THE RISELLES’ 

NEW 

ADVENTURES
A novel by

 John Beaumont

( Copyright 2009 – John Beaumont

Contents

       1. Introduction                                                Page  3

       2. Facing each tomorrow                               Page   4

       3. Bombshell                                                 Page  17

       4. A visit from the Williams                          Page  29

       5. An apology – of sorts                                Page  39

       6. Case Discussion                                        Page  58

       7. “Arrest them both!”                                  Page  70

       8. The Dipley Story                                      Page  78

         9. When friends gather                               Page  86

     10. Murder!                                                    Page 107

     11. Interviewing Dulgrove                             Page 125

     12. Dad and Bill                                             Page 146

     13. Unanswered questions                             Page 151

Introduction

Hello there!  My name is Rebecca Riselle.  My parents have asked me to put in writing the story of our continuing adventures, following on from our Adventure holiday at Hideaway, just as they asked me to do it for then.

When we left Hideaway we thought our encounter with the callous murderer Demondo was over and done with.  How could the web of his evil doings embroil us again?

Some people speak of humdrum daily living, but our family doesn’t seem to be that kind of people at all.  My dad has often told us that we should consider all of life an adventure, especially since we are on the biggest adventure journey of all.

Enjoy the story and enjoy your own Big Adventure!

FACING EACH TOMORROW


There are all kinds of things to do after returning from a family holiday.  Time away may be very enjoyable, but there’s nothing quite like being back home amid familiar surroundings and in one’s own bed.  Somehow it feels more comfortable than ever.  Home is home and there is no place like it.  There is ‘old shoe comfort’ in some of the things you may have taken for granted before, like your place at the table and your favourite seat by the fire.


My dad, Charles Riselle, was off to work early the first morning after we returned from Hideaway.  No doubt his desk would be stacked with matters needing prompt attention, and there would also be other work to supervise.  My mother, Dawn Riselle, was eager to replenish supplies at the local supermarket, and being the lovely lady she is, would no doubt be planning to call on one or two friends. This especially included Muriel Smithson with whom she had so recently shared an intense and harrowing experience.


Now the term break was over, we kids, Little Dave, Sarah, Timothy and I were quite keen to catch up with our school friends – as well as pick up the threads of the scholastic subjects we like best.  We all had plenty to share with our schoolmates, and knew they would have a lot to share with us too.


As we busied ourselves before setting out that morning, mum commented, “We’ve all had a quite amazing adventure holiday.  Some parts of it were thoroughly enjoyable and very special, but thankfully some parts of it are finished and done with.”


Perhaps they weren’t all over yet!

“God has been very good to us,” mum added, pointing to a new card on the sideboard, which read, “He’s Here! at this very moment.  He helped me yesterday and will help me again today!”  We all thought that was an excellent truth to keep in mind throughout the day. And who knows, it just might soon take on fresh significance for us all. 

Up at Hideaway an evil, murderous man known as Demondo had kidnapped Sarah and her friend Irene Smithson.  Happily they were brought back to us again safe and sound by God’s grace and thanks to skilled police intervention, for which we were extremely grateful.  We were very relieved that Demondo and his accomplice whom we knew of as Flick, both dangerous men, were now safely in police custody.

Surely we couldn’t have further dealings with either of them, could we?  

You have doubtlessly heard the saying, “Life is full of surprises.”  For some reason, that seems to be doubly true for the Riselles.  Ahead of us many surprising things would take place, some very wonderful and others absolutely horrific.

Sarah and Irene became the centre of attention as soon as they entered the school grounds that morning.  Other kids were enthralled that these schoolmates of theirs had made headline news, and wanted to know all about it.  Not wanting to speak to everyone about all that had happened to them, Irene and Sarah chatted for a few minutes and then made their way to their classroom.

In the classroom their form teacher welcomed them warmly as did their closest friends.  Among all these kids whom they knew quite well they were happy to respond to their teacher, Mr. Copeland’s wise suggestion: “If Sarah and Irene want to share with us, or answer any questions, we will be glad for that.  They have been through a harrowing experience though, and we must respect their privacy.”

AROUND THE FAMILY TABLE

None of us had been set much homework that first day back, so it was all sorted out and completed before mum called us to come for our evening meal.

As we started eating, mum surprised us with, “You all seem to be eating with gusto, but I am sure that before long you’ll be eager to share your day’s events with the rest of us.  So let me share some of my day with you while you eat.”

“Not long after you youngsters headed for school I made my way to the supermarket.  You may call it a spur of the moment decision, but on the way there I decided to pop in and see Maureen Williams in case I could pick up anything for her.  It seems like ages since I first met her but it is actually only a few weeks since they came to Bellvale.”

“When I asked if she would like to go shopping with me, or have me get anything she wanted, she burst into tears.  She told me that quite a few folk in the neighborhood had been jeering at her and making very clear that they shouldn’t live in this part of the city.”

Dad interjected with: “That is absolutely horrible!  It’s true that we have never had Muslims living in this suburb before, but there is no excuse for acting like that just because a woman dresses a little differently.”

Mum smiled. “Beneath the surface most of us are quite alike really, with similar values, desires and aspirations,” she explained to us kids.  “Oh I know they are not Christians as most folk around us here consider themselves to be, but the way they have been treated is most un-Christian.”

“Anyway, I urged her to come with me so that I could introduce her to anyone we met that I knew.  It was quite a morning, I can tell you!  One or two people glared at us, but happily most of the folk I met felt as I did about the way she has been treated.  Some immediately invited her to their homes for tea or coffee, so friendships are already being formed.”

“Maureen beamed when I told her that some of those who’d been unkind to her were actually a challenge to us as well.  They are the kind of people who think they are always right and everyone else is always wrong.  I told her that if Jesus were to personally and visibly visit in the streets around here people would treat Him much the same as they treated her and her husband – or much worse since He would be seen as a much greater threat to their smug self-satisfied, selfish living.”

Dad surprised us with something that Thomas Whiteford had told him up at Hideaway.  Thomas knew the Williams when they lived down south.  Life hasn’t been altogether easy for them since they migrated to this country.  They changed their names before coming to Bellvale, hoping that the new start would gain them acceptance and understanding.

“Let’s invite them all around for dinner on Sunday,” mum suggested to the nodding approval of us all.

“Now Timothy,” dad enquired, “how was your first day back at school?”

Timothy hung his head for a while and then looked directly at dad saying, “To tell the truth, I made a bit of a fool of myself.  It is hard to admit, but I felt proud that I had a more exciting holiday story to share than the other kids.  I came to know for myself just how right the Bible verse you’ve quoted to us is.”

“Which verse?” several of us enquired.

“God opposes the proud,” Timothy replied, “but gives grace to the humble.  Well, my mates soon cut me down to size!  Mind you,” he grinned, “I am still proud of how unbelievably well Sarah and Irene behaved and coped where I would probably have freaked out totally.”

“My dear boy,” mum reached out to him, “you don’t know that, because you didn’t face the challenge of it.  Like the rest of us, you couldn’t cope in your own strength, but the Lord Jesus gives specific grace and strength to each of us for the particular path we have to walk.”

Dad smilingly told us: “Jesus Himself said, ‘Whoever exalts himself will be humbled, and whoever humbles himself will be exalted.’  It is a hard lesson to learn but a well worthwhile one.”

Sarah couldn’t hold back any longer.  “I just have to tell you the way things went for Irene and me.  Mr. Copeland gave the class opportunity to ask us questions about what some of them called ‘our scary adventure’.  Irene spoke wonderfully well.  She told them about her so-called dad and how frightening it all was, but how much God had helped us through it all.”

“At recess some of our friends gathered around us asking more questions.  After a while Irene and I suggested that if they really wanted to know how God helped us they could pop around here on Saturday afternoon and we would share more about it with them.”

“Wonderful,” mum quickly chimed in, “I’ll make sure I have some freshly baked cookies ready for whoever comes.”

Dad reminded us that we are more than welcome to invite friends to come home with us.  “There’s no better way to build and strengthen healthy friendships,” he told us all.

“This afternoon I visited Muriel,” mum told us.  “She is bearing up well, though still shocked, hurt and a bit bewildered by what had been Maxwell’s ugly hidden side.  I plan to visit her again tomorrow, and invite her to come around Friday evening with Jake and Irene if that’s okay with everyone.”

With that a relaxed and enjoyable evening meal came to an end.  It had been a full day for us all, though I doubt if any of us noticed at the time that dad had been lost in thought a time or two, and had told us nothing about his day.

MURIEL’S OLD FRIENDS

Muriel was bursting with news when mum visited her the next day.  At her invitation, a sizeable group of her old friends had visited her the previous evening.  Naturally enough, they had wanted to hear from her own lips all that had happened at Hideaway.  She had enjoyed sharing the story with them.

Most of her friends were deeply shocked to hear the story of her husband’s cruel, inhumane behaviour.  Recalling those events she had shed a tear or two, which brought her friends gathering around her to express their loving concern.

She told my mother, “One thing that surprised and shocked me though, was the way Dotty Downside reacted to all this.  She stood right in front of me demanding with a voice filled with obvious displeasure, ‘How could you be a traitor to your own husband like that?’”  

“She had some twisted idea that I was responsible for his arrest and imprisonment. In obvious anger she slapped my face, exclaiming, ‘a spouse should stand by their partner, right or wrong, no matter what.’”

“As she stormed out of the room, my good friend Emily declared firmly, ‘Our conscience, our social sense and the law of the land all make plain that it is never right to physically attack anyone, ever.’”

The other friends had been as shocked as Muriel was and were wonderfully kind to her.  One of them spoke out, “I am curious, Muriel.  How can you stay so calm when someone you thought was a good friend acted like that towards you in front of all of us?”

Others commented that they would have most likely slapped Dotty back again, twice as hard.

“Anyway, now the exciting part,” Muriel continued, “I was able to share with them the story of your ‘He’s Here!’ cards and the way you introduced me to the Lord Jesus.”

“Wonderful,” mum enthusiastically told her, “Happily, I have a set of the cards here for you, along with the introductory booklet.”

“Thank you,” Muriel responded. “They will be well used in this house.  You can be sure of that.  Irene often quotes them.  Truth to tell, I am enjoying a remarkable, deep inner peace and sense of rest beyond anything I could have imagined.  I am enjoying chatting with my new Friend, too, and feel very, very loved and cared for.”

Mum came home with the news that several of Muriel’s friends were planning to visit her for morning tea the next day, and Muriel had pleaded with her to join them.

“As our South African friends Pieter and Rosie would say, ‘It is too wonderful.  And indeed it is!”

BOMBSHELL

Several nights later dad quietly broke some disturbing news to mum.   Early that afternoon he had looked up from his office desk. Right in front of him was Inspector Andrew Steele who had come to share some unsettling information.

“We have closely examined all the documents we discovered in Demondo’s locker,” he said.  “This was especially important because Thomas had always felt that there was a third person working in liaison with Demondo and Flick, even though he had no hard evidence to prove it.  An unholy trio, he called them.  Now we know he was right, even though at this stage we can’t even put a name to the third person.”

“Yesterday, by means that must remain confidential, we learned that Demondo had just been in contact with our mystery person whom we will refer to for now as Mr. X.  There are dangerous ramifications to this occurrence so we are stretching our net widely to catch him.  This includes keeping a check on all postal, telephone, email and TXT communications that come to or from our two jailbirds or other prisoners they have any contact with.  Hopefully we’ll soon discover who the mystery man is and be able to apprehend him.”

“Thanks for the information,” dad said, “but am I right in thinking that you’ve told me about Mr. X for a particular reason?”

“Yes, I have,” the inspector told him. “I wanted you to be first to know that Thomas jumped at my suggestion that he come back down to Bellvale and take charge of this part of our enquiries.  He will be getting in touch with you quite soon, to keep you in the picture and, I suspect, to enlist your aid as well.”

“Great!” dad beamed, “Please be sure to let him know that he is always welcome in our home and we will be delighted to help in any way we can.”

Inspector Steele brought the conversation to an end with: “I’ll let him decide whether he will catch up with you at home, or here in your office.  He will probably want to keep his return to Bellvale confidential.    I felt that you and Dawn should know, and Thomas will probably want to contact the Williams as well.”  With a cordial good-bye he slipped out of the office as quickly as he had first entered it.

“Andrew gave me a card with both his and Thomas’ unlisted 24 hour phone numbers,” dad told mum.  “He figures that somewhere there must be a key or two to the mystery he’s trying to solve, so he wants me to get in touch if anything catches my attention.  He’s a good man!”

MORNING TEA AT MURIEL’S


The five ladies who joined mum at Muriel’s place the next morning all gladly accepted the cup of tea or coffee they were offered and were soon enjoying a slice of the sponge cake mum had brought.  In a matter of minutes mum felt at one with them all, chatting happily about such things as their homes and the challenges of raising a family in today’s world.


Before long the youngest person in the group spoke to Muriel, “I don’t want to seem impatient, but we were very impressed with your demeanour in the difficult situation when Dotty’s brain seemed to slip a cog, and she suddenly slapped you.  Besides that, I can’t quite put my finger on it, but you seem to be more at peace with yourself, somehow, in a way I’ve never seen before.”


Another woman chimed in with: “I’ve always thought that Christians are dismal spoil-sports who always want to be in church listening to boring sermons.  Today you look less bored than you ever did, and you are coping amazingly well with all the stress that has hit you in the last few weeks.  What’s your secret?”


A third friend came up with, “You just don’t look like a Jesus freak to me.  We’ve known each other for several years now and I’ve always thought you were levelheaded and well balanced.  But however did those ‘He’s Here’ cards make such a difference to you?”  


“Let me ask one more thing before you try to answer our questions,” the quietest member of the group asked smilingly.  “You seem confident about God’s help here and now as well as about making it to heaven later.  Would you mind spelling out each thing a person has to do to come to that?  In a way I am sceptical, or perhaps just confused, but at the same time I would love to know the restful peace and assurance you and your friend Dawn seem to have.”


“In a way,” my mum commented, responding to a nod from Muriel,  “God has done for us all that needs to be done.  The Lord Jesus paid the penalty of our sins when He died on the Cross. He will come into the heart of anyone who asks God to forgive the wrongs they’ve done, and who allows Him to be Lord of their lives.  He gives an inner peace deeper than you could imagine, and is committed to watch over and care for His followers.  The Lord Jesus also assures us that we are now citizens of heaven.  That’s where he’ll take us when we die.”

“Now isn’t that simple?” Muriel asked, “And although I have just started living this way, I can tell you that actually experiencing it is more wonderful than you can imagine.”

My mother made a wise observation: “I’m sure that Muriel and I have ample time to chat with each of you about the questions you have raised, but let’s focus on this: Each of you who places your trust in the Lord Jesus for salvation, and allows Him to take control of your life can immediately know God’s loving acceptance, as Muriel discovered a week or so ago.”

Muriel added, “I love the way Dawn’s husband Charles used railway terminology to say that when it comes to spiritual issues we should ‘let our heart come in on the express, and our mind come in on the slow freight.’  When we know deep inside us what to do we should follow our heart and do it without hesitation.  It worked out well for me like that so why shouldn’t it do the same for you?”

After a minute or two of spontaneous silence and a short prayer by Muriel, her friends agreed to slip away home and respond to God in whatever way they felt was right for them.


That evening mum quietly asked dad whether he had any news of Thomas.  Dad replied, “I can see you are concerned about the situation.  I’ll let you know the moment I hear anything.  Just remember He’s Here! and stay in peace.”


It was just as well for both my parents’ peace of mind that they had no idea of what lay ahead.  On the other hand, if anybody could find a way through it all I reckon they would be able to.   

SATURDAY AFTERNOON


Saturday seemed to arrive very quickly, but not soon enough for Sarah.  She had high anticipation for the visit of her school friends.  Irene arrived quite early and had two or three of the other girls with her.  By the buzz of conversation and the occasional laughter that came from the lounge, it appeared that the afternoon had quickly become a success.


One after another, six or seven more girls arrived.  Mother warmly welcomed each one of them and then asked me to help serve them lemonade and cookies.  After that the girls were left to themselves.  It seemed to me that mum’s mantel card was most appropriate: “He’s Here . . . at this very moment . . . and He loves even me!”

