God’s presence each day 

of their lives. I would be thinking, “You don’t know what you’re 

singing. You just don’t know.” I would hear messages admonishing 

people to accept Jesus. “He will give you His unspeakable joy. You 

will continually feel His love and His presence. You’ll never feel 

alone again. Jesus will lead you and give you a sense of direction you 

currently lack. Life will have meaning and fullness and joy in it—all 

you have to do is give your life to Jesus and walk with Him.” And I 

would be ripped on the inside. It was not that what they said was 

wrong, it was only incomplete. I was walking with Jesus, but the 

elements of which they spoke were absent from my life—and I did not 

understand why. I thought how much better it would be to become a 

baby Christian all over again just to experience afresh God’s grace and 

presence, but I did not understand why He would care less for those 

who had walked with Him for years.  

  I would return again and again to the lonely isolation of 

 ٌُظ ثغجت ؤني. ؤْ ؤفهُ اٌغجت وساء ػذَ اعزخذاَ الله لي شخظُبً
ؤخزبس  ٗعزخذِني لجلًا، ٌىٕاوٕذ ؤفؼً ِٕهُ، ثً لحمُمخ ؤْ الله لذ 

وثُّٕب وبْ ؿلابي . شؼشد ووإٔٗ لذ ٔغُني تمبِبً. اِْ ؤٌّب َفؼً
في خذِزهُ الجذَذح، وٕذ ؤٔب ؤعٍظ ػًٍ ِمبػذ  ِغزغشلنٌاٌغبثمنٌ 

وغبٌجبً ِب وبٔذ . الدزفشعنٌ ؤشب٘ذ ِىالغ اٌؼًّ اٌتي رمذِذ لذب رشفؼني
بد اٌؼًّ اٌتي وبٔذ بحىصتي ػبٌُخ ٌذسعخ بذؼً ِٓ الدغزجؼذ ؤْ لا رىطُ

َزُ اخزُبسٌ، ٌىٓ سغُ ٘زا فمذ وبٔذ جمُغ فشص الخذِخ رزجخش ؤِبَ 
ٔبظشٌ، ووٕذ ؤػىد بلى طلاح اْلم راتهب ِزغبئلًا ػٓ عجت ػذَ سحمخ 

 .الله لي وػذَ بٔمبرٌ ِٓ ؽبٌخ اٌمٕىؽ اٌتي ؤػُشهب
ؤؽذ ؤطؼت اْشُبء برّلًا في وبْ ، فمذ ٌزٌه لا ؤٌىِهُوسغُ ؤني 

٘زٖ اٌبرَخ ٘ى اٌز٘بة بلى اٌىٕبئظ الدخزٍفخ، وثبْخض رٍه اٌىٕبئظ 
ٌٍّظٍنٌ، ؽُش َشنمىْ رشأُُ " ػبًِ عزة"اٌتي تهزُ ثإْ رىىْ 

ّّب "اٌزغجُؼ  اٌتي سمُذ بهزا الاعُ خـإ، ْنهب ؤغٍجهب رزؾذس ػٕب وػ
ّّب فؼٍٗ ٔشَذ ؤْ ٔفؼٍٗ ٔلذٕب ثذلًا ػٓ ؤْ رز ؾذس ػٓ الله وطفبرٗ وػ

فمذ وٕذ ؤسالت ثُّٕب  ،اٌىٕبئظ اْطؼت برٍّهب٘زٖ بٔذ و ."ْعٍٕب
ف، وػٓ وُف ثغشوس الحؼىس َشنمىْ ػٓ ؽُبتهُ الدغُؾُخ ثشغ

ِهّب وبٔذ اٌزؼؾُبد، ػبِٕنٌ  عُؾٍّىْ طٍُجهُ وساء َغىع
 وٕذ.  الأزظبس، وػٓ وُف عُزّزؼىْ بحؼىس الله في وً َىَ ؽُبتهُ

ّّب رزشنمىْ ث3ٗ ؤفىش لبئلًا ّغ زووٕذ ؤع!" ٌُظ ٌذَىُ ؤدنى فىشح ػ
عُّٕؾىُ َغىع بهغخ لا "ٌؼظبد رشغغ إٌبط ػًٍ لجىي َغىع لبئٍخ 

