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About the Author

Helen has lived a full and varied life. Some it has been pure joy. Much of it has been rather tough going. But through the ‘furnace of affliction’, God, the Master Craftsman, has used these experiences to bring her forth as pure gold. The entries of Echoes from the Throne Room share candidly and vividly these experiences.

Helen sees life as a journey. And through this journey there are two companions: Helen and her God. He has never left her. And the experiences of this life simply serve to make their relationship ever stronger.
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Preface

This book contains many entries that have come about through pain; through hardship; through suffering. We hear people talk about the ‘dark night of the soul’. It seems to me that I have had a great many of these times in my life.

I have learnt, through these times, to understand and to know more fully, the faithfulness of my God in the midst of all of these.

You see, His faithfulness never fails us. His love is always towards us. His kindness is always leading us to that place where we can see Him more clearly, hear His voice more truly—and to learn to turn away from the ‘stranger’. For the ‘stranger’ always seeks to harm and destroy.

It’s SO easy, isn’t it—to be influenced by other people and what they think? But so often, these others’ opinions of us and our lives truly lead us away from God’s best and highest for us.

I have learnt through much heartbreak that this is the one thing I cannot live without—the nearness of God’s presence, and to know his touch upon my life.

So I hope that, in this book, my internal struggles and insights will bless you—and also take you to that place where he is all and everything to you, just as he is to me. May God bless you.





There

There, there is fullness of joy. There, death is conquered—no more sorrow, sighing, sickness, or pain. Death has been defeated.

One, many years ago, broke the power of death, sin and the grave. Our enemy was oh, so stupid. He didn’t understand that this was the one for whom the way had been paved from ages past—the LORD, mighty in battle, powerful to save.

There, once and for all time—the debt was paid, judgment executed—on the one, Jesus, the Nazarene. Angels attested to his birth, the heavens announced His coming yes, this was the one for whom we had waited since our first parents sold out our birth-right—this one fully God and fully man—a just and fitting representative.

There, the judgment fell. The creation rebelled. Darkness covered the land. The creation could not watch as its creator hung dying. But those who caused His death thought they had won—as they mindlessly scoffed and jeered, as life ebbed from the sacrifice for their own sins. But they were too blind to see it.

The devil thought he had won that day. He only learnt later he had played a starring role in his own downfall—as the Lord of Glory wrested back the keys of death, hell, and the grave there, on that day. There, just punishment was executed, as our sacrifice hung dying—until, with a loud cry, He exclaimed, “It is finished!”

There, the blood on the horns of the altar, speaks a better word than the blood of Abel. For the blood of Abel cried out for justice against Cain who had murdered him. But the blood of Jesus cries out, for us—“It is finished!”

The debt is paid! And so, there, for all who come to him, the writ, the list of sins crying out against us, cries out the debt is cancelled—paid for, in full.

And there, we find atonement. Through trusting in this so great salvation, we can enter into the father’s presence—the very Holy of Holies. We can cry, “Abba—Father,” as we run into his arms and he scoops us up, holding us, closer, closer.

And there, once and for all time, we find peace. No one can trouble us there. We learn, over time, to take everything in our stride. Our priorities are altered. We receive a radically altered world-view.

We view everything through the lens of eternity. If it doesn’t matter before our God, then it doesn’t matter at all. This means that so much that binds and weighs down, suddenly doesn’t matter at all.

For there, forever, we are striving only to please our God. And the approval of men no longer matters. Gloriously freeing. Supremely empowering—this sacrifice. Jesus said that, “The greatest among you shall be the one who serves.”

So, we are free simply to do our master’s will—the very thing that we were created for. So there—the balance is addressed. And at last, at last, we find our equilibrium. It’s good, so very good, being there with him.





Testing

It will always come, little one. For in the testing, the pure gold of your faith is removed of all impurities—of anything that would cause you to fall. This faith in each heart is of great value to your heavenly father.

Indeed, its value is greater than a king’s ransom—all the treasures of earth cannot compare with it. For in the testing, the trials of this life—EVERYTHING that would hold you back is cast away.

Everything that could cause you to fall is burned away. And so, the spirit living in you is permitted greater and stronger control in your life—until you shine with a beauty this world could never hope to equal.

This beauty in your heart is vibrant, true—the life of Christ within you. And as you grow closer and closer to the goal, that life becomes a shining light that all can see. Indeed, the power of darkness becomes so much more aware of it.