Irene and Sarah were soon fielding a barrage of questions about what had happened when we were all away on our adventure holiday.  Before long one of the girls asked about the special way Irene had come home clearly changed, and for the better.

“How come you don’t show any hate for that monster who killed your own dad and then fooled your mother . . . to say nothing about kidnapping you and Sarah?”

“I honestly don’t hate him,” Irene replied thoughtfully.  “Somehow there’s no room for hate in my heart now, and I am praying that God will wake him up to the awfulness of what he has done.  Only God knows his heart, and only God can change his life.”

 “Wow!” several girls exploded.  

One of them continued with: “It’s all to do with the Jesus thing you’ve tapped into, isn’t it?”

With a broad smile and glance towards each other, Sarah and Irene answered with a happy, “Yes!”

Sarah explained, “It is all about knowing Jesus as personal Lord, Saviour and Friend.  He gave His life for us and now He lives to show God’s love to us here and now, as well as take us to heaven one day.”


When one of the other girls commented that she wasn’t a religious kind of person and probably would never be able to understand or get a hold of it, Irene and Sarah chuckled.


“Do you think I’m different from you?” Irene asked.  “You know that I’m not, except that I have recently put my personal trust in the Lord Jesus.  I wish I knew how to describe to you the difference He has made inside me.  I absolutely revel in the wonder of Him being with me all the time.  It’s not about religion Sue, but about relationship with the Lord Jesus.” 


One of the girls turned to Sarah and asked her to explain the ‘He’s Here! thing.’


Sarah happily responded saying, “My dad loves to quote John Wesley who used to say, ‘Best of all God is with us’ and we know that’s true today.”  

She continued, “My granddad went to India many years ago when he was still a young man.  One place he visited was called Dhonavur.  It had been established by an English missionary named Amy Carmichael, and was a lovely village where many hundreds of orphan girls were cared for in love homes set up by missionaries and Indian Christian believers.  As well as having their own school, medical clinic and workshops they also had huge gardens to provide most of their food.”


“One thing remained clear in granddad’s mind all his life.  In the centre of the village was a church building with a clock in its tower, which struck the time every hour.  Each time the clock struck everyone anywhere in Dhonavur paused for a moment of silent praying, saying something like: ‘I am glad you are here, Lord Jesus, and I love you supremely.’”  

“This made a huge difference all through the day.  In fact, all through every hour young and old alike seemed to be aware that God was with them and that His love for them was unchanging and eternal.  Granddad was deeply impressed with a sense of being enveloped by things spiritual and eternal, as if it were a foretaste of heaven itself.”

It’s not surprising after hearing that the girls sat in silence for a while until one of them responded with: “What Irene and Sarah have been sharing has the ring of truth about it.  I know inside me what I need to do.  I will ask His forgiveness and trust Him with my life.”

It was obvious that the girls were touched by what they had heard, so it wasn’t surprising that they soon said their farewells and made their way home, pondering what they had heard.  Sarah and Irene were more than happy with the friendly response they had received from their school friends.

Mum’s advice to them was, “Keep praying for your friends and love them lots.  It may be a long time before you understand how deeply God has touched them.  Remember that the Holy Spirit goes with them to remind them from time to time of what they have heard and felt this afternoon.”


The following week Sarah and Irene discovered that several of their friends had responded positively to what had been shared with them.  Some of them were wavering between hope and uncertainty, and a couple of them showed signs of being antagonistic to what they’d heard.  “My parents knocked a bit of sense into me,” one of them said.  The other girl nodded in agreement with that.   As mum says, those parents have a lot to answer for!

A VISIT FROM THE WILLIAMS


My mother did her very best to prepare a sumptuous meal that the Williams would find palatable and enjoyable.  We children had been reminded and encouraged by mum and dad to be friendly and accepting, and not critical in any way whatever.


Bill and Maureen arrived at exactly 12 noon, the time mum had suggested.   I have to tell you that I am ever so proud of my mum.  Without a moment’s hesitation she hugged Maureen in her delightful motherly fashion and smiled warmly at Bill.  Dad shook Bill’s hand firmly, greeted Maureen and then introduced us kids.


The Williams children were somewhat shy, though Timothy knew William from his class at school.  We soon came to know the two younger children, Hannah and Esau.


 Glasses of water or juice were passed around.  In no time at all everyone was relaxed and happily chatting away as though each family had known the other for quite some time.  Timothy took William to see his bedroom and some of the drawings he’d done.  Little Dave and Sarah sat on the floor with Esau and Hannah, involving them in board games.


Mum and Maureen went into the kitchen and I followed to see if I could help with preparations.  It was lovely to see mum and Maureen chatting away, both admitting that because of their different cultures they wanted to be careful not to offend the other.  They quickly realized that minor differences didn’t matter in the least because they trusted each other and were becoming good friends.  


By the way everyone ate their meal it was obvious that mum’s roast lamb dinner was as fully acceptable to the Williams as it was to us.  To play safe, mum had also prepared a lamb stew so that we could choose that if we preferred.  A bowl of fruit plus cheese and crackers rounded off a pleasant meal together.  It would prove to be the first of many.  These lovely folk had found a place in our hearts and obviously we had in theirs as well.

A FASCINATING CONVERSATION


After the meal I joined mum and Maureen in clearing the table, attending to the dishes, and dealing with the left over food.  The other six kids went outside to play and dad and Bill sat chatting in the lounge.


The men sat there very relaxed for a while.  Then Bill asked, “I gather you have heard that Thomas is coming back down to Bellvale?”


“Yes I have,” dad replied, “and I am looking forward to seeing a bit of him.  I suppose he will be fairly busy though.”


They didn’t continue that line of conversation long before dad broached a subject that was on both their minds.  “Bill, we could spend a lot of time discussing the differences between Islam and Christianity, but I would hate to do that.  Why don’t we set about discovering how much we have in common?”


“What are you thinking of Charles?” Bill asked.


“Well, surely we can agree that God is great, however we understand Him,” dad replied.  


“Of course,” Bill responded, “He is great in His majesty, power and wisdom.”


And so the conversation meandered happily along.


Dad and Bill happily agreed that many things in nature and in the entire universe give evidence to the power and wisdom of God.  More than that, they noted insights into God’s own nature and character in the beauty of a buttercup and in a blazing sunset, in the infinite variety found in every blade of grass and every flake of snow, in the sweet purity of an infant’s innocent smile, and in the selfless love that flows from a mother’s caring heart.


Thinking further, they pondered desires for sheer goodness and positive achievement that seem to be built into human nature, even while a darker side within us clamours for the opposite.


Bill surprised dad with: “You speak as if God is part of your daily life.  I thought that was only true of Muslims and that in the main Christians are content to restrict God to their holy day, Sunday.  Mind you, when I think of it, Thomas probably has the same outlook you have.”


“I admit many so-called Christians are like that,” dad responded, “but I would think that He is real and personal on a daily basis for millions of believers around the world.”


Conversation was interspersed by gaps of friendly silence as each man pondered the other’s comments and reactions.  At one stage dad smiled broadly when Bill remarked, “You have no idea how enjoyable and yet strange this conversation is to me.  There are many Muslims that I’d love to chat with like this, but they would only want to argue over differences.”


Dad quickly disillusioned him with: “Don’t get the wrong idea, Bill. Multitudes of nominal Christians give every indication that they are locked into arguing with others of their ilk over every minute issue imaginable.  Some want to change what shouldn’t be changed and hold on to what they should let go of, and don’t know the difference.  I’m afraid that some seem to enjoy being negative more than being positive – about almost anything.”


Both men laughed when dad shared something his old dad had told him.  As a young man he had been on a long train journey down through India with only a high-caste Hindu for company.  

They had enjoyed each others company until the Hindu said to dad, “I have enjoyed chatting about all the ways we believe the same things but I must admit that your way is a higher way because we do not have a Saviour as you have.  Still, I have no intention to change from anything I believe and practice.  After all which of us can prove that he is right?”

“Apparently the Hindu was astounded when dad told him that he could easily do that.  Dad then spoke with quiet conviction that he was convinced that when he spoke about the Lord Jesus his Saviour an inner voice whispered to the Hindu that this was the truth.  He could not deny it, but thought it would quickly fade. Dad challenged him to recall the conversation a week or two later because he was confident that this inner voice of God would still affirm what he had heard.”

They decided it was time to rejoin their wives and children.  Everyone agreed to stroll around the block before Bill and Maureen took their children home. In one way or another everyone spoke of the enjoyable hours we had shared together.

As the Williams climbed into their car Bill’s final word to dad was, “Why don’t we leave it to our wives to arrange for you folk to come for a meal with us in a week or two?”

We all happily agreed to that.

LATE NIGHT VISITOR



Late one evening when their children were in bed, Bill and Maureen were surprised to hear a gentle tap on their front door.  When Bill looked out he was both surprised and delighted to see his friend Thomas Whiteford, and quickly ushered him in to share the warmth of their cosy home.


They chatted together for a while.  Bill and Maureen told Thomas of their growing friendship with the Riselles and of the time they’d shared together on Sunday.  “They consider us their friends now, and we surely feel the same about them,” Maureen told Thomas.


“Great!” Thomas replied, “I enjoyed their company ever so much when they were up at Hideaway, and value the friendship that has developed between us.”


After a pause Thomas spoke directly to Bill: “Would you be willing to help me with some enquiries I’m undertaking,” he asked.


“Be glad to if I can,” Bill replied, “Just let me know what you want, and I’ll try my best.”


“Exactly the response I expected from you,” Thomas replied.  “At the moment I only want the Riselles and you two to know that I have moved back to Bellvale.  I’m afraid that may have to apply for quite some time.  It could be helpful in enquiries we are undertaking.”


Thomas pulled an envelope out of his pocket and handed it to Bill, saying, “The job you have at the power company is ideal for my purpose.  Here is a photo and some details of a person in the company’s employ.  Would you keep an eye on this person and let me know as quickly as you can if you see anything out of character.”


“Such as?” Bill queried.


“If she is late for work, or leaves early, or if she seems unsettled and agitated in some way, or doesn’t seem to concentrate on her work, I want to know about it.  If she talks longer on the phone than usual or if you see her talking with someone in a way she hasn’t before, that may interest me too.  I may be chasing a red herring, but I have a hunch about her and about her husband as well.  In our kind of work it is almost as important to eliminate people from our enquiries as to include them, but we need to know.”


“In other words,” Bill suggested, “You won’t mind me contacting you about things that may be trivial, or even meaningless.”


“Absolutely, call me as often as you like.  If I am not available simply pass your information on to whoever answers the phone number I listed in my notes there.”


As Thomas left them he added one more thing:  “I am determined to track down and deal with every aspect of the web of crime that Demondo established and Flick assisted in.  Deep inside me I feel that it’s important to get to the root of it all before more violent crime is committed.”

AN APOLOGY – OF SORTS


One evening dad and mum chatted together about Muriel and her children.  During the afternoon Muriel had popped around and shared a cuppa with mum.  “It’s lovely that she is feeling free to visit us now,” mum observed.  “This afternoon well may have been quite special for her.  We had a precious time of fellowship together.  She is really learning to rest in the Lord and trust Him to take care of her and the kids.”


“It will take a long time for her to fully recover from the double or triple shock she received up at Hideaway,” dad thought aloud.  “The shock of being told who Maxwell really is, the shock of Irene and Sarah being kidnapped, and also the shock of discovering that Maxwell was involved in her first husband’s death.”


“Yes, indeed,” mum added, “I often find myself praying for her as I work around the house.  She is a sweet woman and is becoming a dear friend.  I told her that there was going to be a fellowship gathering here next Friday evening and she is keen to come.”

After a minute or two mum shared with us what Muriel had been talking about.   She had been quite excited because several of her friends who had chatted with her about her Hideaway experiences had dropped by to discuss whatever question they had raised that morning.  She felt there was a real interest in each of them, and will be talking with them again.

“Mind you, she had phoned several others who may have been a bit cool towards her, or at least uncertain about where their friendship would go if they decided not to make the kind of faith decision she had.  Not one of them denied that something very positive had happened in Muriel’s life though.”

That morning she had a phone call from Dottie Downside, the friend who slapped her the other week.


She told Muriel that she hadn’t meant to hurt or offend her; but that she had been indignant and angry at the way she had spoken about Maxwell, commenting, “after all, he was our friend too, you know.  I suppose you’ll probably even divorce him before his case comes to court.”  I think she added something about “if you were upset about what happened, I apologize for that.” 


Dad laughed.  “That is no apology!  The word ‘if’ has no place in a true apology.  We should express sincere regret for our action, not the other person’s reaction.”

He continued: “Politicians often come up with that kind of thing with, ‘if what I said was misunderstood’, or ‘if anyone was offended by what I said, then I apologize.’  They show no regret for what they said or did, so it is not an apology.”

“All I can say,” Mum picked up the conversation again, “is that the woman in question seems to be a ‘nasty piece of goods.’ She needs to find out how God can change her on the inside.  When a heart is Christ-filled the normal consequence is for love, gentleness and thoughtfulness to come out in speech and behaviour.”

“Anyway,” she concluded, “everything works out for good for those who love the Lord. He seeks to use every situation to mould us a little more into the likeness of Jesus.  I can see that happening in Muriel.  She is a joy!”

FELLOWSHIP GATHERING


Muriel, Jake and Irene came over early on Friday evening before others arrived for the fellowship gathering. She and mum were able to chat for a while on their own.


Mum being the caring person she is, immediately queried Muriel: “You don’t seem to be quite yourself tonight.  Is something bothering you?”


“We’re getting along fine,” Muriel told her, “but you are right; I am a bit concerned, needlessly I suppose, about something that’s been happening.  I don’t want to detract from this evening though.  It’s just that over the last few days our phone has rung quite a few times but stopped ringing before I picked it up.  Once when I did reach it in time there was no response to my greeting.”


“Tell you what I’ll do,” mum told her, “I’ll have a quick word with Charles.  He may have a suggestion for you before you leave tonight.”


With that, other friends started arriving and they mingled with them.  Mum introduced Muriel to several of the women and they were all soon chatting happily together.


Later I may describe a fellowship gathering to you, though they are all different.  In case you are curious, I’ll share with you the answers mum gave to Muriel when they talked the other day about the fellowship gathering.


“I love the way Charles has told visitors on occasion that ‘Jesus is spoken at our table,’ mum told Muriel.  “What he means by that is that it’s always the right time for anyone sharing a meal with us to talk about the Lord Jesus.  We sometimes say that we fellowship with Him and He with us as we eat our meals.  A sentence prayer to Him is neither rare nor out of place at mealtimes either.”


“We grew up among people who often talked about Christians having fellowship together, when virtually all they spoke about was things like family, home, work and current affairs.  In other words, they had fellowship with one another, but not at a spiritual, Christ-centred level.”


“Charles picked up a saying from his dad who talked about ‘life without boundaries.’  Of course some boundaries are necessary in life, but human nature tends to add unnecessary ones, mostly in the wrong places.  When we share in a fellowship gathering, though, everyone knows they are welcome to bring along anyone they want to.  Nobody questions them about their church affiliation or anything like that.  We aim to enjoy quality spiritual fellowship solely based on the reality that Jesus is our Lord.  In fact that’s the attitude we endeavour to have in all our interaction with friends.”


“And then,” mum continued, “We do believe that there is a time and season for everything under the sun.  Seasons have a beginning and an end.  In traditional church life there always seems to be people who want to start something new, but there are few who face up to the reality that the season for that particular activity may have come to an end.”


“One other thing,” mum said, “and I think it is important.  We don’t feel that blessing God and sharing the Lord with one another is only for adults, or for that matter, only for children.  You notice when we have our meals we encourage children to sit among us and not all at one end of our table.  It’s important to involve them in our conversation, especially when our thoughts are particularly centred in Jesus.”


Muriel responded to mum’s remarks by commenting, “You people do have a delightfully refreshing way of looking at things.  I love it.  I love the freshness that is obvious in your love walk with the Lord Jesus.  I’m so appreciative for the way you folk have accepted me so warmly and have welcomed me into your hearts.”