َؼجّش ػٕهب، وعزشؼش ثبعزّشاس بدؾجزٗ وبحؼىسٖ، وٌٓ رشؼش ثبٌىؽذح 
عُىىْ في الحُبح ِؼنى . َغىع عُمىدن وعُّٕؾه خـخ لحُبره. ؤثذاً

وً ِب ػٍُه ٘ى ؤْ رغٍُ ؽُبره ٌُغىع . ثبٌشػًوعؼبدح وشؼىس 
ْ ٌُْظ . ووٕذ ؤعزّغ ٌىً ٘زا وؤٔب ؤتمضق ِٓ اٌذاخً." ورؼُش ِؼٗ

فإٔب . ىبٍِخاٌٌُظ الحمُمخ ثً ْٔٗ َزفى٘ىْ ثٗ وبْ خـإً، وبٔىا ِب 
ٓ ِوٕذ ؤعنً ِغ َغىع، ٌىٓ اِْىس اٌتي َزؾذصىْ ػٕهب وبٔذ غبئجخ 

شد ثىُ عُىىْ ِٓ اْفؼً ٌى ؤٔني فىّ. ؽُبتي دوْ ؤْ ؤفهُ لدبرا
ذ ٌىٍ يمىٕني ؤْ ؤخزبر ٔؼّخ الله َوٕذ ؿفلًا في أيمبْ ِٓ عذ

ثٕىع ِٓ أهمبي ِغ الله وؽؼىسٖ ِٓ عذَذ، ٌىني لم ؤفهُ لدبرا َزؼبًِ 
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prayer. Repeatedly my prayer would be, “I do not understand. I do not 

understand.” One of my greatest heartaches was that as a father I have 

a deep and joyous relationship with my children. I also know Scripture 

teaches that God is our loving, heavenly Father as well. Yet, here was 

one of His children repeatedly calling out to Him in despair—but God 

would not answer. I told God, “Lord, I know you are a better Father 

than I am. Everything I do as a father, You are my role model: love, 

support, security, discipline, protection, and encouragement—I 

learned them all from You. But I do not have a parallel for what You 

are doing now. I cannot think of any situation where I would hold my 

children at arm’s length and not want to be with them when they 

sought me. I will not curse you, and I will not deny that You are my 

Lord and my God, but I do not like what You are doing. I would not 

treat my children the way You are treating me. I do not understand. I 

do not understand.” 

  At the height of this intense struggle, the college in which I 

used to teach invited me to speak in chapel. Even the week before I 

was scheduled to preach I still had not the remotest idea what the 

message would be. Somehow 1 Peter 5:10 came to mind as a 

possibility: “After you have suffered for a little while, the God of all 

grace who called you to His eternal glory in Christ, will Himself 

perfect, confirm, strengthen, and establish you.” Only a few weeks 

before, my family and I had survived a hurricane that did massive 

damage to our county and state. I knew the four words Peter used to 

describe what God would do were words of rebuilding and remaking, 

and in some cases making something right after extreme devastation. I 

asked, “Lord, what can I tell these people? I believe You and Your 

Word and know this is true, but I cannot speak experientially of this 

passage in my own life yet.” It greatly bothered me because for the 

 .رجؼىٖ ِٕز عٕىاد ؤوٌئه اٌزَٓ
ووٕذ ؤػىد ِشح ثؼذ اْخشي بلى وؽذتي وطٍىاتي اٌتي غبٌجبً ِب وبٔذ 

وبْ لي وإة  ٗوبٔذ ؤشذ ِب َالدني ٘ى ؤٔ!"  ٌغذ ؤفهُ! ٌُغذ ؤفه"
الدمذط ػلالخ لشزؼخ ػُّمخ ثإولادٌ، وّب ؤني وٕذ ؤػٍُ ثإْ اٌىزبة 

ت، ٌىٓ ٘ب ؤٔب ؤؽذ ؤولادٖ ؤطشؿ المحغّبوٌ اٌ ىٔبؤث٘ى ُ ثإْ الله َؼٍّ
َب سة ؤٔب ؤػٍُ ثإٔه "مٍذ لله ف. بٌُٗ ثُإط، دوْ ؤْ َؼنًني ؤٌ ا٘زّبَ

، ووً ِب ؤفؼٍٗ وإة، فإٔذ لي الدضبي اٌزٌ ؤؽززٌ في ؤة ؤفؼً ِني
ٌمذ رؼٍّذ . المحجخ واٌزشغُغ واٌؼّبْ واٌزإدَت والحّبَخ واٌزشغُغ

