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Book Two in the Law and Grace series is for the non-Christian and Christian reader alike, and it will challenge each in different ways. Book One, Journey to Calvary, clearly tackles the specific issue of Law and Grace, and Book Two does no less, incorporating its concept in vivid detail. 

Book Two has a number of twists and turns and raises many thought provoking issues that face us all too often. It raises questions that we need to consider or ask and have answered.

In essence, all the current books in the Law & Grace series challenge the status quo, challenge complacency, challenge current world views and challenge the heart of man towards God. They make plain the way of Salvation and present the saving grace of God, biblical principles and explain God’s working.

World conflicts, political tensions, religious views, environmental concerns and even certain technological developments are all impacting upon and threatening the everyday lives of men and women around the globe. In many ways, the world today is being mauled by a tsunami that is ready to dump it on the shores of destruction. We need to stop and consider, reflect and question what it all means, what it represents in our lives and our final destiny. These are aspects of our lives that we all too often overlook, but they are vitally important. For instance, what does life represent in relation to eternity? What does the world have to offer in comparison to God’s provision? What about my soul? What about heaven and hell? Where am I headed? In a world that provides no degree of security, it is not a weak spirit that asks such questions but a wise one.  

Oftentimes, we are carried along the flood-swept waters of society’s meandering river. We need to swim to the riverbank and place our feet on firm ground so that we can take a look at our surrounds and comprehend the possible perils of the forceful flow from which we have just exited. Biblical prophecies being fulfilled and historical events taking place – none of them should be overlooked. Does it all bring anxiety to the heart? All the more reason for the reader to have his or her feet firmly on solid ground!

Enough said, it is now time for the second book in the series, Law and Grace: Divine Intervention.
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Tim lay in bed semi-asleep, his arm hanging over the side. He could hear the birds tweeting outside but was not awake enough to take full notice of it. The sun slowly rose to usher in the new day and for Tim, it ushered in the dawn of a new life. 

The previous evening Tim had accompanied his relatives, the Renshaws, to Ailensbury Christian Fellowship’s evening church service, where they were long time members, and had accepted Jesus Christ as his Lord and Saviour. Although he had not been a rebel without a cause, it was going to be a walk forward that would bring about changes in his life as he grew in the understanding of God, His laws and His ways. 

Tim slowly started to awaken. He began to sense the brightness from outside as his bedroom became lighter from the sun that now beat against the cream-coloured roller blind that acted as the break between the sun’s overwhelming presence and the last minutes of his sleep. 

The birds outside did not give thought to Tim or his desire for peace and rest. They chirped and sang and went about their business as usual. The sun was up, the day had begun and as far as they were concerned, man was meant to be out and working, for the sun dictated the pattern of life and their activities.

Tim rubbed his face against his down pillow and then lay stationary, his mouth open and his top lip curled up at the side as it stuck to the sea-green pillow-slip. After a moment there were a few muffled noises as he scratched his nose and began to rise. The bed covers were thrown back, and in slow motion he carefully placed both feet firmly on the soft dark-cream-coloured woollen carpet before rubbing his eyes gently. Tim gave a gaping yawn as he walked over to the window, where he pulled down slightly on the roller blind. The blind began to coil up slowly, Tim clutching the cord to prevent it from whizzing up, revealing the true nature of things outside. Tim’s pale-green cotton pyjama top now greeted the day, and he looked out upon the world that lay before him. 

Timothy Nicholls, who was fondly called Tim, was the son of Gloria Nicholls, the elder sister of Kelly Renshaw. He was twenty-two years old, of medium height, quite well built and athletic in appearance. He had somewhat Italian features, with deep, dark-brown eyes and hair to match, which was understandable as he resembled his father who was of Italian decent. Sadly, his father had been a reprobate and had left Gloria when Tim was only four years old. Gloria was a hard working lady and as an events manager for a large multi-national concern, Irving & Baxter, had often been away on business. As a result, in the early years Tim was left to the care of her brother-in-law, George Renshaw and sister, Kelly. Although Tim, when very young, had felt the strain of not having a father and the regular absence of his mother, he had fitted in well with his relatives. Thankfully for him he had a cousin, Andrew Renshaw, who got on very well with him, and the two lads shared interests in many sporting and recreational activities, one of those activities being fishing. Even up to current time they still got on very well, and both loved the outdoors. 

Tim placed his hands, palms down, on the wooden window sill, locking his elbows and pressing down as he leaned forward. From his upstairs bedroom window, he could see over the tops of many houses and out across the sea to the horizon, for the house was built on the side of a hill. 