THOSE PHONE CALLS


True to her word, mum had a quick word with dad and they were able to have a brief chat together before Muriel and her kids went home.


Dad’s advice was reassuring, “It’s probably nothing to worry about,” he told Muriel, “but I suggest that if it happens again you make a note of the exact time.  Next week sometime, I’ll be glad to take your detailed information to the phone company and get something done about it.”


Muriel seemed totally happy with that thought and headed for home relieved that dad would sort the matter out for her.


However, once she had gone dad decided to phone Andrew and mention the matter to him:  “Hullo.  Yes, this is Charles Riselle.  It’s probably too late now, but I’d like to ask Inspector Steele or Thomas Whiteford to phone me when they are available please.”


It was only a matter of minutes before Thomas phoned dad back.  After listening as dad told him about the phone rings that bothered Muriel, he responded with: “You did the right thing to call us.  Leave it with me.  I may pop in to have a chat with you at your office in the morning.”


Both wished the other well, and the call ended.

Dad observed, “Well that’s in good hands now.  I’m sure the matter will be sorted out quickly enough with Thomas looking into it.”

Soon after Jake and Irene left for school the next morning Muriel was surprised to see Thomas coming up her driveway.  Being deeply appreciative of the kindness he had shown to Irene, Sarah, and the rest of them up at Hideaway, she welcomed him warmly.

“Just popped in for a bit of a chat really,” Thomas told her.  “I was talking with Charles before, and he mentioned the bother with your telephone.  I suggested to him that I could look into it for you since I don’t have too much to do these days.  I’m keeping my move back to Bellvale confidential at the moment.”

Muriel nodded.  Thomas asked how she liked the neighbourhood.  “It’s a lovely place to live,” Muriel replied, “and it’s nice living near the Riselles.”

“And your neighbours?” Thomas queried. 

“The folk on the driveway side of our property haven’t been here long, and I don’t know much about them.  They seem nice enough but obviously want to keep to themselves.  In fact we’ve rarely caught sight of them at all.”

“On the other side live a dear elderly couple, Tom and Jan Appleby.  We often have a bit of a chat.  They’re kindly folks and are always very grateful if I drop in with a bit of fresh baking.  There have been times when we’ve chatted for ages about the interesting things they’ve seen and done over the long years of their lives.”

“Now that’s wonderful,” Thomas said as he noticed a card on a sideboard. It read ‘He’s Here! . . . and He shares my day with me.’  

Muriel beamed, “Yes.  Dawn gave me a set of those.  As you know, they caught my attention up at Hideaway.  They stirred my curiosity and interest in the thought of the Lord Jesus coming into my heart and walking through life with me.  I can tell you He is very real to me now.”

Thomas declined a cup of coffee ‘this time’ and was soon on his way.  Muriel thanked God right away, not only for making a huge difference in her life, but also for bringing good, kind friends into her life.

ONE STEP AT THE TIME

         After talking with Muriel, Thomas made his way to dad’s office.   He thanked dad again for his phone call and told him of his visit to Muriel.  “We are alert to the fact of her involvement with Demondo, unwitting though it was on her part.  There’s also the issue of what he did with Irene and Sarah, so we can’t afford to take any chances.”

         As if changing the subject, Thomas asked dad about the building project diagonally across from Muriel’s house.  “Yes,” dad responded, “our Company is building a block of apartments over there.  We’ve designed them carefully and sympathetically so they merge into the neighbourhood.”

        “What I’m wondering about,” Thomas explained, “is whether we could find a way to position one or two men there to keep a watch on Muriel’s property for a while.”

        “No problem from our perspective, I’m sure,” dad said.  “Shall I call the foreman in?  He’s a long time employee of the Company and as reliable as you could get.”

        Jack Carden soon arrived, and agreed to meet Thomas on site right after lunch, to suggest a good position for Thomas’ men.  At a nod from dad he left the office again.

        Thomas sat gazing into space for a minute or two, and then addressed dad:  “There’s something else we should think about until this wretched business is sorted out.  It may be totally unnecessary, but I’d feel better if Muriel’s children and yours too, were taken to school by car, and collected after school again.  Could that be arranged?”

        “I think I had better slip home and have a quiet word with Dawn,” dad replied thoughtfully.  “I’m sure we’ll be able to sort something out so that we can look after Jake and Irene too, without unduly alarming Muriel.”

         Thomas: “Okay then.  Just remember to keep in touch, won’t you, even if it’s only because you see two flies crawling up the wall backwards?”

        They both roared laughing at that and Thomas made his way out of the office.

ONE OF THOSE EVENINGS


As our pleasurable meal was just about finished that evening, Little Dave looked across the table and asked, “Dad, one of the guys at school asked me a question that I had no idea how to answer.  He wanted to know what our doctrine is.  I don’t think I’ve even heard you use that word.”


Dad chuckled and asked, “How did you respond to the question?”


“Well, I told Him that we honour Jesus as Lord of all and endeavour to please Him in every aspect of our lives.  That didn’t satisfy Mack though.  He wanted to talk about things like baptism, bishops and millenniums.”


“It’s a terrible shame that sincere people want to argue about differences they have with others.  I remember sitting beside my own dad in a service many years ago where there was a guest speaker. I scribbled a note and showed dad.  It read, ‘How do you like it?’  He wrote back, ‘I don’t know how to do the millennium!”


“Why would he write that?” I exploded.


“He explained that Jesus repeatedly said, ‘He who does these sayings of mine’ In other words He wasn’t teaching theory, theology or philosophy, but a simple and practical way of life.”


“The Apostle James had that idea, too.  He wrote, ‘Religion that our God and Father accepts as pure and faultless is this: to look after orphans and widows in their distress and to keep oneself from being polluted by the world.’”


“There’s another thing dad reminded us of at times, and it has been of immense value in my own life.  He used to refer to the Bible when he told us that ‘Whatever is vital is clear, and whatever is not clear is not vital.’”


“When James and the other church leaders wrote to Gentile believers they only required that they abstain from anything that compromised the Lordship of Jesus, abstain from anything that unnecessarily offended a weaker person, and keep free from sexual immorality,” dad continued.  “There was no reference to the kind of things Mack seems to feel are important.”


After some general discussion about Little Dave’s question, he began to realize that we all thought he had answered well, and should continue to hold to what he had said without getting caught up in useless argument.


“Do you remember your dad’s answer when he was asked, ‘Do you believe in the great tribulation?’” mum grinned across to dad.


“Oh yes!” dad chuckled, “He replied, ‘Of course I do, I’m a married man!’  He told us that the word tribulation means trouble!”


I was not sure whether dad changed the subject or not when he asked, “Have you noticed the old couple up the street who have a little Bichon Frise dog?”


From time to time we had all seen these dear old folk walking their exuberant little dog along our street, so we knew who dad was referring to.


Dad continued, “That man, Mr. Enright, told me one day that his little Lucy had no problem running up to another dog with her tail wagging away merrily, regardless of the other dog’s size.    He told me something very thought provoking when he said, ‘size means nothing to a dog.’”


“On the other hand we can feel intimidated by a person who is ‘big’ in the sense of physical size, bulging bank account, intellectual achievements, status in society, and so on.  It’s a shame really.  We could learn a lot from that Bichon.”


The last thing I recall of that evening’s discussion was mum telling us that fear of man brings a snare, but reverential fear of God can overcome that feeling.  “God looks at us a bit like a large and small dog might.  We are all the same in our need of His mercy and love, and we are all His children when we love, trust and follow Him.”  She concluded, “Our bank accounts, physical and mental prowess and earthly achievements mean nothing to Him.”


Makes you think, doesn’t it? 

CASE DISCUSSION


Inspectors Andrew Steele and Thomas Whiteford met for lunch one day, and took the opportunity to discuss different angles of the case they were dealing with.  They both felt that they were making progress in building a list of suspects who may have been involved in Demondo’s drug dealing ring and his financial skulduggery. 


“The strands of it appear to be spread more widely than I anticipated, so it may take longer to unravel than I’d like,” Andrew commented.


“My concern,” Thomas mentioned, “is that innocent people will remain in danger as long as key villains are still on the loose.  I am hoping that ‘operation Y’ gets traction before too long.”


Andrew: “That reminds me, Thomas, one of our underworld contacts told us that he has heard of someone referred to as ‘Under’ but he has no idea who the person is.  He thinks he heard them referred to as ‘Under-arm’ once, though for the life of me I can’t make sense of it.” 


“We have also been told of the possibility that a person known as something like ‘Deadly D’ may be involved.  Nobody has any idea who this label refers to either, but let’s keep them in the back of our minds until another piece of the puzzle becomes clear.”


Thomas: “Before I slip away Andrew, let me say that you are one of the sharpest men I’ve ever known in the Force, and I have every confidence in you.  Mind you, I am also looking for divine aid as well because I know God cares about good innocent people who may be in danger at this very moment.”


As they went their different ways the two men agreed to meet as soon as either of them had further information on the matters in hand.

CALM BEFORE THE STORM?


One Sunday our family responded to a Williams’ invitation, and visited them for dinner.  By now our parents felt like old friends who enjoyed relaxing times in each other’s company.


Before we arrived there, mum reminded us that we weren’t at all sure what kind of food would be served, but always to be thankful and appreciative, even if we felt we just had to leave something on the side of our plate.  She let us know that “an apology is all in order.”


It eventuated that we didn’t have to be concerned about the meal.  After mum’s help in the kitchen, a delicious bowl of soup was served.  Mum was quick to comment, “This soup is ever so tasty, Maureen, I’ll have to get the recipe from you.”


I suspect that every woman enjoys hearing that, but Maureen teased mum with, “Oh, I’m sorry, that’s a trade secret.”  However, as she served the next course she assured mum that she would copy out the recipe for her straight after dinner.


Dad enquired whether Bill and Maureen were still being insulted by folk in the district.  Bill happily responded, “No, thankfully, that seems to have gradually come to an end.  We used to ask one another why anyone should act towards us like that, until we thought how people in our old home town would react if an overtly Christian family moved in.”


“We know some would be hateful and hurtful,” Maureen told us, “more out of fear than anything else.  Isn’t it a pity that we have to be suspicious of one another like that?”


“In either case,” dad replied, “sincere people feel justified in what they are doing and can even quote historic precedence to ‘prove’ it,” adding, “I think there’s a verse in the Living Bible that says, ‘A man can prove that he is right, but is the Lord convinced?’”


Mum joined the conversation: “I am sure that patient kindness and wise love, given time, can break down most of the walls people build up against others who are different in some way or other.”


“I have noticed that the Christians we’ve met seem to refer to love, especially God’s love, quite a lot,” Maureen mused.


“Perhaps I can explain that.” Mum was on her favourite subject! “The Bible declares that God is love.  We believe that when we acknowledge Jesus as our own personal Lord and Saviour He comes into our hearts and fills them with His love.  In fact, love is non-optional for Christ followers.”


“Unfortunately,” dad hastened to add, “Many Christians don’t experience enough of God’s grace in their lives, and so their endeavours to show His love are patchy, to say the least.”  He went on to add, “A common fault, even among good folk is to judge motives wrongly.  Sometimes a young person will refer to another kid they know and state categorically, ‘He hates me.’  There could have been a thousand reasons, so to speak, why they forgot to call as they promised, or why they didn’t wave when you saw them across the street.  God knows our hearts, and assessment of motives is better left to Him.  Who knows, the other kid may simply have had toothache!”


That brought a chuckle, though I think one or two of us kids were a bit self-conscious about it.  Most of us knew we’d been guilty of that kind of thing.  I took good note of it myself, as another step forward on my own personal Big Adventure.  Every now and again our parents remind us of the Big Adventure we are on, and that we should see all of life is an adventure, maintaining a healthy and positive attitude, come what may.  


As the others of us prepared to leave, Bill chatted for a few minutes with dad, telling him that he had often thought of the conversation they had had the first time they came to our house.  “I have to admit that your father’s comment about God assuring us inside of ourselves when we are hearing truth really rang a bell with me,” he said.  “I deeply appreciate the things you said then and again today.  Thanks ever so much for your honest sincerity and genuine friendship.”   


A lovely meal, pleasant friends, stimulating conversation and a sunny day all contributed to the sense of goodwill and contentment with life that I am sure others beside me felt that day. 


But then we don’t know what a day may bring forth, do we?

“BREAKERS AHEAD”


Little Dave told us about something he’d read in a boys adventure book.  A pirate had a parrot that was his inseparable companion both on land and at sea.  Whenever there was a storm brewing the parrot would screech, “Breakers ahead.  Lower the boats.”  Even if the parrot thought they were facing a very different kind of peril, ashore for instance, it screeched out the very same thing.  


For this part of our story I will use parrot language and warn you, “Breakers ahead.  Lower the boats.”


Our dear mother happily fitted into a new schedule, which included taking us, Jake and Irene to school each morning in our van and collecting us in the afternoon.  We quite enjoyed it.  It was nice to be able to chat together with the others in a relaxed fashion and still get to school in good time.


One afternoon mum decided to visit several friends before collecting us.  First of all she turned into Muriel’s drive, deciding to spend a few minutes there chatting with Muriel and endeavouring to encourage her in her Big Adventure.  My folks are big on encouragement.  


I’ve even heard dad say that a ministry of encouragement is probably the most important and necessary ministry in the Christian church.  How different would each individual’s life be, and how different would each Christian gathering be, if everyone gave priority to encouragement?  Probably needs some serious consideration, don’t you think?


When Muriel invited mother in, she gasped with deep concern, “Muriel, what on earth is the matter?”


They sat down together as Muriel explained.  “A couple of hours ago I walked down to the gate to collect our mail.  The neighbour came out and started chatting with me in a friendly kind of way.  It was most unusual really because those folk usually keep strictly to themselves.  As we both headed back into our houses her husband came out and said to her, “Why don’t we give Mrs Smithson some of that cake we were given this morning?”


“Good idea, “she responded, hurrying inside to get it.  Her husband explained, “We’re not big on cake, and it’s a pity to see it go to waste.”


“This is where it gets scary,” Muriel continued.  “We enjoy cake well enough, but to be honest, none of us really like rich fruit cake.  I cut a slice or two, wondering if Jake and Irene may feel like a bite of it when you bring them home.  It was a bit crumbly and in a moment of thoughtlessness I brushed the crumbs into my hand and threw them into the fish tank we have in our lounge.”


When Muriel became silent, mum asked again, “Muriel, what is the matter.”


Without a word Muriel took mum by the hand and led her over to the pond.  All the fish were dead, every one of them!


Without a second thought mum grabbed a phone and called dad.  He’s a great one in crisis.  I suppose we’ve all joked at times that ‘when the going gets tough, the tough get going,’ and that is certainly true about my dad.  As soon as mum told him what had happened he responded with: “Both of you just wait there.  Make sure that the doors are locked, won’t you.  I’ll have help for you there before you know it.”


Dad took out the card he’d been given and dialled through: “Hello.  Andrew?  This is Charles.  Dawn is at Muriel’s place and there’s an emergency there,” he said, quickly explaining the situation.


“Leave it to me,” Andrew replied reassuringly.  “We’ll be there in minutes.”


One call followed another in quick succession.  Andrew called for several squad cars to head for 167 Hill View Drive immediately.  “Place Sid and Janet Dipley under arrest for attempted murder and hold them until I get there,” he ordered.


A quick call to Thomas had him heading for Muriel’s house at number 165.  Another call to the two officers watching Muriel’s house from the partly built apartment block across the road ordered them to move across to Muriel’s house and guard it back and front.


The next call was to Bill:   “Is everything as usual with our suspect there in the office?” Andrew enquired.


“I was just going to call you,” Bill replied.  “She has just left the office for her home, reporting ill with a severe migraine.”


“That’s very interesting Bill, you’ve been a great help.  Thank you!”


One more phone call at that stage.  “Send two of our best men to the National Library to check up on Pat Dulgrove, the head archivist there.  They must keep a close eye on him, following him wherever he goes.  Good man, officer.  I don’t want our men spotted though.  I suspect that he could be dangerous if he was cornered.   Next send two men to his home.  His wife should be arriving there in minutes, and she will need watching too.  Got that?  Thanks officer.”