. ٌىني ٌُظ ٕ٘بن في ؽُبتي ِب َشبثٗ ِب رفؼٍٗ ِؼٍ اِْ. وً ٘زٖ ِٕه
لا يمىٕني اٌزفىنً ثإٌ ؽبٌخ يمىٕني فُهب ؤْ ؤسغت ثإْ ؤوىْ ثؼُذاً ػٓ 

ٌىني سغُ ٘زا ٌٓ ؤٔىشن، فإٔذ سبي وبلذٍ، . لدؼىٔزٗ َذػىنياثني ؽنٌ 
ٌىني لا ؤؽت اٌـشَمخ اٌزتي رزجؼهب ِؼٍ اِْ، فإٔب ٌٓ ؤػبًِ ؤؿفبلي ؤثذاً 

 !"ٌغذ ؤفهُ! ٌغذ ؤفهُ. ثبٌـشَمخ اٌتي رؼبٍِني بهب اِْ
وفي خؼُ ٘زا اٌظشاع، دػزني اٌىٍُخ اٌتي وٕذ ؤػٍُّ فُهب ْبرذس 

وفي اْعجىع اٌغبثك لدىػذ خذِتي لم َىٓ  .بٌُهُ في اعزّبع اٌؼجبدح
ّّب وٕذ عإبر ثبٌزؾذس ذس ثٗ، ٌىٓ خـش ثجبلي ٌذٌ ؤدنى فىشح ػ

ِّ فٍِ " 3:31ثـشط 3ِٓ َْثَذِ ِٖ ا َِغِذِ َّخٍ اٌَّزٌِ دَػَبَٔب بًٌَِ  ِّ ِٔؼِ ُٗ وُ وَبٌِ
ُِ، وَ ٍُِّّىُ ُ٘ىَ َُىَ ُِ ََغِنًّا،  ِّزُ َِب رَإٌََّ َّغُِؼِ ََغُىعَ، ثَؼِذَ ُِ، اٌْ ُِ، وََُمَىَِّىُ َُضَجِّزُىُ

ُِ َّىُِّٕىُ ووٕذ لجٍهب ثإعبثُغ لذ لصىد ؤٔب وػبئٍتي ِٓ بػظبس " .وََُ
رغجت ثإػشاس وجنًح في ِٕـمزٕب وفي اٌىلاَخ، ووٕذ ؤػٍُ ؤْ اٌىٍّبد 

بػبدح اٌجٕبء اْسثغ اٌتي اعزخذِهب ثـشط ٌىطف ِب عُفؼٍٗ الله ٍ٘ ػٓ 
َب سة، "فغإٌذ . ثؼذ ؤْ تم رذِنًٖ ، ؤٌ بدؼني بطلاػ ؤِش ِبواٌزىًُّ

بدبرا يمىٕني ؤْ ؤوٍُ ٘الاء إٌبط؟ ؤٔب ؤئِٓ ثه وثىٍّزه، وؤػٍُ ؤْ 
اٌىزببي ثٕبء  لا يمىٕني ؤْ ؤبرذس ِٓ ٘زا الدمـغوٍّزه طبدلخ، ٌىٓ 
ووبْ ٘زا اِْش َؼبَمني عذاً، بر وبٔذ ." ثؼذ ػًٍ اخزجبس ِٓ ؽُبتي

ٓ ِمزٕؼبً ثٗ تمبِبً، وؤؽغغذ ٘زٖ ؤوي ِشح ؤرىٍُ في ػٓ ؤِش لم ؤو
 .ثإلظً دسعبد إٌفبق في راتي

لم ؤشإ ؤْ و ،وفي ؽبٌخ ِٓ أػُبء واٌزؼت واٌمٍك، تمغىذ ثىٍّخ الله
ؤػذّ ػظخ ؤو ؤْ ؤوزت وزبثبً، ٌىني ششػذ ثبٌجؾش ػٓ بعبثبد ِٓ 
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first time I was about to preach something I was not totally convinced 

would transpire—and I felt sickeningly hypocritical.  