Tim began watching the birds going about their business in the trees below, a practise he had learned from his cousin Andrew on the many occasions when he had stayed with the Renshaws. He stared at the activity below and then began drifting in thought, looking right past the vibrant activity of the birdlife.

‘It was definitely real last night, no doubt about it!’ said Tim softly to himself as he recalled the events of the previous evening when Mark Marsh, the minister at Ailensbury Christian Fellowship, had explained why Jesus is the Saviour and why we need to accept Him as our Lord and Saviour.

The scenery before Tim’s eyes faded, and the memory of the previous night’s events came into full focus in his mind’s eye. He stood awestruck but was suddenly jolted, in an instant returning to the present, having heard the phone begin to ring.

‘Hello, Timothy Nicholls speaking,’ said Tim, answering the upstairs phone, that was positioned against the wall at the end of the passage, a few seconds later. ‘Hey, Andy,’ greeted Tim brightly. ‘You’re up early for the first day of the holidays!’ ‘Yes, I am up too,’ continued Tim after Andrew’s response, chuckling lightly. ‘That’s a grand offer, Andy!’ said Tim a few seconds later. ‘I just have a few things to do this morning, and my mom is coming home today as well, remember?’ ‘Okay, I’ll wait to hear from you in about two hours’ time,’ said Tim after listening to Andrew, ‘and we can make final plans then. Chat to you later.’ 

Andrew, Tim’s cousin, was a young man who was twenty-one years old. He was relatively tall, slim but well-built, quite athletic looking and had inherited the same honey-brown hair like his mother’s. He was always one for the outdoors and whenever opportunity afforded it, would not be found anywhere else. He was enrolled at the local university, Ailensbury, where he was studying Biology, following in the footsteps of his father who was a microbiologist. 

Tim replaced the phone’s receiver and stared down the passageway momentarily, deep in thought, the house quickly returning to absolute silence as he was the only one there.

The passageway was lined with four doors, two on each side. Framed paintings gave the walls life, and the Nicholls’ “wall of fame” – the family achievements – was placed at the end of the passage where Tim was standing. 

A smile crossed Tim’s face as he returned to his bedroom, something having caught his eye and amused him. He glanced at his multipurpose alarm clock and promptly straightened out his bed sheets, getting the bed neatly made in “two-two’s”. In a flash he had also dressed, neatly folded and packed his pyjamas in his cupboard, visited the bathroom and was heading downstairs for breakfast. 

Tim calmly descended the staircase that was covered with plush, dark-cream-coloured woollen carpeting. On his way to the front door he crossed the large, open plan area that included the lounge, dining room and entrance hall, which had a marble-tiled floor. The kitchen on the right was separated by a wall and two swing doors. There was also an opening in the kitchen wall, at waist-height, that had a wooden sliding shutter, which was used as a serving window when the occasion required. 

Tim opened the hand-carved wooden front door with its picturesque inlays and immediately felt the warmth of the newly-dawned day. 

‘Morning, Tim,’ came the call from across the hedge as Tim walked to the edge of the porch to fetch the morning paper and the fresh milk and orange juice that had been delivered just before sunrise.

‘Ah, good morning, Ray,’ greeted Tim amiably, having at first not noticed his friendly neighbour. ‘You’re off early this morning?’ 

Raymond “Sunbeam” Michaelson was a former multi-time motocross champion who was now providing race coaching for up-and-comers in the sport. 

‘Today’s a big training day,’ replied Ray with a smile, ‘and I need to get everything set up.’ 

‘I hope it goes well,’ responded Tim. ‘Have fun!’ Tim picked up the newspaper, milk and orange juice and turned to go inside. 

‘Hey, Tim!’ called Ray loudly, intent to get his attention before he disappeared. 

‘Yes,’ replied Tim, quickly turning in response to Ray’s call. 

‘I was wondering,’ said Ray thoughtfully. ‘I know you’re not the biggest MX fan, but I have four tickets to the next Supercross round being held at Alan Berry Stadium in a fortnight’s time, should you be interested. I was actually given the tickets by my sponsors,’ added Ray as he began to chuckle, ‘and asked to give them away. I almost forgot about it!’ 

Tim thought for a brief moment while Ray continued to strap his two yellow motorcycles down in the back of his shiny, metallic-black pickup truck. 

‘Can you give me a day or two?’ asked Tim, still deliberating. ‘I have a cousin and a couple of friends who might also enjoy the experience, as it’s the first time that such an event is being held here!’ 