Wow!  Was he ever ‘on the ball’!  It was all action as each officer moved quickly to their allotted position.  Much later we all laughed as Little Dave came out with, “This could make a great action movie.”  No one was laughing at the time though.  No way!

“ARREST THEM BOTH!”


The residents of 167 Hill View Drive were taken completely by surprise when a police sergeant and two of his men burst into their house, demanding that they raise their hands.  They were quickly handcuffed and told, “You are under arrest for attempted murder.  You are not required to say anything, but anything you do say will be taken down and may be used in evidence against you.”


When Inspector Steele arrived, he spoke to his men: “Good work men!  Take them both in for interrogation.  You’ll take them in separate cars or course, and keep them separated.  Let them cool their heels until we’re ready for them.”


Andrew continued, “I want this place treated as a crime scene.  It must have a thorough forensic examination.  Sergeant, attend to that for us, will you please.”


As he was about to head off back to the station he noticed a slice of cake on a side table.  “Treat that with kid gloves and take good care of it,” he told the sergeant, “and any other pieces like it.  Forensics will need to examine it.”

MOVING TO THE RISELLES 


Muriel and Mum were delighted and very relieved when their old friend Thomas tapped on the door.  An officer with him took charge of the fruit cake pieces and also used a little net to take the dead fish from their pond.


“Don’t touch that water,” Thomas told them, “Our men will attend to that.”  Turning to mum he observed, “Knowing Charles, I would think he will be here any minute.  I’d like you all to discuss the possibility of the Smithsons staying with the Riselles for a time.”


As an afterthought Thomas half joked, “When you drive over there I think I’ll have an officer follow you just to see that you don’t get lost.”


How right he was!  Dad duly arrived and joined the conversation.  He was quick to tell Thomas:  “Dawn and I have talked about this possibility.  We would love, nearly demand even, that Muriel and their two children move in with us until everything is sorted out.”  


“Somehow, I knew you would say something like that.  I’ll join you all there later if that’s okay.  Don’t forget to collect the kids now,” he smilingly reminded them.  And don’t forget that, either,” he said, pointing to a card on the mantel that read, “He’s Here! At this very moment, and He watches over me in love.”


With a combined hearty “Amen” from dad, mum and Muriel, he left to continue with the work in hand.


Muriel took mum in her car around to our place.  Dad took the van and headed for the school to collect us six kids.


After dad had brought us home we all gathered in the lounge.  As soon as mum and I had served coffee or soft drinks to everyone the adults took us through all that had happened in the space of a few hours.  Dad and mum assured Muriel, Jake and Irene that “our home is your home” until the crisis was over, and indeed, for as long as they liked.


“I have to admit that I was awfully scared when I saw what happened to the fish,” Muriel told us all.  “Jake and Irene could have eaten that cake.  They could be dead by now!  I truly love and trust the Lord Jesus but when I saw those fish I felt that I simply could not handle what was happening.”


Good old dad!  He quickly reassured her with:  “Muriel, as I was leaving the office I prayed, ‘Lord, I am inadequately equipped to cope with this situation, please supply my need.’  We all need His help.”


He continued, “Then thinking of something I had heard my own dad pray, I added, ‘Lord this is too much for me, so I am placing it on your plate.  Will you handle it, please.’  There are some things where it is best just to  ‘leave it to God.’”  


Mum came in with: “We were never intended to live life on our own anyway, perhaps especially not our Christian life.  God wants us to continually rely on him all the way through our lives.  In fact, He has a major problem with His followers who think that they have learned enough and experienced enough to be able to handle daily living without referring to Him at all – or almost.”


“So it’s alright for me to call Him Daddy?” Irene wondered aloud.  


“Of course,” dad told her, “you will discover that in the bible we are told that it’s natural for a Jesus follower to do it, and I do myself.  At any stage of life He may want to tell me that although I have followed Him in always doing something a certain way, this one time He wants it done differently.  I am more than happy to realise that I am His little child and respond, ‘Yes, Daddy, whatever you say.’”


Muriel sweetly commented, “I love this.  You dear friends make our life walk with the Lord Jesus – our Big Adventure – simple enough for me and each of my children to understand and enjoy it.  I am beginning to see that this is the way it’s meant to be.  I’m beginning to see, just as you explained to me up at Hideaway,” she told mum, “that walking with Jesus is beautifully simple, but religion always complicates things.” 


“That’s because religion relies too much on natural human reason and wisdom, as well as demanding that we rely too much on human leadership,” mum told her.  “The Bible even tells us that God doesn’t choose many who are wise, wealthy or strong, and for very good reason.  Christ ‘has become for us wisdom from God – that is, our righteousness, holiness and redemption.’  Why?  So that ‘none of us can boast anything of ourselves.  The credit and the glory always belong to God alone.”


“Don’t forget,” dad reminded us, “that God is jealous for His glory.  I think it was the 19th century evangelist D.L. Moody who was told that ‘the world is yet to see what God can do with a man who doesn’t touch His glory.’  It is un-crucified self that claims glory for itself.  Never forget that Jesus declared that if any of us want to follow Him we must deny self, take up our cross daily, and follow Him.  It is in self-crucified living that resurrection life is fully experienced and enjoyed.”


I was able to contribute to the conversation with something Jesus said that had been challenging me lately: “Whoever wants to save his life will lose it, but whoever loses his life for Me will find it.”  By the response from our parents, I realized that this verse must be a challenge to older believers as well, and not only a young person like me.  


Dad told us that a statement like that from the Lord Jesus is a challenge to each of us, all through our lives, if we want to be victorious in our Big Adventure.  Changing an old saying, he concluded, “Eternal vigilance is the price of a believer’s spiritual safety - and well-being.”


Practical as always, Mother then suggested that it was time we sorted out who would use which bedrooms and things like that.  Interestingly she confessed, “I used to feel a bit uncomfortable when it worked out for us to have this lovely large home.  But at times like this I can see that it was part of God’s perfect plan for us all.  There is room enough for you all to have your own bedrooms and a lounge to yourselves as well. ”


Laughingly dad came in with, “I’m sure we all agree that’s a pretty good arrangement, don’t we Muriel?  I know that our youngsters aren’t always little saints, so it’s good for them to have their own space.”  


Not even we kids disagreed with that!

THOMAS’ VISIT


Thomas arrived after everyone was settled in and dinner was over.  “I just want to check that everything is working out alright for you folk,” he told us.  To tell the truth, we were all fitting in happily as though we were part of one big old-fashioned family.  Mind you, that isn’t to suggest that there wouldn’t be the occasional tension or strain among us if this arrangement continued for any length of time.


“Now, Muriel,” Thomas went on, “I’m afraid we are going to keep possession of your home for a week or more as our forensic team goes through it with a fine tooth comb.  You can be sure that my officers will take good care of it.”


Muriel replied that she was totally happy with the Riselles as long as she wouldn’t be too much of a burden to us.  My parents quickly assured her that it was a pleasure and a privilege and she should treat our home as her own.  “Rather than add to our load, you lighten it,” mother assured her.


Thomas told Muriel, and my parents, that further investigations were taking place, and that Sid and Jane Dipley would be under further interrogation as the police tried to prise from them who was behind the murderous poisoned cake attack.  “I’ll be back to see you in a few days to let you know how we are progressing,” he assured us all.

THE DIPLEY STORY

          Inspector Andrew Steele interrogated Sid Dipley late into the night, but he stuck to a story that seemed most implausible.  

         According to Dipley he and his wife Jane often went for a drink at the local pub after their evening meal.  They had developed a nodding acquaintance with several other drinkers.  One day recently a cousin who owned a farm had visited and given them a box of fruit and a generous parcel of beef from their own stock.  Knowing that they couldn’t cope with it all they had taken some fruit to the pub to give away.  The barman had been glad to get some, as had other folk around the bar.


It hadn’t surprised them when one of the pub patrons dropped a cake in to them that morning.  Several others had done similar things since they’d given out fruit and meat.  “Just repaying you in kind,” they had told them.


He was most reluctant to tell Andrew who had brought the cake.  “How was it packaged?” the inspector inquired.


“Well, I can say that that was a little strange,” Dipley admitted.  “We’ve never had much to do with our neighbours, but the person who brought the cake had it wrapped in two portions.  One was marked for us, and the other for our neighbours.  We were told that the person concerned also owed them a favour.  ‘Just slip it to them as if you were giving it,’ we were asked.  So we did, and you know better than I do what happened next.”


“Did you eat any of the cake?” the inspector asked.


“Yes we did have a small piece each, and as you can see it didn’t affect us at all.”


“Who brought you the cake?” was the next question.


When no reply was forth coming the inspector made clear that Dipley and his wife faced a long prison sentence for attempted murder unless they helped him with his enquiries.  Turning to the sergeant who was seated beside him he said, “Lock him away.  He may come to his senses by morning.”


Try as they might, Inspector Steele and a woman officer could gain no useful information from Jane Dipley either.  Her story was much the same as her husband’s. 


Interrogation of both these suspects continued the next day.


Inspector Steele: “Well, my man, have you come to your senses overnight.  Have you considered the serious position you are in?  Will you answer my question now, or will you sit here all day while my sergeant continues the interrogation?”


“Okay, but I doubt if it will help you,” Dipley replied.  He went on to speak of a young couple they had met at the pub. The young woman, Susie Bartler, had delivered the cake.


“And she lives where?” the sergeant interrupted.


“I honestly don’t know.”


“Is she called Under-arm?” the inspector enquired.


Sid Dipley’s eyes opened wide with fear as he obviously recognized the name.  “No, no, no!” he stated forcefully.


“So you know Under-arm?” the inspector asked with a smile.


“I’ve heard that name mentioned somewhere, and can tell you nothing more than that,” was Dipley’s final word at that time.


The sergeant quickly had the desk officer check for the Bartler address.  At a nod from the inspector a car was sent to bring her in.  The officers felt that good progress was being made.


Nobody could get any more information from Jane Dipley than her husband had given, and they were both returned to their separate cells.


When Susie Bartler arrived she was taken straight to an interrogation room.  Her story was disappointing.  She had found the cake at her door early that morning.  With it there was a generous sum of money and a note asking her to take it to 167 Hill View Drive.  She lived close to the poverty line and had done this kind of thing once or twice before, hoping that if she did it carefully and promptly it might happen again, as indeed it had. 


Susie gasped, “Oh no!” and was visibly shocked when the inspector told her that she had aided and abetted a serious crime and could be charged and face a prison sentence if found guilty.  


“At the moment we will not take that action,” the inspector assured her, “though we could at a later date.  In the meantime, here is my card.  If something like this happens again will you leave the package exactly where you find it, and phone me?”


A shocked Susie Bartler readily agreed to the inspector’s request and was taken back to her home.  “Probably just as well we picked her up and took her back in an unmarked car,” the sergeant observed.

REVIEWING THE CASE


The two inspectors met over lunch to review the events of the last day or two.  Inspector Steele was quick to admit, “I hadn’t really expected to get very far with the Dipleys.  Astute criminals like Demondo and his cohorts know how to set up firewalls so an activity is almost impossible to trace back to the real culprits.  I am not discouraged though.  At least we’ve gained snippets of information that we didn’t have before.”


“We haven’t found much of interest at 165 Hill View Drive yet,” Inspector Whiteford responded.  “I am very hopeful that there is more to that property than we’ve discovered so far.  Demondo didn’t live there for five years for nothing.  I do have an idea that might help our search though.  I am confident we’ll get to the bottom of things yet.”


“Ever the optimist,” inspector Steele grinned. “We do know that Sid Dipley is a small time crook, but for the life of me I cannot believe he would move into the big-time stuff.  I am wondering if we should release them as soon as you have finished with their property, making clear that we can arrest them again at any time on a capital charge.  The trade off would be for him to work his contacts on our behalf, seeing what he can dig up.”


“Good idea.  What about Pat Dulgrove and his wife?” Thomas asked.


“Nothing to implicate them as yet and we have to tread very carefully with them.  He has friends in high places, as you well know.  But here I am the optimist,” he continued, “We may have tapped into a paper trail that will bring the results we are looking for.  In the meanwhile we will keep an eye on Dulgrove, and on his wife too, if you’ll set that up with Bill Williams.” 


As an afterthought Inspector Steele admitted that he might have to release the Dipleys before long anyway if nothing else turned up to incriminate them. “I am not sure that an attempted murder charge would stick,” he explained.  “We are still giving their property a thorough vetting though.  Hopefully we can meet again soon Thomas, with better news to discuss.”  


With a handshake the two men went their separate ways.

WHEN FRIENDS GATHER


Thomas knocked on our door a couple of evenings later, and was welcomed in.  To everyone’s delight, especially Sarah’s, he had Beauty with him.  Let me remind you that Beauty is his lovely miniature schnauzer ‘dog with a human brain’.


“Just look at how excited Beauty is to see you all again,” Thomas marvelled.  Sarah was especially delighted because Beauty had run to her first before wandering around among the rest of us.


“Sarah, I have a question for you,” Thomas told her.  “Would you be willing to care for Beauty for a few weeks or so?  The work I am involved with is making it very difficult for me to give her the love and attention she needs.”


Sarah glanced quickly towards her parents, noticed their nods, and responded, “Oh, yes!  Please leave her here as long as you want to.  We had lovely fun times together up at Hideaway, and it will be great to introduce her to our back yard, as well as take her for walks along to the park.”


“That’s settled then,” Thomas said.  Then looking towards mum and Muriel he mentioned that he would like to spend a little time with them the next day, possibly at about 11 am.  “You’d be more than welcome, and quite a help, if you could join us Charles.”


So it was all arranged, though mum insisted that Thomas stay to share lunch with them, and everyone agreed that was a good idea.


Looking towards dad, Thomas’ next remark was quite surprising.  “A couple of times I have heard you mention ‘life without boundaries.’  As a police officer I deal with boundary lines, and with people who cross them.  I am sure you were talking in a different realm, so would you please give us your thoughts on life without boundaries.


As my dad often does, he started by telling us all something he had heard from his own dad. 


“Years ago there was a missionary to an African country who was translating the Bible into the local language, with the help of several local people.  They came across one really difficult problem.  Nobody could think of how to translate the word and concept of eternity.” 


“There seemed to be nothing similar to it at all in the local language.  This was pondered over several months until one morning a key local helper burst into the missionary’s tent exclaiming gleefully, ‘I’ve found it, I’ve found it!’  His idea was to translate the word eternity into ‘life without boundaries.’   My dad felt that it was an inspired thought, and so do I.” 


Dad walked across to a desk and flipped through papers he kept there.  Got it,” he said, “here are some notes of what dad taught:”

“We only experience spiritual life without boundaries when we die to self, take up our cross daily, yield our all to the Lord Jesus and discover the full reality of life in the Spirit - understanding and entering into a true walk of vital faith in God.”


“Limits that God sets for us are for our ultimate good and for His glory.  Man-made boundaries can restrict, hinder and deprive us of heaven’s best.  God’s highest purpose is for us to be changed into the likeness of Jesus.  Only when we give highest priority to loving and obeying Him in our daily lives can He bring about all the changes He desires in each of us.”


“It is terribly easy to restrict our obedience to God to what we read in books, hear in sermons, or is approved by Christians we may look up to.”


“One other thing,” dad smiled, “To enjoy the wonder of life without boundaries we need to recognize and act on the fact, as my dad used to say, ‘nobody can hear God for you as clearly as you can.’  We need to learn how to be clearly and consistently hearing and responding to the voice of God.”


“That is superb,” Thomas enthused.  “I delight in the fact that we are creatures of eternity here and now.  From now on I will set my heart and mind towards living a life without any false, and therefore crippling, boundary of any kind.” 


Muriel spoke up, “Now I have a question for you, Inspector Thomas.  With our children sitting around like this, do you have anything to say that could encourage and bless them?”


“There is something I’ve thought about quite a lot lately,” he told us, “and it specifically applies to today’s young people.”


Usually when someone starts talking like that we kids feel, ‘uh uh, we are in for a roasting!’  We all felt relaxed and comfortable with Thomas, though, because we were pretty sure he would have something to say that fitted Muriel’s request that he share insights to encourage and bless us. 