  So battered, bruised, weary, and despondent, I hunkered 

down in God’s Word. I did not set out to prepare a sermon or to write 

a book; I set out to find answers from God and His Word, trying to 

make some semblance of sense out of the last three-and-a-half years of 

my walk with Him. As with virtually everything from God, what I 

found was vastly beyond what I had expected or imagined. He more 

than answered my questions—He answered my heart. Then He 

patiently and lovingly bound up that which was hurting, as we would 

expect the Good Shepherd to do. What follows are some of the lessons 

He taught me from this experience, some of which I was most 

reluctant and slow to learn. These lessons are not necessarily for 

everyone, but rather are intended for all of those who are presently 

struggling with suffering in some area in life, especially the painful 

perplexity of why God would allow them to experience such depths of 

misery when we know He could remedy it whenever He wanted. I 

hope that these lessons will offer new insight into the graciousness of 

God as He lovingly uses suffering to draw us nearer to Him and to 

conform us closer to the image of Christ. At its heart, the lessons 

reteach us the simple truth that God is God—and God is in control. 

We can never walk with God long enough to out-walk this essential 

doctrine; He will not permit that. If this book helps you or someone 

you know through dark times of suffering, or even the darker times in 

the wilderness, then it will have been wonderfully worthwhile. I invite 

you to bring your heart and bring your hurt. But you need not bring 

your cup—God has one waiting for you. 

 

 

لاطخ ِٕـمُخ ِخش صلاس عٕىاد بخوٍّخ الله، لزبولًا الخشوط ثشٍء ؤو 
ووّب ٘ى الحبي ِغ وً ؤِش ِٓ الله، فمذ وبْ . ِؼٗ ؤظف ِٓ ِغنًتي

ِب وعذرٗ ؤػظُ وؤوبر لشب رىلؼذ، فبلله لم يجت ػًٍ ؤعئٍتي فمؾ، ٌىٕٗ 
اعزغبة بلى لٍبي، وثظبر ولزجخ ؤخز في شفبء ِب َإلدني وّب رزىلغ تمبِبً 

ثؼغ اٌذسوط عزىىْ  اٌفظىي اٌزبٌُخو. ِٓ اٌشاػٍ اٌظبلح ؤْ َفؼً
ثؼؼهب وٕذ فُٗ ِزشدداً وثـٍء . ِٓ وً ٘زاالله اٌتي ػٍّني بَب٘ب 

و٘زٖ دسوط ٌُغذ ثبٌؼشوسح ٌٍغُّغ، ٌىٕهب ْوٌئه ِٓ . اٌفهُ
 ِٓ ُ٘ في ؽبٌخَؼبٔىْ ؽبٌُبً ِٓ آلاَ ِؼُٕخ في ؽُبتهُ ، خظىطبً 

الحنًح الدالدخ اٌتي ٔزغبءي فُهب ػٓ اٌغجت اٌزٌ يجؼً الله َغّؼ ٌٕب 
ٔؼٍُ ؤْ ثةِىبٔٗ ؤْ َؼبلج الحبي في بحبلاد شذَذح ِٓ الدؼبٔبح ثُّٕب 

ؤْ رفزؼ ٘زٖ اٌذسوط ؤِبِٕب آفبلبً عذَذح ٌفهُ سحمخ الله ؤتمنى . لحظخ
ولزجزٗ في سمبؽٗ ثبلدؼبٔبح في ؽُبرٕب ٌُمشّثٕب ِٕٗ ؤوضش ٌُغؼٍٕب ِشببهنٌ 

الحمُمخ اٌجغُـخ في عى٘ش٘ب، رؼٍّٕب ٘زٖ اٌذسوط . ؤوضش ٌظىسح الدغُؼ
ولا يمىٕٕب ؤْ ٔغزخذَ ِغنًرٕب . الله ٘ى الدغُـش ثإْ الله ٘ى الله، وثإْ
وبْ وبْ ٘زا  س ٌٍزغبػٍ ػٓ ٘زا الدجذؤ اْعبعٍ،اٌـىٍَخ ِغ الله وّبر

اٌىزبة َؼُٕه ؤو َؼنٌ شخظبً رؼشفٗ في اعزُبص ظشوف طؼجخ ؤو ِؼبٔبح 
ِب، ؤو اعزُبص رٍه اٌبرَخ اٌتي برذصذ ػٕهب، فإػزمذ ؤْ اٌىزبة َغزؾك 

ؤدػىن ْْ رإتي ثمٍجه وثألاِه، ٌىٓ لا برؼش . ٍٗثزٌذ ِٓ ؤعلذ ِب 
 !فبلله ٌذَٗ وإط ثبٔزظبسن... وإعه

 
 
 
 

 

 