‘Sure, Tim,’ replied Ray casually, ‘no problem. Let me know by the end of Wednesday, will you?’ 

‘I will do,’ replied Tim with gratitude. ‘Thanks for the offer!’ 

‘Only a pleasure,’ responded Ray as he checked that everything had been tied down properly. ‘I expect it to be quite an event!’

Tim beamed a bright smile and waved to Ray in thankful gesture. Clutching close to his chest the goods he had picked up, he turned and went back inside, pondering the unusual yet generous offer from Ray Michaelson.
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The phone call
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Tim entered the kitchen and placed what he was carrying down on the dark-brown granite centre counter, a contemplative look still evident on his face.

‘Such an interesting offer,’ thought Tim curiously, ‘surely Ray has hundreds of friends, colleagues, associates or kinsfolk that he could have offered the tickets to?’ The contemplative look quickly turned to a grin as Tim wondered if Andrew and the Harris twins, June and July (pronounced Julie), would be interested in going.

‘I’ll chat to Andy when he phones me later,’ figured Tim. ‘I’m sure he would thoroughly enjoy the opportunity to see something new in town and take June out at the same time!’ Tim chuckled to himself at the thought as he plunged his thumb through the thin aluminium seal on the top of the milk bottle. He thought no further about it, his attention quickly focusing on his rumbling stomach.

The large kitchen was beautifully fitted yet practical in every respect. The solid rosewood cupboards had glass panels in the doors so that it was easy to see what was inside, something that did not bother Tim as he always kept the cupboards neat and tidy. All the counter tops were dark-brown granite, hard-wearing and easy to keep clean. There was a centre counter housing the wash basin and beneath it a solid rosewood cupboard, with large enough storage space for the pots and pans that could be accessed from both sides. 

Tim, having become used to the pleasantries of the kitchen, gave it no thought at all and went about organising his breakfast. A cereal bowl from the upper cupboard and the gluten-free muesli with extra nuts and raisins from the walk-in cupboard on the other side of the kitchen were soon on the counter. Tim sat down on one of the stools, casually filled the bowl with muesli and poured in fresh, low-fat milk from the bottle he had just opened, splashing some of it on the counter. He leaned across the counter, nimbly whipped a stainless steel soup spoon from off the cutlery rack that was mounted on the wall and began eating without ceremony. He sat enjoying his breakfast while reading snippets from the morning’s newspaper. 

He was busy reading about a new engineering feat, the construction to take place of a large building upon former swamp land, when he was startled by the phone that began ringing. 

Tim glanced at the counter clock as he stood up, which revealed that it was only an hour since he had spoken to Andrew, so he knew it could not be him calling. He headed for the main open plan living area, pushing aside the two kitchen swing doors as he did so. Across the room was the downstairs telephone, which was a modern version of the antique rotation dial telephone. Tim could not see the purpose of it, but it took his mother’s fancy. 

‘Hello, Timothy Nicholls speaking,’ said Tim after placing the big, bulbous contraption against his ear. 

‘Morning, Tim,’ came the familiar voice of his mother, Gloria. ‘How are you doing?’ 

‘Hi, Mom,’ responded Tim warmly, his face brightening. ‘I’m fine, how are you? You are coming home today, I hope?’ 

‘Yes, dearest,’ replied Gloria. ‘I just wanted to let you know that you don’t need to fetch me from the airport. It was decided that we would have a second meeting today and fly back a little later. Catherine Hauk offered me a lift home, so she will make a slight detour on her way home and drop me off. Is that okay with you?’ 

‘That’s fine by me, Mom,’ answered Tim, pleased that his mother would not be unduly delayed in returning home. ‘I’ll go to Andy later on and see you this evening then. Have a safe trip back, and we’ll chat later.’ 

‘Alright then,’ said Gloria. ‘Be good and I’ll see you later. Tim, are you okay?’ asked Gloria before ending the call. ‘Is something the matter?’ 

‘Nothing’s the matter,’ replied Tim a little puzzled, ‘why do you ask?’ 

‘No reason,’ answered Gloria quietly, as though deep in thought, ‘you just sound a little different that’s all.’ 

Tim was taken aback by Gloria’s comment, for he had not yet told her about the events of the previous evening and the decision he had taken to accept Jesus as his Lord and Saviour. He knew that she was not completely averse to church or the things of Christianity, but she did not embrace them either nor engaged the topic of her own accord. As long as these things were kept at a distance and did not disrupt her pattern of thought or life, she was comfortable with it – to a degree. This, in fact, was how Tim had been brought up; he had been left to find his own way when it came to God, and the only learning that he had received was from his uncle and aunt, George and Kelly Renshaw. The lack of input from his own mother had been some of the reason for his resistance to what he had been taught and told. 