“You may not have thought like this,” he smiled, “but this is a ‘coming out’ generation.  Things come out into the open these days that once were kept ‘in the closet’ of a family’s shame.”


“Think of it.  So called ‘gays’ have ‘come out’, unashamedly boasting of their sexual deviation.  In many countries now, same sex ‘marriages’ are acceptable and legal.  Like it or not, the bible calls those things for what they are – sin.   Other things have come out, too.  All kinds of what I think of as weird dress and undress promenade our streets.  In addition, young and old now-a-days come out with filthy, foul-mouthed language that would make their own grandparents turn over in their graves.”


“I could go on, but my point is this: You youngsters must know about the ‘come out’ things around you.  Do you keep your faith in the Lord Jesus and love for Him under wraps when other kids you know need Him so desperately?”

 “I’m not saying you should jump up on your desk tomorrow and shout about Jesus, but I am suggesting that each one of you weigh the matter up and see if you can come to a place where you tell God you are happy, willing and even eager, to share His life and love whenever He makes plain that he wants you to.  Have you already come out as far as Christian standards go?”

Wow, and wow again!  That’s a challenge.  I don’t know about the others, but I was deeply challenged that night, not simply by Thomas, but by the Holy Spirit inside me.  In the past I have said a big ‘yes’ to the Lord Jesus for whatever He wants in my life.  That night I determined to be available to God in what is probably the most challenging area of a kid’s Christian life.

In the hush that followed mum and I served a cuppa or a glass of fruit juice, and a cookie to everyone who felt like it.  She felt like adding one thought to all that had been shared that evening.

 “Let me say this,” was her comment, “that if any of you children, or if I myself for that matter, is going to take up this challenge, as we should, you’d better be very sure that you are ‘walking the talk.’  The love and life of Jesus need to shine out consistently before anyone will pay attention to our testimony and come to know the Lord Jesus personally.  Don’t forget that,” she added, pointing to the card on the mantel.  It read, “He’s Here! And He is my strength!”

After that each of us kids said ‘good night’ and made our way to our bedrooms.

My parents and Muriel thanked Thomas warmly.  He then patted Beauty fondly and left with, “See you tomorrow then.”

A ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION


Promptly at 11 am the next day Thomas arrived, just as he had told them he would.


“Thanks for giving me your time,” he began, ‘and thanks for being here Charles.  I am sure we’ve all been doing plenty of thinking the last day or two, and I would like to ask some questions, especially of you, Muriel.  At any point feel free not to answer, though.  My main purpose this morning is to help you as much as I can.”


“You see,” he explained, “we had wondered whether Demondo had any kind of hidden cupboard or buried chest on your property, but we haven’t been able to locate anything of interest.  Would you cast your mind back over the past four or five years?  Were you ever aware of him hammering, digging or shifting stuff around inexplicably?”


Unfortunately, that question drew a blank.  Muriel didn’t think he had done anything like that, so Thomas went on to another question.  “Probably more important than my last question,” he continued, “is to ask whether he ever had you sign anything that handed over anything of yours to him – a will for instance?”


“Now I have been thinking about that,” Muriel told him, “It would be only a couple of months ago that I finally agreed that we would both make a will leaving everything to the other one if either of us was to die.  I did insist that provision be made for Jake and Irene though.”


“Aha. Are you comfortable with that arrangement now?” Thomas asked.


“No, of course I’m not.”  She avowed firmly.  Looking to Charles, she said, “I was going to ask your advice because I’m not all that good with legal things.”


Charles indicated that he felt she should have a new will drawn up immediately using a different lawyer.  “As soon as a new will is completed it nullifies any previous will.  Would you like me to get a lawyer to handle it for you, leaving all your possessions and finances equally to Jake and Irene?”


When Muriel responded enthusiastically in the affirmative, Charles declared that there was no time like the present.  Thomas agreed with that and so there and then Charles rang a solicitor he knew and asked for urgent attention to be afforded to Muriel’s request.  The call ended with Charles saying, “2 pm this afternoon?  Okay Muriel?  Yes, Chris, 2 pm here at my house.  Thanks.”


Thomas expressed a “Well done” and then went on to another question.  “What are your thoughts about going back to 165, Muriel?”


“To tell the truth, I just about have nightmares thinking about it. If I had my way I would sell it without delay and look for a place elsewhere, though Dawn and Charles have become such precious friends to me that I would prefer not to go too far away,” was Muriel’s heartfelt reply.


Thomas surprised the others with an unusual suggestion. “Why don’t we get a reliable agent to put it on the market on a ‘best offer’ basis?  If you prefer, it could be best offer over whatever amount you wish. You wouldn’t need to accept any offer that was made, and it just might get a surprising result, especially if any of Demondo’s associates know that there’s more to the property than we know about.”


“I love that idea,” Muriel beamed, “I want to get done with that monster as of yesterday, including divorce.”


“The lawyer this afternoon may be able to advise you about that,” Thomas proposed.


“About the house, Muriel,” dad smiled, “I would like to make a suggestion which you must feel totally free to either accept or reject.  First let me say again, though, that Dawn and I are very serious when we tell you that it is a real pleasure for us to have you staying here with us.  Please feel free to stay here as long as suits you best.  After all, you are our sister in the Lord.”


“How would you like to look through one of the apartments our Company is building just about opposite 165?  They are built with two features that may appeal to you. One is that they fit in pleasantly with the surrounding dwellings.  The other is that the best possible security fittings are included so that people who purchase an apartment can have peace of mind on that score.”


“That’s very sweet of you Charles,” Muriel responded, “but by the look of them they could be well outside my price range.”


“Not at all,” dad assured her, “You can have possession of either a ground floor or first floor unit free of charge until your house sells.  My idea is to state in the contract that the apartment’s purchase price shall not exceed the price you get for your house.  I shall leave it to you to arrange with Dawn to have a look through two of the units that are just about completed.  As they say, it doesn’t cost to look.”


Mum asked Muriel whether her house was in her own name, or in joint names with Demondo.


“He pushed me hard for that,” Muriel gladly replied, “but I wouldn’t give in to him at that point.”


They all agreed with mum’s observation: “Let’s hope that the lawyer you see this afternoon will give utmost priority to the matters you will be discussing with him.”


Over a pleasant lunch Thomas made an observation that was important, even if not really necessary: “I am sure we all understand that news of the things we have discussed this morning could have unfortunate results in one way or another if the wrong people came to hear of them.”


Dad posed a question for Thomas:  “When the new will is signed and sealed what about our leaking a snippet to the news media about it?   That way, a person or persons unknown will realize that Demondo is shut out from your possessions, come what may, Muriel.”


Thomas and Muriel saw the wisdom of that and readily agreed to it.


As lunch was concluding Thomas sought again to reassure Muriel with:  “Demondo and his evil crew were directly responsible for my dear Le-Anna’s untimely death.  You can be sure that I am moving heaven and earth to bring them all to justice,” he told her.

NO PROBLEM!


Charles’ lawyer arrived promptly and after dad introduced him to Muriel he asked if he could see him in his den for a minute or two.  Once there, he gave Chris Lambert a brief summary of the attempted murder and Demondo’s record of money laundering, hard drug trafficking and murder.  


“Could you possibly have the will finalised today?” dad asked him.


“Charles, you and Dawn have helped me in the past and I’d love to return the favour.  If you have a fax facility here I can dictate the terms by phone to my secretary and have the blank form faxed to your phone.  The document can then be signed and sealed while I am still here with you.”


Yes, we do indeed have a fax connection, and dad was delighted that Chris would handle the matter so expeditiously. 


“As far as divorce is concerned, that will take longer, though I believe there is a way we can have it finalized very quickly.  I will need to check the legalities of that one though,” Chris explained to dad.


When dad and Mr. Lambert joined the others they explained what they had discussed together.  The lawyer assured Muriel that he would be giving high priority to her requests.


Isn’t it encouraging when step after step of something we are concerned about seems to fall into place without tension or hiccup?  Dad reckons it is one way of knowing that God is at work on our behalf.


Within a matter of hours from Thomas’ arrival in the morning, Muriel had completed a new will which stated categorically that all previous wills were immediately and totally rescinded – null and void was the term used, I think.


That evening Muriel was clearly more relaxed and in peace than she had been in recent days, especially since the attempted murder.  Mum expressed to her again what she had said several times before:  “It is just like having my own sister coming home to have you living here with us.  It is as much a blessing for us as it is for you.”


She went on to say, “I have been thinking about those friends of yours that I met with you some days back.  They may be feeling a bit awkward to contact you here in this house.  Why don’t you phone as many of them as you like, and invite them around for coffee tomorrow, or whatever day you prefer?  Feel very free to invite your friends here whenever you like.”

JAKE’S QUESTIONS


Jake noticed dad working around our garden and approached him with, “Uncle Charles, may I ask you a question or two?”


Dad pointed to a couple of outdoor seats and suggested that perhaps they could sit there a while.  


“Now,” dad spoke in a kindly voice, “ask whatever you like, and I’ll do my best to help you.”


Jake came out with: “Little Dave is a good friend, and I admire him a lot. But I feel quite different from him.  He is certain that God loves us, and seems to enjoy referring to God as his heavenly Dad.”


After a pause Jake continued, “One question I have is, if God loves us all so much, how come He has allowed my mother to go through the awfulness of these recent weeks – and the past few years for that matter?”


Rather than waiting for dad’s reply, Jake went on to ‘think out loud’.  “I suppose God may have saved us from eating that poisoned cake.  I can see that it could have been much worse if Demondo had concealed the kind of man he is until we were cheated out of our home and everything.  Maybe it was God who helped Irene and Sarah when they were kidnapped, and it could be that God arranged for us to come to know the Riselle family.  So that’s cool.”


Dad smiled, “confusing isn’t it?  Perhaps we should think about the fact that God’s purpose is primarily to change what is inside us, rather than what is outside.  He wants to give each one of us a new clean, loving and trusting heart.  I would hope that you have already noticed Irene’s inner change showing itself by her being more thoughtful, kind and caring.”


“Well that’s true,” Jake gladly admitted, “Since she and mum put their trust in the Lord Jesus we have surely been a happier and closer family.”


Dad: “If you turn your life over to Him too, the family will have even closer love bonds.  Besides, such a step would give you the peace of heart and mind that we all need in the challenges we are facing just now.”


Jake spoke of his other difficulty.  “When I was little I had a really cool, good and loving dad.  I loved him a lot and still miss him even now.   As you know, he was killed mercilessly, and before long Demondo became our step-dad.   I never felt really close and comfortable with him.  Now I even shrink from calling God my Dad or Father.”


“My own dad struggled with his attitude towards his father,” dad responded.  “He had good reason to feel deeply ashamed of being his father’s son and having his father’s blood running in his veins.  Sometimes he was even known to say that if it wasn’t for God’s mercy he would long since have been in an institution or in the grave.  Because of Jesus in his life he came to cherish the thought that God made up to him for all that he lacked in an earthly father.”


“As we go through life we learn that life isn’t always fair, that people aren’t always kind, and that in our own strength we cannot cope with adversity as we would like to.  Some folk never seem to learn that we weren’t made to handle life on our own.  God loves us, cares about us, and wants to make up for what we lack.  With His help we can experience peace like a river even in the storms of life, and have a precious inner awareness that our lives are in His hands, come what may.”


“You know there is something my dad talked about repeatedly.  He told us that within himself he often spoke out, ‘He loves me, He loves me, He loves me.’  What could be more amazing than being deeply and wonderfully loved by the Lord God Almighty?  Yet it can be true for you Jake, just as it is for Little Dave.   Why don’t you invite the Lord Jesus into your heart, ask Him to forgive you for every wrong you’ve done, and tell Him that from now on He is your wonderful, loving Boss?”


You know what?  From that day on there has been a sense of confidence and serenity in Jake that was never there before.  You can’t be ashamed when God is your dad, can you?  And it’s not hard to smile, is it, when you keep reminding yourself that every moment of the day and of the night, “He’s Here!  And He loves me deeply?”


From then on, almost every time Jake came into a room he read out loud whatever ‘He’s Here’ card was visible.  I know for me it reinforces a wonderful life-flow truth that keeps on warming my inner being. 


I would love to tell everybody in the whole wide world that “Jesus is right for all that is wrong in your life.”

MURDER!


When Inspector Andrew Steele answered his mobile phone he was informed of a crude, bloody and violent murder that had just been committed in the foyer of the power company office block.  Turning on his siren, he raced to the scene.  Was the deceased someone he had personal knowledge of, or somebody involved in the case he and Thomas were working on?


 Recognizing his vehicle, officers that were holding back traffic around the building quickly waved him through.  “Ah Ted Jones is on the case, that’s good,” he thought.  “He’s one of our keenest and brightest young men.”


“Sorry to ask you to come here, sir,” Sub-inspector Jones, said, “but a gentleman here who seems to know you well insisted that we inform you of this violent incident.  He told me that if I didn’t call you he would, and showed me your private-number card.”


 The inspector thanked his young associate and turned to the person indicated. “Bill!” Inspector Steele exclaimed.  “You must know something about this incident that my men don’t know.”


“Well, sir, I thought that either you or Thomas should know what I’ve been thinking about in case it is of interest.”


“Go on,” the inspector smiled, “spell it out for me.”


“It’s a while now since Thomas gave me an envelope with a photo and details of a person you wanted me to watch.  She has just come to a violent end.    I saw her slip out of the office at this unusual hour, so thought I should just check to see if she was driving off or not before I called you.”


“What a surprising turn of events,” the inspector mused.  “This will be cause for some re-thinking on our part.  I should think inspector Jones should be allowed to continue in charge of the case though, at this stage anyway, but I’ll keep a close watch on the way it unfolds.”


“There is something more sir,” Bill continued.  “I hope you won’t think me out of place, but I’m wondering whether I’ve seen a couple of jigsaw pieces fit together.”


“Meaning?”


“Dotty Downside hasn’t been the nicest person to have in an office, but I would never have wished this to happen to her – or anyone else, for that matter.  But you see inspector, I’ve thought a lot about the two unknown people that you want to track down.”


“As I saw her leave the office a thought flashed into my mind, about the ‘Under’ or ‘Under-arm’ riddle.”  Looking a little sheepish, he continued, “I thought, ‘what is more underarm to a woman than deodorant or DO as they call it?  Could the first two letters of her name have led to her being nicknamed ‘Under-arm’?”


Looking down at his feet Bill muttered, “It sounds foolish when I say it out loud.  It was only a thought.”


“No, no, Bill!” Inspector Steele said forcefully, “You are exactly right and I have been too blind to see it.  If you know her husband’s name you will recognize that the other nickname fits him perfectly.  In all probability ‘Deadly D’ refers to him.  Bill you have been a tremendous help.  I must get in contact with Thomas and let him know about this turn of events.”


Inspector Steele slipped over to his associate, gave him a friendly pat on his shoulder, and quietly spoke to him: “Yes, Ted, I now believe this incident is linked to the case I am interested in, and will have repercussions on our main suspect.  You read my informer correctly in calling me as he requested.  I am sure you will see the importance of watching Demondo and Flick very closely when they are told of this event, and of course see that they are kept apart.  I will probably get down to the pen in the morning myself to interrogate them.”


“What about her husband,” Inspector Jones enquired, “Who would be best to notify him of his wife’s demise?”


“Good question, Ted, I am heading to a meeting with Inspector Whiteford right now.  He may want to do that.  Would you mind holding fire on it?  I’ll get back to you about it very shortly.”


When that was agreed Inspector Steele left the scene, first stopping to make one further comment to Bill Williams.  “You may be better to return to your office when that is appropriate and not be seen hob-knobbing with police officers any longer than necessary.  And thank you again.  You have been a tremendous help to us.  I imagine that either Thomas or I will be in touch with you again soon.”

CONFERENCE TIME AGAIN


Inspectors Steele and Whiteford met within minutes so that Thomas could be brought up to date with what Bill Williams had discovered.


“I must say, Thomas,” Inspector Steele said with a happy smile, “your friend Bill Williams has turned up trumps, as the saying goes.  He obviously has a sharp mind behind his placid exterior.  Just shows again, doesn’t it, that you can’t judge a package by its wrapping.” 