That is why the attacks grow stronger. That is why you must walk warily. For darkness hates the light, and will seek to destroy it. But it must always, always give way to my authority.

You must remember this, and freely use this authority, because it is made available to you. So, take that authority. Take it now. And subdue the darkness.





I Am There

Yes. I am here. From the very first, it all seemed so dark; so utterly hopeless. The world you had known so forbidding—not for one such as you. And so, you gave up hope.

But I was waiting there, in the wings just waiting for that time when you would respond. When, once again, my love reached out to you. And this time, you sensed my love for you.

You listened; you sensed my presence there, with you—in that quiet place. There, you sensed the possibility of a new beginning—the beginning of a new journey. And so, it began—this life made new—washed clean through my love.

Later, you understood that love as the blood—that sacred blood—that most holy offering—made once for all on Calvary’s cruel tree. But you had already responded before you properly understood.

All you knew was that the God above the universe had reached down and touched your life. And in that moment, you reached out with both hands to take hold of that love that was reached out to you, beloved, before you understood. Understanding came later. But you had already responded—before you understood.

Beloved, what has changed? I have carried you through many battles. My love and faithfulness taking you safely through to the other side. I have never abandoned you. I have never forsaken you, nor will I ever do that.

My choosing is not dependent on qualities that this world can see, and assess its worthiness. No, I often choose the least likely. Witness impulsive Peter, if you will. Not the most eligibly qualified to build my body on.

But again—not by this world’s standards. I took the revelation given him, to build and equip my body upon. And I took the revelation within you, also, to build my calling into.

The wisdom of God is foolishness to this world. But all they see is the outside. I, indeed, look upon the heart—that aspect that will live forever—the very essence of a man or woman.

I look at the deep yearnings of the heart. Your desire is for me that secret place that which is holy, true. To be at my feet, to worship me that is your place. That is your place. And that is what I see.

I will confound the wisdom of the wise, and bring to nothing the plans that men make. My ways, my thoughts how much higher; how much wider. Have you still not learnt? David said of old: “I run in the path of your command. For you have set my heart free.”

My precious child, my little one—you will only truly know true peace as you surrender fully to my will for you. You will only find frustration trying to understand it all before accepting it. Go back to the beginning. Then, because of your need—you accepted, before you understood.

The choosing is mine. The accepting must always be, yours. Come now, with David—take my word, and run with it.





Uncertainty

Uncertainty—so much of it there. Afraid of the pain you have had so much—so very much. Still more. Still more of the cutting; the pruning—the unfolding mystery of all you will become in my love.

Yet still—you press on. You gracefully bow your head beneath the yoke. Your knowledge; your understanding always is this—I walk the way alongside you. And for this, beloved, you are willing to bear anything; lose anything.

The certainty of my presence will never leave you. For you know that this life, at its end—it simply leads into the next. And there—there, all tears are wiped away—every burden lifted—every trophy laid down at the feet of the one for whom and to whom you have pledged your troth. And I will not forsake you.

There, you will know even as you are known. There, you will see face to face. For there, dressed in robes of white befitting the deeds of the saints, shall you receive the reward you look forward to—the salvation of your soul.

There, I will show you off to the angels of heaven. There, I will say that this daughter of mine gave up all for the sake of her lord, bowing her neck beneath the burden, walking the path confidently without fear—in the true certainty of my love for her—knowing that her lord never, no never, forsakes one who trusts in him.

This will be my pleasure, little daughter, in that time to come. Even though the way is hard, the path difficult, pain an all too frequent reality—you never give up. You keep trusting me. You put one foot in front of the other on the path.

You go through those periods of uncertainty you weigh them, consider them—then you cast forth into the uncertainty with the clear knowledge that your God will not fail you. He has carried you faithfully through the past. This, also, He will do.

I will never, no never, fail you.





The Artisan

I watched the artisans ply their craft; one, a potter at the wheel; another, a worker with all manner of timbers of the earth—the final, a worker in precious metals. The potter worked with clays of many hues—to each utensil, he carefully chose the clay appropriate to meet the purpose.

The timber-worker chose wood, also, appropriate to its purpose. The metal-worker chose metals that would be showcased by their purpose, carefully choosing according to the role each one would play.

And I heard the Lord say to me: “Child of man, cannot I do with you what each artisan chooses, according to his special field? As the potter works the clay, moulding, shaping, looking for its desired purpose—thus shall I do with you.”