‘Oh,’ said Tim gingerly, not wanting to tell his mother over the phone what had transpired. ‘Well, it’ll be nice to see you later, Mom. We can sit and have a good chat over coffee. You can tell me all about your trip.’ 

‘Are you sure you’re okay, Tim?’ questioned Gloria again. 

‘Yes, Mother,’ replied Tim, feeling a little uneasy, ‘no problem. You don’t need to worry about me!’ 

‘Okay, if you say so,’ responded Gloria hesitantly. ‘I’ll see you later.’ 

After ending the call, Tim headed back to the kitchen to finish the rest of his breakfast. He ate with less vigour than when he had started, his mind pondering Gloria’s questioning.

‘I cannot work it out,’ conceded Tim, changing his tune after a few moments of deliberation, ‘so I’m not going to try any further!’ 

He quickly went back to eating with improved vigour and his reading of the newspaper article. Engineering issues were his great interest, as he would be continuing his structural engineering studies at Ailensbury University the following term. Such articles not only provided him with points for discussion, but they brought to life the uncertainties, challenges, considerations and new procedures that he was learning about in the lecture theatre. 

Tim finally finished, washed and packed everything away. The only thing that indicated he had been there was the newspaper but even that he left on the counter neatly folded for his mother to read.

The two kitchen swing doors flung open and banged against the rubber stoppers as Tim emerged with purpose, his intention to head upstairs, make a quick detour to the bathroom to clean his teeth and then finish the few things he wanted to do before Andrew phoned again.

In the same style as the kitchen, all the bathrooms in the house were neat and practical but grandly fitted out with granite, marble and rosewood. The bathroom Tim used opened out when you entered it. The shower and bath was on the right; the granite counter with twin wash basins, surrounded by the carefully waterproofed rosewood cupboards that were fitted below the counter and to full ceiling-height at the two sides, with a wall mirror encompassing the full wall area in between were on the left; and the toilet and bidet were centred against the back wall. The floor was tiled with the same light-coloured, sparkling marble tiles that were fitted downstairs, with a soft, loose-lying woven rug in the centre of the bathroom. Stainless steel, heated towel racks placed the finishing touch to the classy facility. 

‘Zip-a-dee-doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay,’ sang Tim with uplifted spirit, entering the bathroom with a spring in his step, ‘what a wonderful, wonderful and glorious day.’ He was in a cheerful mood, feeling on top of the world, and went about his business with a joyous heart.

Tim exited the bathroom a few minutes later and headed to his bedroom, which was situated diagonally opposite the bathroom. He began the few chores that he had set for himself that morning, systematically working away at them. He tidied his desk and packed away his university books and notes in preparation for the following term before following-up all correspondence he had not attended to over the weekend.

‘Andy should be phoning about now,’ thought Tim with glee, glancing at his alarm clock as he got up and pushed his typist chair into his desk, pleased at having completed all his tasks before the call. ‘Time for a glass of orange juice first though.’ 

With continued bounce in his step, Tim headed out of his bedroom, thinking about the unusual offer received earlier that morning from Ray Michaelson and wondering what Andrew’s reaction would be when he told him about it. Just as he reached the edge of the staircase and was in the process of starting to descend, the telephone rang. 

‘That must be Andy,’ thought Tim with joy as he quickly shifted his weight and turned, deciding to answer the upstairs telephone. He was not concentrating however and half-missed the step. He stumbled on the first step and grabbed out for the handrail, having fallen in that direction. Tim was able to steady himself without tumbling but had twisted his right ankle, which now felt a little tender. 

‘Thank goodness for that!’ thought Tim, a little shaken. ‘That was a close call!’ 

Tim quickly gathered himself but remained slightly flustered. He stepped gingerly on his foot just in case, all the while the telephone kept ringing away. He reached the phone and without hesitation grabbed the receiver.

‘Hello, Timothy Nicholls speaking,’ said Tim briskly as though hoping to catch the caller before they hung up but anticipating it to be Andrew. The expression on his face changed in an instant however and he went pale and flopped into the beige, velvet-covered chair beside the telephone table, having heard the caller’s voice!
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Tim was silent, completely taken aback by the call. 

‘Hi, Nicholls, are you there?’ asked the caller after a brief moment, having heard no response from Tim. ‘It’s Franklin Johns, one of your drinking buddies!’ 

‘Hi, Frank,’ greeted Tim, rather deflated. 