“Thanks, Andrew,” Thomas responded, “I can see that this ‘Under’ and ‘Deadly D’ link up fits some of my suspicions, but we have still got a long way to go before we can nail him.  Dotty Downside is out of our hands. She faces a higher court, and that is a solemn thought.”


“There are quite a few paper trails that you’ve been following, Thomas.  Are you beginning to see light at the end of the tunnel?”


“I see a faint glimmer of it, Andrew.   Importantly, it looks like operation Y is going to have some good results for us any day now.”


“Great stuff,” Andrew chimed in, “Criminals reel when canaries squeal…  yellow canaries.”


Thomas again: “One question that comes to my mind is whether it is merely a coincidence that today’s murder follows on from yesterday’s newspaper item about Muriel Smithson’s divorce, which only followed the announcement of her changed will by a matter of weeks.”


“I have a gut feeling that once one link is nailed down all the others will fall like a house of cards, to change the metaphor,” Andrew declared.


Both men agreed that the day of reckoning could not come quickly enough for either of them.


“Clearly, we need to discover all we can about what she ‘brought to the party’ and what he did.  Knowledge of that may lead us to a weak link in his armoury,” Andrew commented.  “Which leads me to another question: Ted Jones is waiting to hear back from me on this one.  Who do you think should inform Dotty Downside’s husband?”


“You know, I think I would be happy to do that myself,” Thomas told him with a grin, “perhaps along with Ted.  Two of us arriving like that just may shake him a little.”


Before Andrew called Ted, Thomas came out with something that would speak to his friend Andrew more profoundly than he could have imagined.  “When I was driving here,” he told Andrew. I thought of something I read several years ago in a book published in Britain.  It was a poem that is apparently still to be found on a tombstone somewhere there, and reads:



Remember me as you pass by,



As you are now, so once was I.

                    As I am now, so must you be,



So turn to Christ and follow me.”


“In our work,” Andrew admitted, “We come in contact with death and its finality more often than we would like.  No matter who we are, or how hardened we may become, none of us can escape an inner knowing that the grave is not the end.”


The two inspectors agreed to meet again in a day or two, and set off to attend to the issues that had risen through Dotty Downside’s untimely death.

THE DULGROVE INTERVIEW


Inspectors Thomas Whiteford and Ted Jones made their way through the National Library to an office labelled “Chief Archivist” with the name of Pat Dulgrove beneath it.


Without hesitation, they opened the door and went in, walking straight past the receptionist despite her protests, and through to Pat Dulgrove’s inner office.  He looked up in surprise at this sudden intrusion, before noticing the two officers.


“You!” he exclaimed, staring at Inspector Thomas Whitefield.  “I was told you had retired to a chalet way up past Hideaway.” 


Thomas added to Dulgrove’s surprise by asking, “Now I wonder who told you that?  I have never forgotten you Dulgrove, and you haven’t seen the last of me yet.”


It was time for Inspector Jones to advise Dulgrove of his wife’s sudden decease.  He was surprised that the only response he got was, “I’m not surprised, if you really want to know.  She had it coming to her.”


“Now what does that mean sir?” Jones enquired.


“Well, you’ll probably learn that she has been involved in some shady deal with very nasty people.  She wouldn’t listen to me, and she never has.”


“That sounds as if you know of her carry-on with Demondo.  So you saw the link between Dotty and Demondo did you?  At least you aren’t trying to put on a grieving husband act.  Knowing you as I do, that would have made me sick,” Thomas commented. 


Inspector Jones was stretching to understand the conversation between the other two men.  “Do I understand you to say Mr. Dulgrove, that you have some idea of who was involved in your wife’s death?”


“No you do not!  I’ve always been opposed to crude violence.”


“Well, well,” Thomas joined in again, “Now whoever would have told you it was a crudely violent death?  We will have to look into that, won’t we, inspector?”


“It seems to me,” Inspector Jones said slowly, “that we will need to ask you to come with us for further questioning sir.  In the light of your wife’s death I am sure you will see the need for this to take place discreetly.  Can we expect to see you at Central in about an hour?”


Pat Dulgrove nodded his head thoughtfully.  “I suppose so, but let me warn you young man, that if you step out of line by as much as a centimetre you will make headlines for all the wrong reasons.”


With a final, “We note what you say Dulgrove.  That wouldn’t be a threat of some kind would it?” the two officers left the office, very satisfied with what had eventuated there.


Thomas chuckled to Ted, “That may have set the cat among the pigeons.  Just last week we set up a legal wiretap on his phones here and at home.  If he starts to sing we’ll know the tune in very quick order.”


There were busy hours ahead and a number of other interviews to take place, but our fine officers felt the refreshing breeze of coming success, and proceeded with renewed enthusiasm.

A QUIET EVENING AT HOME


Just when our evening meal was about to begin dad took a phone call from Thomas who told him about Dotty Downside’s death.  “We know that Muriel and her friends were involved with her but want to leave it to you whether to tell them tonight or leave it until they hear or read the news in the morning,” he explained.


“Okay Thomas, thanks for ringing.  I will give some thought to the matter,” and with that the call ended.


Dad joined us with, “Isn’t it wonderful to have our Friend the Lord Jesus with us right here and now?  As we partake of our food tonight may we enjoy His companionship and listen carefully to anything He may want to say to us.  This way we partake of two kinds of food at the same time.”  


That doesn’t sound anything like the traditional kind of ‘grace’ many Christians say at mealtime, but I am sure it pleased the Lord well enough, aren’t you?  Reminds one of “Man shall not live by bread alone.”


It was a cooler evening so after dinner we all sat around the fire.  Timothy shared with us that he was having a rough time with some of the kids in his class.  It seemed as though they were down on him because when he had shared about Sarah and Irene’s traumatic experience they had realized that he is a follower of the Lord Jesus.


“You can be sure,” dad comforted him, “that they will be watching to see how you react to them.  A quiet answer can turn away wrath, and continuing kindness can touch the hardest heart.”


Mum added her feelings to dad’s comments with: “Why don’t you think about taking a different ‘He’s Here’ card with you to school each day this week to help remind you that you are not alone?”  She added, “When I was a child my mother often told us that ‘one man with God is a majority.’   It’s very true, so we don’t need to feel we are isolated and out-numbered.”


I am sure it was encouraging for Timothy to know that we would all be praying for him and trusting the Lord to be his strength, giving him a calm peace when he was with those guys.


Dad grinned as he shared with us something he had heard from his own father.  “When mother mentioned ‘one man with God is a majority’ I thought of dad’s story.  Apparently leaders in a church somewhere in the United States had pondered over the way they voted at their business meetings.  Did the New Testament church vote like that?” they wondered.


“They realized that a majority vote virtually always meant sticking with the way they had customarily done things in the past, and rejecting anything different and new, unless it was to copy something that was effective and popular elsewhere.  They, and the entire church membership, agreed that from then on there would only be one vote on anything that was discussed in any of their meetings.  It would be Jesus’ vote!”


“By setting themselves to discover what Jesus voted for in any situation, and going with His vote, there’s no doubt in my mind that they were a lot closer to New Testament church life than they had ever been before.”


I suspect it also meant that there was a lot more prayer going on in that church than they had previously been the norm until then!


A little later Muriel indicated that she wanted to ask: “I notice how often you people refer to the peace of God, and I know what I’ve been experiencing in my mind and heart since coming to know the Lord Jesus, but I would love to understand more about it.” 


That is the kind of question my parents love to respond to.


Mum began by mentioning an old couple they knew years ago who often said, ‘It is better felt than telt.’  “I know that is quaint,” mum continued, “but isn’t it always true that an ‘ounce of experience is worth more than a ton of explanation?”


“Well said, mother,” dad went on,  “Jesus is the Prince of Peace and   there are several verses that have been helpful to me in understanding the peace of God.   Paul wrote to the Colossian believers, “Let the peace of God rule in your hearts, since as members of one body you were called to peace.”


“The word ‘rule’ in that verse is interesting.  A different translation reads, ‘And the peace of Christ, let it be acting as umpire in your lives.’  Do you get the picture?  The umpire or referee blows the whistle, disturbing your inner peace.  Simply turn away from an unwitting infringement; and the peace of God floods your heart again.”


“I think Isaiah expresses the same idea when he writes, ‘Whether you turn to the right or to the left, your ear will hear a voice behind you saying, this is the way, walk in it.’   In other words, turn off the track He wants you to take and your inner ear will hear the ‘peace/lack of peace’ call to walk in God’s way again.”


“One more thing,” dad continued, “to the Philippians Paul wrote, ‘The peace of God which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and minds in Christ Jesus.’  He is really saying that the peace of God will do guard duty – act as sentinel – for our hearts and minds, protecting us from all that is wrong and dangerous.”


Muriel was delighted with what dad and mum had just shared.  “I keep on marvelling at the wonderfully simple way of life that God has provided for us.  It seems to me that even a child or, for that matter, an illiterate nomad in some remote corner of the earth can get hold of sufficient insight to enable them to walk with Jesus, pleasing Him in everything.”


At the end of this conversation mum smilingly suggested to us that it might be fun to see if we could all find those verses in our own bibles.  “It is always wise to read the context of any verse we think about.”


When dad, mum and Muriel were the only ones left in the living room, dad broke the news of Dotty Downside’s death.  It was quite a shock, especially for Muriel.  She wondered whether she should phone her other friends since they knew Dotty, and also whether she should cancel tomorrow’s plans for them all to come to our place for coffee.


Dad told her that he had been thinking about that and thought it may be best for her to leave things as they are, though some of the ladies well may phone her in the morning anyway when the story became public news.  The others agreed to wait and see what eventuated.  They were all at peace about that.

INTERVIEWING DULGROVE


The interview of Pat Dulgrove by Inspectors Steele and Jones was tense from the beginning, though Dulgrove never tried to postpone it.  Apparently he saw no need to attend to issues concerning his wife’s death.  In spite of the tension Dulgrove declined an offer for his lawyer to be called.  


Inspector Jones informed Dulgrove right away that Dotty’s murder was receiving top priority.  “No stone will be left unturned and we are hoping for an early arrest or arrests in the case,” he assured him.  


“You didn’t tell us how you first heard of her death though.  Who told you?”  The question from Jones went unanswered and after a pause the inspector continued with further questioning.


“We have reason to believe that you were angry with your wife for messing up a deal you were hoping to bring to a rapid and successful conclusion.  How angry were you, and what was the deal all about?”


“She was stupid,” Dulgrove blurted out, “and I was as angry as hell, but I still wouldn’t do anything to harm her.”


“That’s one thing I have learned about you,” Inspector Steele, joined in with.  “You like to think of yourself as Mr. Squeaky-clean, don’t you?   You wouldn’t get your own hands dirty for the world, would you?  Rather use other people to do the dirty work, wouldn’t you?”


Those remarks caused Dulgrove to fidget around a bit and hang his head down for a few seconds.  “You will never hang anything on me,” he muttered defiantly.


“Pat Dulgrove, did you arrange the murder of your wife Dotty Downside?  Yes or no?” Steele pushed.


When there was no response forthcoming Inspector Steele dryly commented, “I will probably ask you the same question in front of a judge one day.”


Inspector Jones came back with, “Why can’t you answer a simple question and let me know how you heard of your wife’s death?  It could lead me to her murderer you know.”  


Dulgrove was still uncooperative so Inspector Steele took a different tack.  “Tell me this then, what was the specific purpose for your trip to the United Kingdom six months ago, and who covered the costs of it?”


“That’s none of your business,” snapped Dulgrove.  “You keep your nose out of things that are no business of yours.”


“Getting touchy are we?” Steele grinned.  “Well then you may care to answer this: Why were all your debts wiped out as soon as you returned?  Come into money, did we?  Do you have any idea where the provider came into his wealth?”


Immediately Dulgrove refused to continue with the interview almost snarling, “You will only talk with me again when my lawyer is present.  I’ve had enough of your insinuations.”


“That’s fine by us,” Inspector Jones told him, “we did mention at the start of our discussion that you could ask for him.”


Inspector Steele had the final word and it shook Pat Dulgrove to the core.  He literally paled as he heard:  “You may be interested to know that Inspector Whiteford and I will be visiting Demondo in the morning, and there’s no way you can contact him ahead of time.  I have an idea he will answer some of the questions you clammed up on.  We’ll be in touch before long.  Don’t do anything rash or foolish in the meantime, will you?”

LADIES GATHERING IN THE RISELLE HOME


Several of Muriel’s friends phoned her the next morning to discuss the shocking news of Dotty Downside’s murder.  She suggested to each of them that they come to Riselles as arranged and they could talk about it with their other friends at the same time.  The previous evening Muriel had happily agreed with mum’s suggestion that Maureen be invited to join them.


My mother busied herself serving tea or coffee to each woman as she came in and passed around some freshly baked savouries. Mum has often commented that having a cuppa with friends is a great way to settle the nerves and ‘make a body feel at home.’


As mum gave each of them their coffee she introduced Maureen with: “This is my good friend, Maureen.  Her husband works in the office where Dotty was employed, and actually saw what took place, though in response to a police request he isn’t speaking about it at this stage.”  


Maureen fitted in comfortably with the other ladies.  Later, when everybody eventually left, mum and Muriel remarked to each other on how well Maureen had been accepted by the others.  It was a great way to help her be at ease among different people.


The buzz of conversation gradually quieted and Muriel spoke to all of them.  “I have been asked how I feel about Dotty’s death, especially since she slapped me so outrageously some months ago.  Well I’m ashamed to tell you, for a moment or two I thought, ‘it jolly well serves her right.’  Thankfully I soon realized that such a thought is awful and unworthy of a follower of the Lord Jesus who only wanted his torturers to be forgiven.  It did me good to contritely plead, ‘forgive me Lord for such a nasty thought.’”


As one or two of the other women chipped in she held up a hand saying, “No. No, I was wrong to think that.  One time when a sinful woman was brought to Jesus He said, ‘let him who is without sin throw the first stone.’  None of us are perfect, least of all me, and I have come to see that it is terribly important to forgive anyone who harms us.”


“You’ve come quite a way Muriel,” one of her friends smiled, “Even though I fall very short of it, I know there is tremendous value in rejecting negative thoughts and in having a positive outlook on life.”  Turning to mum she asked, “Don’t you think so?”


“Indeed I do!” mum replied.  “As Muriel spoke I thought of a story Charles’ dad taught about forgiveness.  There’s a very scary side to not forgiving anyone, I can tell you. The person who does not forgive does incredible harm to himself or herself.  This is the story:”


“The first time he and nana went to visit Ireland he spoke at a live-in conference in County Donegal, which is well to the north of the country, but part of the Republic, not Northern Ireland which is linked to Great Britain.  They were driven across a bit of Northern Ireland to get to Donegal, passing through Londonderry. [Republicans simply call it Derry.]  


They were told that there was only one supermarket in the city, Woolworths, part of the British chain of stores.  Apparently it was the only supermarket in the area.  It’s difficult to believe, but republicans had burned it down two or three times because it was British, even though by burning it down they caused real hardship - to themselves!  Granddad told Nana, ‘that’s like saying to someone: I hate you, so I’ll punch myself on the nose!”


“That ‘Northern Ireland syndrome’ is what happens when we hate someone else, or even just can’t forgive them.  Jesus spoke of a man who was forgiven a huge debt but wouldn’t forgive another guy a small debt.  His own forgiveness was revoked!  Jesus announced a shocking penalty for not forgiving when we have been forgiven so much.”


“Thank you.   I needed that!” one of the ladies said.  “I can see there are positive things to learn even from a gruesome event like Dotty’s violent demise.”


“Not to be critical at all,” another woman joined in, “but since I heard the story on the news I have been thinking about the value of families.  I never heard anything about Dotty’s family at all and knew nothing about her husband until I read a bit of the story in the paper this morning.”


“How important is it for parents to spend quality time and fun time with each of their children?” One woman pondered, though the question seemed to answer itself.


Another chipped in with, “That leads on to our need to be good examples to our kids.  Requiring one thing from them and doing the opposite ourselves would have an unsettling effect on them don’t you think?”


Yet another woman contributed to the conversation with: “I believe that there needs to be consistency in the way we handle our children, though there may also be differences at times.  My Nick and I have talked about the need of children to feel secure as well as to feel loved, and that requires boundaries that are clear, loving, firm and consistent.  Of course they should be flexible and change as our children grow.”


