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About the Author

Helen has been a Christian for much of her life. She found God’s love after trauma in her life, and she and her husband were active in the churches they were a part of. Then her beloved husband died, after a long battle with cancer. Two years later, Helen herself became disabled.


This book talks about her battle trying to find her way again – hearing that divine voice of love that never left her. And her ongoing commitment to supporting her disabled son.


God’s love for us never fails.
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Prologue

This story is an allegory – a story within a story. It draws parallels with a book in the Bible: ’The Song of Songs’, which is Solomon’s (New International Version, 1984). This story maps my own life experience with Jesus, my Lord, Master, and best friend. He has been my constant companion through many journeys. He will take me on that final journey at my life’s end when I graduate into His kingdom.

I started life much as the little handmaiden. I was afraid, damaged, and found it hard to trust anybody. I always felt I had to prove myself. That became difficult after I lost my husband, and was subsequently disabled. My sense of self-worth took a real dive then. I had lost the ability to prove my love to my God. I had lost the ability to prove my worth to my fellow-believers. I was lost.

Then God began to speak to me. He showed me it wasn’t a matter of what I did but who I was. I was His child. And, as such, of incalculable value to Him.

We went on a long journey as He revealed this to me. And I came out the other side as a completely new person. I knew now who I was, and to whom I belonged. It didn’t matter a great deal what others said. It was what He said that really mattered to me.

But apart from this, this is a story I hope for each one of us. The Shepherd of our souls extends this invitation to each person. I pray that you begin that journey, and allow Him to begin the transformative work in each life of our lives, and make us new. Above all things, this is an invitation from the Lover of our souls to take us on that journey of salvation, to set us free forever from the penalty and the power of sin. He has defeated the enemy of our souls. He overcame sin and death for our sake. So the invitation is here, to begin that journey.

And again, this is the work of the Spirit of Christ in His church, His bride. He begins that work at salvation. He completes it on His return. That time is soon. So don’t delay.

When the final trumpet sounds, He will take His church home; a bride dressed and ready to meet her Husband, as paralleled in the book of Revelation, chapter 21 (NIV, 1984). This is that final journey, that final victory.

“Where, oh death, is your victory? Where, oh death, is your sting?” (1 Cor. 15:55 NIV, 1984). No. It is swallowed up in the once and for all victory of Jesus Christ our Lord.

Please read. Enjoy this tale. And enter into the joy of the little handmaiden as she is transformed by ‘Grace and Glory’.





Frozen

Your heart is frozen…your spirit is like a nuclear wasteland. Your suffering…yes, it is great. I see it. You have been laid waste, as literally as a village is wiped out and all destroyed. Yes, you have suffered.

Afraid to reach out your hand, you isolate your heart, My love. You think all love is conditional because your affliction is violent. In your experience, all care is hurtful. You are afraid. Hiding, seeking shelter, and finding none.

Yet you sense something, the feeling that something beautiful is present…real, freely given…sacrificially gifted. You begin to sense My love for you.

Yes, now I am reaching out. I want to touch you, to heal you, to bring you into safety; the harbour of My love. For My love will heal you. I will clothe you in the purity of a love laid down for you, poured out to wash you clean. Yes, you know the symbols – the bread and the wine – in a system ritualistic and devoid of life. Learned by rote and punitive in nature. But in this place that you feared to be, because of the harm that you have suffered. In this place, you begin to sense the presence of a love holy, devoid of wrong intent, unconditionally given. This love surrounds, enfolds, and holds you in a warmth that is true, real, sure and that never fails. This is My love for you. Will you allow Me to heal you?

I reach for you. You are uncertain. Your past experience has taught you hurt. Yet you don’t sense this in the presence you feel. It seems safe and warm. You sense good intent, a purity and truth that you had not encountered before. This intrigues you. Because of the sin you believe yourself guilty of, and the stain upon your life – you think that it can’t be removed – it’s there permanently. But My love is blood-given.

Yes, I died to purchase a new way for you. I traded My righteousness for your stain. I did that voluntarily, little one, because My love for you was so great.

I wanted to take your pain, the pain that paralyses you so. I wanted to take it all away. My blood washes clean. Whatever you think is there, I have taken it all away. I bore it on My cross, paying the price so you could go free. You can feel it now, feel it wash, clean, refresh, and renew. Behold, I make all things new. What is your response to Me?





I Am Afraid

Lord, I am afraid; I faint with fear. All I can see in me is unclean, unclean. I see myself as a leper in my spirit, the stain down so deep it has eaten into the bone and marrow of my life, my spirit.

Lord, I say it with such an overwhelming sense of unworthiness, “Though I wash in crystal clear water, cleanse everything about me with all the substances that are available to me, I can never be clean before You.” My stain is so great, and you are so holy. Yet You say You traded Your righteousness for my stain. Can that be? Is it even possible? Your blood can wash me clean? Yet I have failed so miserably, fallen so short, I have never measured up.

But You healed the leper. And if You healed the physical leper of such an illness, I believe that You can reach down, and Your blood can wash me snow-white, brand new! Can such a wonderful thing ever be? Acceptance at last for someone like me…this is a thing great and wonderful, too great for words.

Yes, You are right. I have been sensing something, something new. There is a warmth, a presence. It’s like a voice nearby calling words of comfort and peace, beckoning me out of the cold to sit by a warm fire, to be held, firm and secure. That is so much what I want, what I long for.

But I am so afraid. I am weak. I slip and fall so often that I wonder if I am really in the faith at all. I doubt…I agonise…I try so hard. My strength is futile. I am always trying, but my strength is small. I get so tired, so discouraged. I look and think to myself, that I am the very worst of all. I have tasted Your love. I have known Your strength, Your anointing. Then, I have turned and tried to follow the journey, alone…in my own strength.

And I have failed. I have fallen. I have caused harm by my words and actions. Then, and only then, I turn again and look at You. You have said so clearly that I am Your sheep, and You alone are the Great Shepherd of the sheep. You alone I am to follow, You alone I am to obey. You said “Take My yoke upon you and learn from Me, and you will find rest for your souls. For My yoke is easy and My burden is light.” (Matthew 11:29, NIV, 1984).

You, Jesus, are the only way I should go. It is only when I look at You, putting my feet in Your footprints and my hand in Yours, that I can be victorious. You have already gone that way. It is only by looking to You, following Your example, living every day in Your strength alone, that I can have victory. I am so thankful that you showed me this.





I Will Lead You

Little one, I’m glad you have begun to understand. I have walked the path. I have won the battle. I have borne the burden for you. Just accept it at My hand. Do not look at yourself, beloved, for that way, as you have found, spells disaster.

I will lead you. I will guide you aright, little one, so don’t be afraid. Reach out to Me. Reach out always, for every time, I will be there. Never did I leave you comfortless, beloved, always, I came to you. My strength will always facilitate your journey.

You have been through deep waters. You did almost drown, but at the last, you cried out to Me. Your heart is in My hands. Always you will cry out to Me. And never will I let you go.

Grief has been your portion…sorrow and loss have pursued you. Understanding and comfort have been hard to find. Those who knew you abandoned you. Confused, you drew in on yourself, drawing away from all, and everything, till it almost consumed you. But, loved one, I did not leave you there.

I drew you out of deep waters. I rescued you, because I delighted in you. Again, you made My love your portion, My strength your sufficiency. And you were not put to shame for trusting Me. I have brought you out onto a level place. I have delighted in you, and will not let you go.

Now, I’m calling you deeper. Come
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