‘What’s the matter, Tim?’ queried Franklin. ‘Don’t you remember me?’ 

‘Of course I remember you!’ replied Tim. ‘I just twisted my ankle and almost fell down the stairs trying to get to the phone that’s all.’ Tim used this as an excuse for the fact that his lack of wanting to talk to Franklin was quite evident. 

Franklin Johns was a bachelor about four years older than Tim, who enjoyed many evenings on-the-town. His customary habit on Sunday nights was to drink at Down and Out’s. He was in partnership with his elder brother, Jonathan, at Johns and Johns, a local car dealership. 

‘This was not the call I was expecting,’ thought Tim as he looked up at the ceiling, closing his eyes and shaking his head, ‘nor what I needed!’ 

‘It’s quiet at the dealership at the moment,’ said Franklin, ‘so I thought I’d give you a quick call.’ 

‘That was thoughtful of you, Frank,’ said Tim, not wanting to seem rude or unduly otherwise. 

‘We missed you last night at Down and Out’s,’ mentioned Franklin. ‘The guys and I thought that as you had just finished your exams and the semester, you would have been there revving things up! You’re not ill are you, Tim? There’s nothing like a few tots to burn a cough away, I always say.’ Franklin began to laugh heartily. 

Tim was glad that Franklin did not realise that he was not following suit, something he would have done a week ago, but somehow it did not jell well with him now, and he felt rather uneasy about it. 

‘I’m not sick thankfully,’ responded Tim, ‘and last night I—’ Tim stopped speaking mid-sentence as he heard the beep on the line indicating that another call was coming through. 

‘Frank,’ said Tim, ‘I have another call coming through.’ 

‘No problem,’ responded Franklin, ‘switch lines, I’ll wait.’ Tim, however, had hoped that he would say goodbye! 

‘Give me a moment,’ said Tim, promptly placing Franklin on hold and receiving the new caller; it was Andrew. 

‘Andrew, I have Franklin Johns on the line,’ informed Tim, quite unsettled, ‘and he’s questioning me as to why I didn’t go to Down and Out’s last night!’ 

‘Oh, dear!’ exclaimed Andrew. ‘Do you want me to call you back?’ 

‘No,’ replied Tim, ‘I’ll call you when I’m finished, but I’m not happy that he’s called!’ 

‘I can imagine,’ said Andrew, feeling for Tim, ‘but don’t bother phoning me back, just come over when you’re ready. We have everything we need for the fish barbecue, and I’ve invited the Harris twins. Marty and Judd, whom you know from varsity, will be coming over at 2 p.m.’ 

‘Okay, Andy,’ agreed Tim. ‘Think of me, will you?’ 

‘You bet!’ replied Andrew supportively. ‘I’ll be praying for you, and we’ll chat later.’ Andrew hung up and Tim reconnected to Franklin. 

‘Ah, you’re back, Nicholls,’ commented Franklin when he heard Tim’s voice. ‘You were telling me that you weren’t sick when we were interrupted.’ 

‘I’m not sick, thankfully,’ confirmed Tim, ‘but last night I went out with my cousin after receiving his invitation while we were fishing on Saturday.’

‘Oh, okay,’ said Franklin a little surprised, ‘that’s nice. But do remember your pals at Down and Out’s next Sunday, will you?’ 

Tim thought the conversation had reached its conclusion and was somewhat relieved, not having had to expose yet where he had gone and what had transpired. He was just about to give Franklin a polite brush-off and skirt around the comment when Franklin spoke again. 

‘So, where did you actually go?’ asked Franklin out of curiosity. 

Tim nearly swore but held his tongue, realising that he would have to face the issue, so maybe now was the best time. 

‘I went with him to church,’ replied Tim calmly and confidently, but inside he felt quite the opposite. His heart pounded, and he felt as though he was short of breath. 

There was silence on the other side of the phone. 

‘Church!’ exclaimed Franklin in disbelief after a moment. ‘You went with your cousin to church? What did you do that for – it’s not Christmas? What was wrong with the usual? What was wrong with the guys?’ 

‘I went to pay my respects to the church,’ answered Tim, not actually telling a lie as this was part of his initial purpose in going or so he thought. 

‘To pay your respects!’ responded Franklin. ‘Couldn’t you have done that today?’ 

‘No,’ answered Tim, feeling shaky inside but trying to muster strength and courage, ‘that I couldn’t have done. I must also mention to you that as a result of listening to the sermon, I came to the understanding that I needed to accept Jesus as my Lord and Saviour. I realised that I needed to repent of and be forgiven for my sins and not seek to add to them.’ This seemed to stun Franklin and an uneasy quiet fell upon the conversation. 