For a while there was a murmur of conversation as different ones spoke to the person sitting beside them. When it looked as though the women were thinking about heading home, Muriel spoke to them again.


“You all know that I have walked a rocky road the last little while and I haven’t always coped as well as perhaps I should have done.  Let me give credit where it’s due, though.  The honest truth is I don’t know how I would have made it if Dawn hadn’t introduced me to my Lord and Saviour, and if He didn’t give me strength and peace each moment of the day.”


It was a joy for Dawn and Muriel when several of the other ladies shared that they had responded to what they’d heard previously, and now were trusting in the Lord.  “You can never know how wonderful He is and what an amazing Friend He wants to be until you open up your heart and life to Him,” one of them explained.


As they were leaving several other friends told Muriel that they were giving serious thought to taking the same step she had, and might pop in for a chat sometime.


Most of the ladies made favourable comment about the card on the sideboard which read, ‘He’s Here! - at this very moment.  That’s how much He cares about me!’


After everyone left mum and Muriel spent precious minutes thanking God for His kindness and love, and asking Him to show great favour to each of their children, opening up their eyes to the next step He would like each of them to take.

FACING DEMONDO


Inspectors Andrew Steele and Thomas Whiteford sat across a desk from Demondo with two guards standing right behind him.


Inspector Steele unsettled Demondo with the observation: “I’m not sure whether to call you Demondo, Maxwell or Courtney, so I’ll stick with Demondo.”


“Think you’re smart don’t you Steele, but you’ll get nothing from me,” Demondo grumped.


The inspector responded in a deceivingly gentle tone of voice:  “Now, now, we have just come to tell you that Dotty Downside was murdered last night.  Did you know about that?   How were you involved in that?”


Demondo’s reaction showed that he had not been aware of it, and he asked for proof.  “We aren’t joking, and we aren’t trying to trick you,” Inspector Whiteford told him.  We may even consider allowing you to phone Pat Dulgrove later.”  There was no doubt that hit home too!


When an inspector asked: “Why did you contact Dotty a few months back?” Demondo replied somewhat angrily that a man had a right to talk to whoever he wants to.


“Okay, we’ll come back to that. We spent a long time with Dulgrove last evening.  Here are some easy questions: Who funded his trip to Britain six months ago?  Who paid off all his debts?  Where did all that cash come from?”


All that Demondo said to that was, “You won’t get anything out of me you smart Alecs.”


“We have plenty of time Demondo, and you aren’t going anywhere for a long time.  We will come back to those questions later,” Whiteford told him. “I have a personal question to put to you. Why did you set up and pay Flick in the attack that killed my dear wife and just about killed me?”


“Dream on!” Demondo snarled.


“You must be kicking yourself that all your effort in killing Robert Jonesby so that you could marry Muriel has come to nothing.  Think you were going to become a country gentleman did you?” was Inspector White ford’s next question.


Demondo began to realize that the inspectors might have enough on him to put him away for the rest of his natural life.  The clincher came when Inspector Steele smiled calmly, though a little triumphantly, and informed him that: “We have no need to dream on.  We have a couple of canaries that are singing their hearts out.  You can’t blame them, can you?  Nobody wants to go down with you.”


The inspectors nodded to the guards and stood to their feet. Their final word was, “Let us know when you are ready to make a statement, won’t you?”


Demondo left the interrogation room with shock, dismay and hopelessness written all over his face.  It even showed in the way he shuffled away on the guards’ command. 

GATHERING TOGETHER


One evening dad and mum popped around to visit Bill and Maureen Williams for a while.  They had become good friends and enjoyed each other’s company.  It may seem strange, but actually their differences seemed to help strengthen the friendship.  Each family accepted the other family just as they were without crusading to change them.


Dad has sometimes told us that: “Friendship has an added quality when different people can focus on points of agreement even while acknowledging their differences.  Sameness can be boring, and enforced sameness can be tyrannical.  Some wise church people have majored on the maxim ‘In essentials unity, in non-essentials liberty, in all things charity.’”


I wouldn’t be surprised though, would you, if they still fought at times over what fits into the essential bracket, and what doesn’t. 


As they relaxed drinking coffee together Bill told dad that Maureen had spoken enthusiastically about the recent ladies’ gathering.


Maureen explained, “Everyone was very friendly.  I felt welcomed, accepted, and even loved, so it was very special for me.  I was also impressed that not one of them wanted to dig in the dirt of that deceased woman’s wrongdoing, and besides that each in their own way seemed very sincere and genuine.  Nobody enjoys the company of hypocrites and smug, self important people, do they?”


“See what I mean,” Bill smiled in dad’s direction.  “I must confess I felt a bit jealous of the lovely time Maureen had enjoyed, even though I am glad she did.  Do some of your men friends get together like that, Charles?” he asked.


Dad’s reply may have sounded a bit unusual to Bill.  His response was, “I’m really not big on dividing up the family – men tonight, women on Tuesdays, teenagers on Friday nights, younger kids on Sunday morning, and so on.  I can’t see how that strengthens family life, and we all know that the family is meant to be the basic and essential unit of any society.”


“Let me tell you though Bill,” dad added, “We have invited friends to a fellowship gathering next Friday night.  You folk are more than welcome to come along.”


“Will it have the same kind of discussion and sharing that was a feature of the ladies’ gathering?” Bill asked.


It was time for mum to join the conversation and she told Bill and Maureen that there would certainly be discussion and sharing, but the focus would be on their personal Friend and Saviour, the Lord Jesus.  “I am confident that you wouldn’t be picked on or embarrassed, though,” she assured them.


“I like the sound of that,” Bill responded.  “I have thought quite a lot about some of the things Charles has mentioned when we’ve chatted together, so I’ll enjoy meeting the same kind of people and listening as they share with one another.”


“Okay,” dad told him, “If you still feel like it on Friday evening just pop around by about 7. 30.  You are more than welcome.”


Mum told us later that you never know what’s going on in people’s minds and it’s always wise not to even hazard a guess.  But it usually isn’t hard to get a sense of whether they are sincere and honest or not, and that is all you need to be aware of.


Quite a lot of friends came that Friday night, with obvious expectation of sharing the love and joy of the Lord Jesus.  Perhaps I should mention that since the last meeting like this at our place, many of us had gone to several other homes for similar occasions.  The choice of venue was only decided by who had a large enough home for everyone who wanted to come to squeeze in.  


Mother’s card on the mantel that evening read “He’s Here at this very moment and He’s caring for me.”  


When Bill and Maureen arrived dad introduced them as ‘good friends of ours,’ and they were accepted without question.  Several of Muriel’s friends were there too.


It was easy to see that everyone enjoyed the friendship of those around them.  While folk were still settling in and there was still a general buzz of chatter around the room, someone began quietly singing, “I love you Lord and I lift my voice to worship you.  Take joy my King in what you hear, let me be a sweet, sweet sound in Your ear.”   


Similar expressions of love and delight in the Lord were sung, mostly directly to Him and not simply about Him.  It was easy to see that each of us felt that the Lord was among us and not simply an 'absentee Lord,' as my granddad used to say.


People chatted about worship.  It may be easy to describe though possibly difficult to offer to God as we should.  One visitor told us, “I worship the Lord when I make beds and tidy the house.  To say, ‘This is for you Jesus,’ as I work, and to let Him know that I am trusting Him to care for Fred and our children, are ways of expressing my love and respect for Him, and honouring Him as Lord of our home and family.”


Another person mentioned that they also had the idea of “This is for you Jesus,” when they visited an awkward neighbour and when they were given grace to show love and patience to a sour, unfriendly workmate.


“Could worship basically be an attitude of heart that permeates every aspect of our daily living?” a young man asked.  “That means I can worship God continually.  I bet He loves that!”


There were plenty of smiles around at the thought of betting on God’s love.  Nobody argued with the young man’s sentiment, though.  I know that I for one saw in a new way that this was a way forward in my own Big Adventure.  By not loving the Lord and worshipping Him in normal daily activities, and by not loving Him with an eager heart, I was being more selfish and self-centred than is good for a healthy spiritual life.


Tea or coffee was passed around along with whatever sandwiches, savouries and cakes friends had brought.  Folk stood or sat around chatting in groups for ages before gradually slipping out and making their way home.

DAD AND BILL


One morning a few days later Bill phoned dad wondering whether it would be possible for them to meet for lunch.  It suited dad okay and so they met in a café near the power company.


When they had collected their meals and started eating, Bill told dad that he had enjoyed the fellowship gathering immensely and it had stimulated his thinking about lots of things.  “I have some questions, too,” he smiled.


Encouraged by dad he proceeded with: “I deeply appreciate you people and enjoy your friendship, but I can’t quite get a handle on your faith.  I can’t sort out your religious routine, and nor have I yet discovered the rules that govern your Christianity.  If it isn’t impertinent I would be keen to have you spell some of it out for me.  The truth is that in a way it appeals to me but at the same time I can’t fathom you people either.  I really like you, even though there’s something about you that I cannot understand.”


As you can imagine, dad was delighted with these questions, and couldn’t help smiling broadly.  Bill didn’t know it but this was an area that dad felt very strongly about.  He loves the biblical idea that there is a need to return to ‘the simplicity that there is in Jesus.’


“People get the idea that the way of Jesus Christ is complicated with too many rules that vary between different groups.  These rules often confuse, weigh down, divide and even cause rejection from apparently sincere and genuine people.  A person can be forgiven for thinking that at times church leaders introduce rules as much to strengthen their own ideas and position as anything.  This gives the impression that their particular system is more important than the individual members of their flock.”


“Referring to a song I heard our Rebecca singing quite a bit when we were holidaying up at Hideaway; ‘it’s not complicated, doesn’t need a lot of rules. It’s all about loving God, loving each other, and making music with my friends.’  The Lord Jesus Himself said the first and great commandment is to love God with all our heart, soul and mind.  The second great commandment is to love our neighbours as ourselves.”


“Perhaps one other thing I should say,” dad continued, “is that the Bible declares that love is the fulfilling of the law.  It is the law of God written on our hearts.  The wonderful thing about this thought is that it isn’t a matter of striving to love awkward people even if it just about kills us.  What I - and multitudes of others - have experienced is that when we enter into a personal faith relationship with Jesus He changes our heart until we love because that’s the kind of person we are now.  We love because that’s our new God-given nature.”


When dad apologized for being so wordy, Bill responded with: “No, no.  I asked the questions.  You know I have just about come to a place where I reach out for the kind of change you mention, but I wouldn’t want too many people to know that I did it.  Perhaps I’ll get close enough so that I can enter in to it quickly if I ever need to.”


Dad replied to that thought with, “I know it’s about time we got back to work.  But let me tell you something I read recently.  A married couple attended a church in New Zealand one evening.  They hadn’t been churchgoers up until then.  Afterwards as they chatted with the pastor over a cup of coffee they shared that the husband had advanced incurable cancer and wasn’t expected to live many weeks.  Can you believe it?  He told the pastor that he didn’t want to make his peace with God that night, but wanted to get close enough to do it in a hurry when the time came.”


“The pastor spoke plainly, saying, ‘John Lobley, you’ll never get away with that.’  Happily the man saw the folly of what he’d thought to do and before long placed his faith in the Lord Jesus.  He left this world soon after that, but he died with confidence that he was passing over into heaven.”


The men clapped each other on the shoulder with friendly affection and heading back to their respective offices.

AN ASTOUNDING DISCOVERY


Thomas Whiteford phoned Muriel asking if he could come around and visit her.  When he arrived he said he would like to talk about the sale of her house, as well as some other matters of interest to her.  Mum and dad were in the room but they quickly stood to their feet and excused themselves.  Before they reached the door Muriel spoke up, “Please stay Charles and Dawn.   I value your friendship and will appreciate any advice or help you can give me.”   Accordingly, they sat down again with Muriel and Thomas.


“I understand you have several good offers on the house, Muriel?” Thomas queried. 


“Yes, and I referred them to Inspector Steele as he requested,” Muriel replied.


“That is part of the reason I am here,” Thomas explained.  “We have checked on the people making the offers and want you to know that you can feel free to accept whichever one you think is best.”


Muriel explained that she had discussed the offers with my dad and mum, and felt that she would accept the best offer.  That led Thomas to ask: “Could you tell me what your next move will be?”


“I am not fully decided yet,” Muriel told him, “but I am leaning towards Charles’ offer of an apartment at a good price.”


“Let me change the subject completely for a while,” Thomas requested, “and you’ll see that our discussion leads us back to your housing decision.  Would you mind telling me what kind of man your father was?  What traits stand out strongest in your memory?”


“He was a good man,” Maureen mused, “and was both gentle and firm as a parent.” Thinking back on specific occurrences, no doubt, she added, “He couldn’t stand people feeling sorry for themselves.  I have heard him say on occasion that we should never let past hurts weigh on our minds.  He’d say that somebody may have hurt you, but if you keep thinking about it, then it becomes a self-afflicted injury.  He thought that our attitudes could harm and even cripple us more than any hurt imposed by others.”


“He sounds like a fine and wise man,” Thomas observed.  “Did he ever tell you much about his parents and childhood?”


“Now that is a strange thing,” Muriel admitted, “whenever we asked that kind of thing he found one way or another to avoid the question.  I never understood why.”


“I have come to tell you why, Muriel,” Thomas told her.  She gasped and mum and dad whispered their own version of ‘wow.’


“Your dad was brought up in a quality home with fine prospects, given a high education, and had a very bright future.  But when he was a young man a cousin of his told a monstrous lie to her parents and his.  Although he was totally innocent she claimed that he had molested her and treated her outrageously.”


“His hot-headed dad had him thrown off the estate and proceeded to totally disown him.  His mother died still grieving the son she had been denied.  Neither parent lived to a ripe old age so that after some years the niece who had become more wonton and profligate over the intervening years, inherited the family estate which your dad should have had.”


“My poor dad,” Muriel whispered with tears in her eyes, “He followed the advice he gave us and never became resentful and bitter the poor, dear, lovely man.”


“There’s more yet,” Thomas told her.  “Before her own premature death, your dad’s cousin repented bitterly over the way she had, as she thought, totally ruined your dad’s life.  Accordingly, she left everything she possessed to your father or his heirs and successors.”


“Demondo found out about all this.  We believe that Pat Dulgrove spent time digging into important unclaimed wills to see if there was any way he could profit from them.  He lived above his means and so approached Demondo with a proposition regarding the estate that should belong to your dad.”


“Further digging brought them to a devilish conclusion. The prospect of gaining from your dad’s inheritance drove Demondo to contract the man we know as Flick to kill your husband, Robert Jonesby.  A year later he married you and eventually pressured you to make a will with him as the sole benefactor.  We have come to the conclusion that he intended to make sure neither you nor your children would live long after that.”


“When Pat Dulgrove went to Britain to check on the terms of the will Demondo paid off large debts Pat owed and promised him much more when their scheme came to a successful conclusion.  But the conclusion of the matter is that we have unravelled the entire plot, as well as other nasty activities Demondo, Flick and Pat were engaged in. There is no doubt that justice will be served in each of their cases.”


Thomas rounded off the story: “We believe that you are a wealthy woman.  DNA testing will be needed to prove who you are, as well as birth and marriage certificates of your parents as well as yourself.  A lawyer can handle all that stuff for you.  Tell him to contact me or Andrew Steele and we will provide him with copies of our relevant records.”


Then he added, “Now all of this may change your attitude to what home you buy and where you live.  You could well be wise to find a way forward that does not include buying a property until your dad’s cousin’s estate is settled.”


Muriel was ‘dumbstruck.’  Dad and mum joyfully hugged her.  Thomas sat quietly with a happy countenance and a justifiable inner sense of achievement.


How long they all sat there pondering what had been shared, I do not know.  I do know that their misty eyes slowly turned to the “He’s Here card on the sideboard.  The rest of it read, “At this very moment.  He loves me, and all is well.”  


“Amen and amen,” Thomas whispered, “He does everything well.”