“As the potter works the clay on the wheel; as the timber-worker cuts and shapes the timber to reveal its grain; as the metal-worker heats, purifies, moulds the precious metal—so do I, with you. You see the shaping, the working and so often you pull back from the pruning, the purifying—the burning away.”

You say, “No, Lord. This is too hard, the cutting too deep.” And you pull away from under my hand.

Am I not the artisan? It is mine to shape, to prune. You choose to follow me, but want to turn away from the pain. Is following me earthly gain? I do not preach a doctrine of plenty, but of surrender—a soul wholly mine.

That is what I said when I told you to, “Take up your cross and follow me.” I can only fully keep that life that is wholly mine!

Look to me! There is so very much within you that has the potential for so much, for the kingdom. I do not seek to harm you, child, but to keep you, to be wholly free. I take no joy in your pain. But I joy in the abandonment of your innermost being to the very utmost of my love for you.

I would be your treasure. I would be your high tower. I would be your joy, your delight. I take great joy in the knowledge that your treasure is, without hesitation, in heaven—and your heart there also. That is when I know without a doubt that the vicissitudes of this life will not shake you or make you give way.

So, child of man, cannot I do with you as does the potter with the clay the worker of fine timbers and he, of precious metals? Cannot I work with you to bring out from you the impurities that mar the reflection of my glory in you?

Can I not work you, shape you prune you—cutting away the thorns and the briers, cutting away the sin that entangles and the ‘cares of life’ that overshadow you, and threaten to choke you?

Can I not, indeed, work you as do these artisans of what is, after all, only a natural product, that will, in the passing of time, simply erode and pass away?

But yours is not simply an earthly value, which, though pleasing, in time fades to nothing. No. Yours is for eternal value, a flame to light the way for many in this life to turn to turn, and they will live.

Surely then, child of man, I, the chief artisan, have the right to do this very great thing in the life of one I hold most dear?





I Thought I Knew You

I thought I knew you, Lord until, once again, discouraged; disheartened, I had drawn back. Afraid. Afraid that I was being presumptuous—‘full of it’—seeing oh, so clearly, with simply human eyes.

Who am I to think you care for me? Who am I to think you commune with me? These ‘human’ questions—coming coming—never stopping. Why would anyone want to read these things?

So dangerous. So debilitating. But wasn’t that what You did right throughout Your earthly ministry, lord—teaching us to see with the eyes of the spirit, to have a heavenly perspective to see as the Father sees us?

That goes back once again to the Old Testament Gideon, the least, in the smallest clan, David, the youngest of the sons of Jesse. You don’t choose as the world sees. You see the heart that heart yearning to be closest to the saviour that one at your feet leaning against your breast.

That’s what I want. That’s what I’ve always wanted, since you first led me on this journey—just to be closer, so much closer, to you. And you’ve done that—time and time again. You’ve done that. And I’m so very, very grateful.

Yes, my saviour—it’s been hard. But through the hardship, you’ve produced in me fruits that would not have been there, without the hardship. For through these, we develop character, perseverance—an utter and total dependence on you. And you know I would give all, everything, to draw closer—so much closer to you.

So once again, through this last testing, I have learnt your faithfulness—and that you always honour the one who serves you. Lord, if you can use a donkey, you can use me. Just use me, lord.





The Well

I saw a well. There, a man drew water. And with this water, he quenched the thirst of all who came to him. No sickness, no disease came through drinking this water. Indeed, for all who drank, in them, it became a spring that welled up to eternal life.

When this life’s death claims them, it serves simply as that gateway to their heart’s desire—a life that never ends, with him, forever. There, he leads them amongst his flock beside streams of living water.

There, their tears are dried forever. In their father’s house, they have a share in the kingdom of their God, forever and ever. Their saviour, Jesus reigns to make all things new. This heaven and earth shall pass away. But his reign shall never end.

I considered these things for a moment. I remembered that I was the sheep of his pasture. My saviour, Jesus, had given his life to gain me.

Indeed, I was in very fact that one that had strayed, that the good shepherd had earnestly sought night and day to find, and to bring back home, rejoicing, laid upon his shoulders. Yes, I knew that. I knew it, so, so well. And I was grateful—so very grateful. He was everything to me.

Then, I considered again, the phone call I had earlier today. I did not have all the answers. And because I knew that her mind was closed to the joy that was in me, I












EPUB/media/9781035878741.jpg