‘Are you still there, Frank?’ asked Tim after a short while, his body filled with tension. 

‘Have you gone soft?’ questioned Franklin disrespectfully, indirectly answering Tim’s question. ‘I know what it is!’ added Franklin, not giving Tim a chance to answer, and Tim was grateful as he did not have an answer at that moment. ‘It’s a phase you’re having – it must be as a result of the snake bite and the experience you went through!’ 

‘You’re absolutely correct with regards to it being as a result of the snake bite,’ agreed Tim, fighting hard for composure, ‘but it’s in a different way. I was always resistant to the things of God and to recognise that I was a sinner and needed a Saviour. I couldn’t see it and wouldn’t accept it, but the correlation between the issues – the work that Jesus did on the cross and the work that the antidote did – enabled me to understand the reality of it. I haven’t gone soft.’ 

‘Well good for you then, Tim,’ said Franklin after swearing. ‘Wait till Buddy, Joe, Dicky, Spike and Boozy hear about this! I can imagine their responses, and boy would I love to see their faces!’ 

Franklin began to laugh profusely, his deep, thunderous laugh coming across with extreme ridicule. It made Tim feel hollow and sick inside, but July’s words spoken to him at Munchkins Theme Park, where they had played miniature golf together, which were the very same words that had been clear in his mind before he made his decision the night before, came clear into his mind once again – “Jesus is the answer because we need a Saviour, not because we need a crutch. Furthermore, the moment you become a Christian you accept the ways of God and the teaching of the Bible, which is likely to conflict in certain areas of your life. If you don’t accept this, then don’t become a Christian, because all you’ll become is a hypocrite, for Jesus says in John 14:15, ‘If you love me, you will obey what I command.’ You now introduce a standard that you never had to try and hold to before, or principles that you never had to live by before. This isn’t punishment, it’s because God knows what’s right and what He wants in us. You will now have friends that may not like your perspectives and viewpoints. In fact, peer pressure, the thought of ‘what will my friends say, or what will my family say?’ is probably somewhere at the top of the list as to why people don’t take the step, not because it’s a cop-out. You’ll have to start asking yourself certain questions and will have to question some of your activities, something which you never had to do before. As I said, you will have friends who no longer appreciate your stance or viewpoint. There’ll be those who will be offended by the fact that you no longer want to hang out and indulge with them in certain activities. They will put pressure on you at first to continue to join in, and if you hold out they will then look with disdain upon you.” July’s voice overshadowed Franklin’s laughing, causing it to fade in Tim’s ear as her words were clearly repeated. This gave Tim a little encouragement if nothing else. 

‘Okay, Tim,’ said Franklin, eventually bringing his mocking laughter under control but not eliminating it completely. ‘You know where to find us, and your chair will always be open to you. We’re your drinking buddies – never forget that! We’ll drink one to you next time we gather, and we’ll not forget you, not even when we’re drunk!’ Franklin roared with laughter again and Tim heard a click in the earpiece, the receiver having been put down on the other side. 

Tim’s heart sank as he slowly placed the telephone receiver back on its cradle. 

‘What a wonderful start!’ groaned Tim, his mind instantly going into overdrive. What had he done? Things had been relatively comfortable for him but as he understood it the night before, it was so real, so clear how it fitted – the need to repent of his sins and accept Jesus as his Lord and Saviour and to change. He was sure that he understood it right! He had accepted July’s words before making his decision the night before, but he could never have understood what such a snub would actually feel like. Would there be more coming? Was it only the beginning for him in a line of trials and tribulations? What would he receive from the others? What about his mother? Tim dared not consider any of it. His heart had rejoiced earlier, but now he felt ill in the pit of his stomach and did not know how to handle it.

He stood up and suddenly realised that his right ankle was a little tender, the result of the stumble now taking effect. He had completely forgotten about it as a consequence of the phone call from Franklin Johns, but it was again part of his thoughts, intermingled with the contemplation that now took place. Tim trod gingerly on his right foot, but by the time he reached the staircase it had loosened up, and he was able to walk freely on it again. Nevertheless, he proceeded down the stairs with caution.

Tim entered the kitchen, banging with force into the swing doors with the palms of his hands. They flung open, having offered no resistance, swivelling violently on their hinges. They bashed against their floor-mounted stoppers, shuddering as Tim passed through on his way to the fridge.