MURIEL’S DILEMMA


It looked as though Muriel would soon be free from concerns about money for the rest of her life.  That should have meant that she didn’t have a care in the world, shouldn’t it?  Some people may think so, but Muriel had a difficult time getting her mind around her new situation.  Little wonder that she gazed repeatedly at her ‘He’s Here!’ card which continued: . . . ‘at this very moment.  He is all I need!’


Muriel quickly told them that her first reaction was to make sure wealth made no difference to her.  “I am just the same as I was before, and as I intend to be.  I do hope my friends don’t treat me differently just because of a change in circumstances.”


Dad, mum and Muriel ate lunch not long after Thomas left, all fairly quiet and subdued.  As they were finishing their coffee dad spoke to Muriel, “Dawn and I are delighted with the news you received this morning.  We want you to feel totally free to do whatever you choose.  There is no need to proceed with taking one of the apartments we’ve talked about, though of course you are still welcome to if you prefer.”


Mum followed on with: “You may be wise to let things stay as they are for a while until you are confident you know the best way forward.  You may want to travel to Britain with Jake and Irene and see for yourself the estate you will soon own there, but I have no idea what you want.  We’ll share your joy in whatever you feel is best for you and your children.”


“The fact is,” dad added, “this is your business and concern.  There’s no need to talk with us about it again if prefer not to, though we are always willing to chat about it any time you feel like a chin-wag.  There’s no hurry.  Take your time and think things through.  It wouldn’t hurt, though, to phone your lawyer and get him started on the things he will need to attend to.”


After Muriel phoned her lawyer she thanked them both and hugged them in loving appreciation for their kind thoughtfulness.  “There are a number of things running through my mind,” she told them.  “Tell me this though, do you think the situation is definite enough to talk with Jake and Irene about it and check on what they would like to do?”


After they agreed it was a good idea, Muriel slipped away to her lounge and sat quietly thinking and praying until Jake and Irene arrived home from school.  When they came in she gave them the astounding news that Thomas had shared.


Kids being kids, the first thoughts Jake and Irene had were about the kind of things they’d like to have and do if money was no object.  They came down with a bit of a thud, though, when Muriel asked how they felt about going to live in a very big home in Britain.  “No way!” they chorused.  


“We want to stay near all our friends and go to school here,” Irene explained.


“I am glad about that,” their mother told them.  “This year we have all yielded our lives to the Lord Jesus.  Doing what pleases Him most must stay top of our agenda.  There is nothing more important than pleasing Him.”


They chatted about all kind of things in the light of the unexpected legacy.  Perhaps because of the tumultuous things they had been through this year they felt closer to each other than they ever had before.  Even though they still had their bad moments, as everybody does I suppose, there was no doubt whatever that following the Lord Jesus had definitely changed every aspect of their lives for the better.


That night as we ate dinner Muriel addressed dad with:  “Haven’t I heard that believers should give 10% of their income to God?”


As he often does, dad responded with something he recalled from several years previously.  “A denomination in this country had a big drive one time to get every member to sign up as a tither – that is, give 10% of their income to God.  Did God suddenly have a big financial need?  Hardly, but there was a big need for funds for maintaining church properties and providing their pastors with good salaries.”


“I have nothing against tithing like that, but two things bother me.  It seems to be a good way to tie people down to giving to the church, no matter if they are more than a little reluctant.  To tithe as a duty to God is a bit pathetic.  The bible says literally that God loves a hilarious giver.”


“My other issue is that much teaching on giving 10% to God – even if He doesn’t have much say on how it is spent – implies that the 90% is ours to do with what we like.  I much prefer what Jesus taught about stewardship.  The truth is that we hold everything we have in trust for God, and He reserves the right to instruct us what to do with it, right down to the last cent.”


Mum had something to say to us kids.  “Even children need to remember that toys, games, sports equipment and so on are only ours on trust.  To be selfish with them is against what God wants.  It may be that nobody is perfect at this point, but we need to learn to be sensitive to the inner persuasion of the Holy Spirit so that we can please God in everything.”


“I want to make one thing clear,” dad told us all. “Although I know that a lot of churches are way off beam, as the saying goes, but when it comes to other believers my ‘rule of thumb’ is simply: “Is he my brother or is he not?’  Every brother and sister in Christ should feel that they are on the same side – that of the Lord Jesus.”


“My dad used to say, and very wisely I believe, that any idiot can tear a building down, but it takes a tradesman to build one.  Everyone who feels that their church grouping has a higher, purer way should take words Paul used in a different context when he said, ‘I show unto you a more excellent way.’” 


“Let such people draw others to a more vital experience of God’s loving purposes for their lives by their own loving life-style and by their on-going, intimate love relationship with Jesus.”

UNANSWERED QUESTIONS


Inspectors Andrew Steele and Thomas Whiteford talked together about the way their enquiries had preceded thus far.  They were very pleased with what had been accomplished and thought it might be a good time to meet with dad and mum, Muriel, and Bill and Maureen Williams who had all been involved in the Demondo-Flick-Dulgrove saga.  “We owe them a lot for their helpfulness,” Andrew commented, “and if they have unanswered questions we should try and put their minds at ease.”


Thomas arranged for them all to meet at Williams’ home. Bill and Maureen felt quite honoured to have these guests in their home.  They welcomed them warmly and offered everyone refreshments.  “It always seems nice and friendly,” Bill told them, “to sit around drinking coffee or lemonade.”


Andrew explained to everyone why they had come together.  “We have just about finished our investigations” he explained, “and so thought it was time to let you folk know about anything that’s not clear to you – if we can.”


The others agreed that this was a kind gesture and really appreciated it.  “You and Thomas have always gone the second mile to help us,” dad told him.  “We have found both your attitudes very supportive and assuring.  We never doubted that you were all doing your best to hunt down the villains and at the same time keep us safe.” 


“Let me ask a direct question,” mother spoke up, “Are you confident that you have water-tight cases against the unholy trio?”


Andrew nodded to Thomas who smiled and said, “Yes, we have no doubt that we will get convictions on each of them.  They have all been involved in murder in one way or another, we can nail them all on drug trafficking charges, and we have proof of Demondo and Dulgrove being involved in major fraud.”


“Strangely, it isn’t unusual with this kind of people to stash away documents of one kind or another that can be used against them.  This trio have proved their own guilt in their own handwriting.  We have Dulgrove’s well-marked book of poisons, too. In addition to that we have tracked down several witnesses to some of their evil deeds,” Andrew told us.


Thomas came forward with the information that when one crook informs on another it is referred to as a canary singing.  “It refers to a double meaning of the word yellow.  Our operation Y came through in the end and provided valuable corroboration.”


“Since you are answering questions,” Muriel said, “I am curious about where Dotty Downside was involved in all of this, and why she was murdered.”


Andrew told them, “I had better answer this.  Before Dotty was married she worked at the National Library where Pat Dulgrove also worked. It seems that she stumbled across and stole some incriminating papers that Dulgrove had in his possession.  He hid his anger and wheedled the documents back from her on the basis of marriage and of signing over all his property to her.  Later he realized that she had retained the most damaging paper and hidden it away from him.”


“There was someone whom Dotty hated intensely, though I am not sure why.  It was probably a case of envy because of the home that woman lived in and the quality man who was her husband.  I am referring to Le-Anna Whiteford, Thomas’ wife.”


“In a weird web of deceit and hatred Dotty forced Dulgrove to do something he probably didn’t want to do.  It was her price for handing over the final document.  On her insistence he contacted Demondo and arranged a contract killing.”


“My dear Le-Anna” Thomas said, “would never have hurt a fly.  She was kindness personified.  Demondo took the contract as a way to get rid of me as well.  He had learned that I was tracking him down because of his involvement with hard drugs.”


Andrew: “For a considerable time we thought the trap had been set to get Thomas and that Le-Anna was an unintentional victim in the attack.  Thomas found it extremely difficult to come to terms with the thought that his wife had been killed because of his police business.  I think it brought closure for him to learn that was not the case.”


“And Dotty’s death?” Muriel prodded.


Thomas: “Even when Demondo was involved with you, Muriel, he became intimate with Dotty.  She was playing a dangerous game of provoking her husband Pat Dulgrove.  In the end Pat arranged her killing both to get rid of her and to get at Demondo who was willing to frame him if it meant a lesser charge against himself.”


Andrew added one more thing: “There was big money involved.  Demondo’s drug sources provided money for Dulgrove because of his discovery of Muriel’s legacy and for other work he did for them.  When Muriel drew up a fresh will he was forced to hand it back.  He is still living very dangerously, with nasty people wishing him harm.”


It seemed particularly fitting for Muriel to say: “When I think about all that has happened over recent months I believe God deserves a lot of credit. I know He has helped and supported me immensely.  Things could have worked out tragically different, and He deserves our thanksgiving.”


As they were leaving, Andrew asked Thomas whether he could arrange for Charles to have lunch with them the next day.  Thomas agreed to check if it was suitable.

ON ANDREW’S MIND


The three men met for lunch, choosing to sit in a booth at Dinewell’s cafeteria.  “We can chat more easily here,” Thomas explained.  “They serve excellent food and they won’t mind if we take our time.”


As they ate together Andrew explained to the others: “I asked you two friends to meet with me because I have a nagging question that I’d like resolved.”  


He went on to tell them that he had done a lot of thinking since first being involved in what took place up at Hideaway.  “I know that you both have a different outlook on life than me.  It’s a bit unsettling really to be with people who keep reminding themselves that Jesus is right here with them.  I mean, it’s not like you just get religious on Sundays or anything like that.   You live differently and believe differently from anyone I’ve known before.  It is both appealing and yet frightening at the same time.”


“So my question is simply this:  What’s so special about Jesus?”


“A great question,” Thomas smiled, “and I am sure Charles is eager to answer it.”


“I look at it like this,” Charles [my dad] replied: “No one has done more for every individual on earth than Jesus has, and He seeks opportunity to do even more.  Nobody can make such a profound difference to a person’s life as Jesus can, and He wants to do much more yet.  No one anywhere loves each one of us nearly as much as Jesus does, and He invites us to open up our lives to Him so that we can experience how very real His love for us is.”


“When I was young,” dad told Andrew, “I asked the Lord Jesus to forgive my sins, trusted Him for eternal salvation and yielded my life to His control.  Looking back I know that I’d never have coped with personal weakness and need or with life’s many challenges without His continuing love and care.  Only Jesus’ divine presence with me and His wonderful grace and care, have made possible the quality of life and sense of fulfilment I have enjoyed over the years.”


Thomas chuckled.  “That surely answers your question Andrew.  For myself, I can tell you that I have never regretted placing my faith in the Lord Jesus.  The inner peace He gives is beyond description, and His friendship becomes increasingly more precious as time goes on.”


“I suppose your answers are much what I would have expected,” Andrew told dad and Thomas.  “I think you know that I have only asked to spend time like this because the more I get to know you guys the more I become aware of my own inner turmoil.  I may be able to solve complicated crimes, but I haven’t been able to find an answer to my deepest needs and problems.”


He went on to say that he may seem successful and satisfied with life, but in actual fact there were areas of failure that he had come to see were beyond him.  He needed God’s help.


“What’s so special about Jesus?  The best way to really find out,” dad told Andrew, “is to yield your life to Him, trusting Him for forgiveness, acceptance and eternal life.  It is true for us all that ‘Jesus is right for all that is wrong in your life.”


The men sat quietly eating for quite a while, each one taken up with their own thoughts and prayers.  The next to speak was Andrew.


“Yes I will trust Him.  In fact I do trust Him!  I’ve been sitting quietly finding out for myself what’s so special about Him, just as you described it, Charles.”


Both dad and Thomas uttered a quiet, “Thank God,” and assured Andrew of their continuing prayers on his behalf.


“Before we go,” dad said, handing Andrew a piece of paper, “this is something my dad wrote.  I’ve run off a few copies and keep one handy to pass on to someone else.  It’s a bunch of thought provoking questions.”  


The paper read: 

Only Jesus

· Who else can give deep inner assurance of peace with God and the certainty of eternal life?

· Who else can give the sure knowledge of sins forgiven and set us free from sin’s bondage, shame, guilt and fear?

· Who else can give on-going peace of mind and heart, regardless of what goes on around us?

· Who else wants to be our unchanging friend, encourager and helper, caring for us 24/7?

· Who else is worth living for, and even dying for, as countless thousands have over the centuries?

· Who else can give total assurance that our future is safe in His hands, allowing us to rest in the strong arms of His love?


Thomas enjoyed the paper and asked for a copy too.  The three men left the cafeteria and went their individual ways, parting with smiles, firm handshakes and an agreement to meet again before long.

PRECIOUS MEMORIES


When dad came home later in the day he immediately shared with mum the goods news of Andrew’s accepting the Lord.  Her response was to burst out into joyful song.  It was something she had learned a long time ago and yet was as new and fresh as tomorrow’s newspaper, as they say.  As she sang, those of us who were there joined in the refrain.

To Jesus every day I find my heart is closer drawn 

He’s fairer than the glory of the gold and purple dawn ;

He’s all my fancy pictures in its fairest dreams, and more,

Each day he grows still sweeter than he was the day before.

The half cannot be fancied this side the golden shore;

For there He’ll be still sweeter than He ever was before.

His glory broke upon me when I saw Him from afar,

He’s fairer than the lily, brighter than the morning star.

He fills and satisfies my longing spirit o’er and o’er,

Each day He grows still sweeter than He was the day before.

My heart is sometimes heavy, but He comes with sweet relief,

He folds me to His bosom when I droop with blighting grief;

I love the Christ Who all my burdens in His body bore,

Each day He grows still sweeter than He was the day before.


That song set the tone for our entire evening, which became one of wholehearted thanksgiving, joyous reflection, up to the minute testimony, and a general sharing of hearts.  


This time I spoke up first to tell the others I had been thinking about the Bible term, ‘magnify the Lord together.’  “To magnify means to enlarge or make great,” I explained.  “If we magnify anything or anyone else we well may make them bigger than they really are, but not Him.”


“Well done, Becky,” mum beamed.  “We are made in a way that we have to magnify something.  He is the only thing, the only One, we can magnify safely.  He deserves it and we are blessed by it.”


Irene joined in with:  “I am thinking that it’s foolish to magnify things like money, something we’ve done, or anything else.  That draws attention to ourselves when what we really want to do is focus attention on the Lord Jesus.”


I love the way parents radiate with joy when a child pleases them.  Of course in this case Muriel knew that Jesus was pleased too.


I had something else to share: “I have been thinking that in a way mum and dad are missionaries right here in our own neighbourhood and city.   Your business activities and life-style give you excellent opportunities to share the Good News and to magnify the Lord among people who don’t know Him yet.”


“These things have become your boat, allowing you to be fishers of men in our neighborhood. You are a testimony to God’s grace and I am really proud of you.  To tell the truth, I guess we all are.”


Jake shared how much the ‘He’s Here!’ cards had meant to him.  “It seems to make Jesus more real to me.  I am gradually becoming more confident that He is with me when I’m at school, or wherever I am.  He really does care about me.”


“I’ve been learning that I often make more progress on my Big Adventure when things are a bit tough,” Little Dave told us.  “I tend to want to take the easy path, the popular path if you like, but I am seeing that doing that could hinder and hurt me in the long run.”


Dad shared with us something he had learned from his own parents.  “You know,” he told us, “that sometimes somebody will do something mean and hurtful to us.  Even that can be used by the Holy Spirit to strengthen our determination to wholeheartedly follow the Lord Jesus.”


“As an old man my dad used to tell us that over the years there had been a few times when some mean and nasty person had sought to undermine and harm him, but he testified that over-all, ‘Life has treated me better than I deserved. People have treated me better than I deserved, and God has treated me ever so much better than I have ever deserved.’  That is a great attitude to maintain throughout our lives, isn’t it?”


Our evening ended with all of us joining hands and singing an adoring love song. Naturally, since He’s here we sang directly to our precious Lord: 

           Jesus, how lovely you are,

           You are so precious, so pure and so kind.

           You shine like the bright morning star,

          Jesus, how lovely you are.



One thing is certain.  The Riselles love the Lord Jesus more today than they ever have before.  He alone is the key to success in our continuing Big Adventure.


How are things with you friend, on your Big Adventure?
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