He poured himself a big glass of pure, fresh, cold orange juice, pulled out one of the breakfast stools and sat down. He leaned on the counter with his elbows and put his head in his hands, sighing as he tried to calm himself a little, but his spirit and mind seemed resistant.

‘Have I made a mistake?’ questioned Tim of himself but suddenly remembered that just prior to the end of the call with Franklin Johns, he had received a text message. He had completely forgotten about it but now turned his attention to it. 

Tim took small sips of orange juice while scrolling through the messages on his phone. 

‘Andy!’ mumbled Tim to himself in surprise. ‘I thought it may be someone else who would also be pleased to ridicule me!’ Tim opened the message and read it, a smile slowly developing on his face. There was no introduction from Andrew, no greeting and no ending, just four Bible verses and a comment.
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[The note read as follows],

1 Peter 5:8 – Be self-controlled and alert. Your enemy the devil prowls around like a roaring lion looking for someone to devour.

Mark 4:15,16 – (the parable of the sower) – Some people are like seed along the path, where the word is sown. As soon as they hear it, Satan comes and takes away the word that was sown in them. Others, like seed sown on rocky places, hear the word and at once receive it with joy. But since they have no root, they last only a short time. When trouble or persecution comes because of the word, they quickly fall away.

1 Peter 5:9a – Resist him.

Hold fast to your convictions, Tim! 
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Just as Tim had finished reading Andrew’s message, a second message came through; it was from July! Tim was a little surprised although pleased as he was fond of July.
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Hi Tim [said the message], 

I just thought I would remind you of what I mentioned to you at Munchkins Theme Park – that there will be those who will be offended by the fact that you no longer want to hang out and indulge with them in certain activities, and that if you maintain your stand, they will then look with disdain upon you. 

I hope you will not be mad at me for sending this to you? 

Warmest regards, 

July
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Tim burst out laughing after reading July’s message, and he seemed to settle. 

‘How funny,’ thought Tim with amusement, ‘how utterly funny! I don’t think I can be mad; these were the very words that helped me while speaking to Frank!’ It was now his turn to laugh heartily.

Tim suddenly realised that the God who in His faithfulness had brought him to salvation, had now in a very real way also defended and delivered him from an unpleasant encounter. Tim took courage. The messages from both Andrew and July lifted his spirit once again, and he was encouraged to move forward. Andrew was not only his cousin but his most faithful friend, and he knew that Andrew would stand by him. July, however, was different, but he hoped that she would somehow play no lesser role, for her influence thus far had been profound. 

Tim finished his orange juice, exited the kitchen a little less aggressively than he had entered and made his way back upstairs, chuckling to himself about the way July had written her text message.

After fetching his cap, wallet, sunglasses and car keys from his bedroom, he exited the house and was soon in his car. 

Tim paused just as he was about to start his car, leaned across the passenger seat, opened the glove compartment and took out his mobile phone. He quickly scrolled through his list of messages until he found Andrew’s last message and promptly re-read it.

‘So that’s how he works!’ mused Tim with interest, appreciating the insight afforded him. ‘A point to take note of.’ 

Tim took out his pen and the square, yellow sticky note pad that he kept in the glove compartment, copied the scriptures and fastened the sticky note to the nearest side in the inside of the glove compartment. His intention was to take it out when he got back home and stick it on the shelf in his bedroom.

After a further moment of deliberation, Tim started his car and backed out of the driveway.

‘I’m glad Satan’s ways have been exposed,’ thought Tim as he slowly pulled away on his way to the Renshaws. ‘The issue is to remember it, recognise it and resist him!’
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Chapter 4
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Willing assistance
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‘I’ll answer the door,’ shouted Andrew as he poked his head out his bedroom window, the sun beating against his face and making him squint from its brightness. 

‘Thanks, Andy,’ called Kelly, who was pegging the washing to the clothesline. 

Kelly was a tallish lady of medium build, with honey-brown hair and bright blue eyes. Although she was nearing her mid-forties, she could easily have been mistaken as a mid-thirties lady. She was sweet in nature, thoughtful and bubbly at times and always game for a friendly jest with her son, Andrew, and nephew, Timothy. 

Andrew, who had been sorting out a few things and doing some internet work, bounded down the old mahogany staircase in his customary fashion. The steps and balustrade, as usual, creaked and groaned in objection to his insensitivity and onslaught. He strode briskly past the dining room and kitchen on his left and the sunken living room on his right on his way to the front door.

‘Glad you could make it,’ said Andrew cheerfully, having opened the door to Tim. ‘How did your call with Franklin go?’

‘He laughed at me,’ answered Tim with a snort, ‘but then I should have expected it. It wasn’t quite my cup of tea, but I can thank God that He got me through it. I’ll explain later though.’

‘Accepting Jesus as your Lord and Saviour last night,’ mentioned Andrew, moving out of the way so that Tim could enter, ‘and being laughed at first thing this morning for having done so isn’t anyone’s cup of tea!’

‘I guess,’ agreed Tim with a sigh, ‘but I’ll just have to move on.’

Andrew thought that Tim may be feeling a little unsure of himself but to his surprise, Tim seemed to brush it off and be his normal self.

‘So, Andy Boy,’ asked Tim with interest, rubbing his hands together, ‘what’s the plan?’ 

‘A fish barbecue,’ answered Andrew. 

‘I know that!’ responded Tim with a chuckle. ‘But what’s the plan for the preparation and execution of it or is this not in the planning yet?’ 

‘You’re the barbecue king, remember?’ chirped Andrew, having caught Tim’s simple jest and happy to join in the banter. ‘Why do you think you were invited? It was so that you could do all the work! You are willing to assist, aren’t you?’ 

‘Always willing,’ replied Tim with a cheeky look. ‘How would you like your fish cooked, very well done to burnt?’ 

‘Come on,’ said Andrew with a smile, ‘the barbecue’s in the back room, we just need to set it up and clean it because we didn’t clean it after using it on Saturday evening! The fish has already been prepared and is waiting in the fridge; the potato salad has been made – my mom did that earlier; and I have already made a Greek salad. Only the cheese and tomato sandwiches still need to be made, then everything will be ready for the barbecue!’ 

‘I see,’ said Tim as he followed Andrew to the back room, ‘but what about soft—’ 

‘Soft drinks are in the fridge,’ interjected Andrew, ‘and ice cubes in the freezer. How’s that! Enough preparation and organisation for you?’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ replied Tim casually, Andrew having given him a single pat on his shoulder, ‘it’s near perfect!’  

Andrew and Tim wheeled out the stainless steel, gas barbecue set, its wheels once again making a horrible squeaking noise as they moved it along. 

‘Don’t you think now would be a good time to put some oil on the axles?’ asked Tim, screwing up his face as the noise troubled his ears the way it had done two days earlier. 

‘What did you say?’ asked Andrew. ‘I cannot hear you above the squeaking of the wheels, but if you mentioned oiling the axels, that would be cruel to our neighbours. How else would they know that we’re going to have a barbecue?’ Tim, knowing that Andrew was joking, just shook his head. 

They wheeled the barbecue set onto the back veranda just as Kelly was walking towards the kitchen, the empty white plastic clothes basket dangling from her left hand. 

‘Morning, Rin Tim Tim,’ greeted Kelly, making her way over to the boys. 

‘Morning, Aunt Kelly,’ greeted Tim as he stood up straight, having been stooping slightly while wheeling the barbecue set. ‘I trust that you’re well?’ 

‘Yes, Timothy Nicholls,’ replied Kelly in a cheerful manner as she reached him and put her arm around his waist, ‘very well, thank you. I heard about what you did last night, and I’m really proud and pleased.’ 

‘I thought there was a chance that you might have heard,’ said Tim with a smile as he put his arm around his aunt’s shoulder. ‘To tell you the truth, it wasn’t easy and this morning seemed to suggest that it wouldn’t necessarily be so!’ 

‘It’s not a matter of easy, Tim,’ said Kelly. ‘It’s a matter of necessity and what’s right – this is the issue. Hang in there, and remember that if you have questions or issues, we’re all here for you, as we’ve been all the years.’ 

‘Sure, Aunt Kelly,’ said Tim as he let go of his aunt. ‘I know, and thanks.’ 

Kelly’s face was radiant with joy as she went back inside. It was a look that seemed to visually express that she was truly proud of Tim and pleased with what had transpired. 

Andrew, having had the bottle of oil out on the veranda waiting for him, quickly oiled the barbecue’s axles for which Tim was grateful.

‘You said the others were arriving at about 2 p.m., did you not?’ queried Tim, continuing to assist Andrew with the barbecue. 

‘Yes,’ replied Andrew. ‘Marty and Judd are free until 5 p.m.; they’re both on pizza delivery duty at Magnificent
















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ring
ot !
-

4

in!
24
N
P

JUDSON MCCAWL

struggle is

The stage has been set. . ‘\\W
to begi





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
DYV





d2d_images/image000.jpg
LAW & GRACE

@z’m’ne
nlervention

BOOK TWO

JUDSON MCCAWL





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





