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 William Tyndale’s eyes blazed. He was fluent in several lan-
guages, including Greek and Hebrew. “Not only can an accurate 
English translation be done, it should be done. The Scriptures of 
God are being hidden from people’s eyes. The only way the 
poor people can read and see the simple, plain 
Word of God is if it is turned into their mother 
tongue, English.”
 In the early 1500s, only scholars could read 
God’s Word. The only legal Bible was in Latin, 
which most of the common people could not un-
derstand. Since they could not read God’s Word for 
themselves, they had to rely upon what others told 
them it said. 
 It was illegal to own an English Bible or even 
memorize Scripture in English. In fact, in 1519, 
seven Christians were burned at the stake in 
Coventry, England, for teaching their children 
the Lord’s Prayer and the Ten Commandments 
in English!
 Before long, the two men were arguing 
heatedly. Tyndale quoted Scriptures, the doc-
tor quoted man-made traditions and church 
rules. Finally the Doctor of Divinity shouted, 
“It would be better to be without God’s laws 
than without the Pope’s!” 
 Tyndale courageously replied, “I defy the 
Pope and all his laws! In fact, if God spared my 
life, I intend to make it possible for the com-
mon farmer, a plowman, to know more of the 
Scripture than you do!”

Name: William Tyndale
(1494–1536)
Location: The Low Countries 
(Now called Belgium.)
Time period: 1536
(Courtesy of Voice of the Martyrs)

 “It would be wrong 
to translate God’s holy 
Word into English,” The 
Doctor of Divinity said 
sternly. “Only a language 
like Latin or Greek is able 
to fully convey God’s 
truth. English is a vulgar 
language—fine for plow-
men and shopkeepers, 
but hardly suitable for the 
Bible. 
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Within a year of Tyndale’s conversation 
with the Doctor of Divinity, he decided it was 
no longer safe for him to stay in England, 
so he traveled to Germany. There he lived 
under an assumed name while he worked 
to finish his translation. When spies from 
England found him in Germany, he escaped 
into Belgium, where he printed thousands 
of New Testaments. 

In 1526, Tyndale’s English New 
Testament began trickling into England. 
The Scriptures, now referred to as the 
“pirate edition,” were made smaller 
than conventional books. This size was 
easier to smuggle into bales of cot-
ton and containers of wheat being 
shipped to England. 

As copies poured into England, they were eagerly bought and read by all sorts of ordinary 
people, who often sat up all night reading them or hearing them read. When the Bishop of London 
discovered the New Testaments, he bought as many as he could on the black market, paying full 
price for them. He declared, “I intend to burn and destroy them all.” The merchant who smuggled 
them into England gave the money to Tyndale, who then printed three times as many in a revised 
version. The Bishop of London had unknowingly become Tyndale’s foremost financial supporter!

When Tyndale heard the Bibles were thrown into the fire, he said, “I expected they would burn 
the New Testaments. I expect they want to burn me too! This may yet happen, if it be God’s will. 
Even so, I know I did my duty in translating the New Testament.”

Within the next ten years, Tyndale’s New Testament was widely distributed throughout 
England. Bible truths were now available to everyone, and many people discovered they could 
have a personal relationship with God based on His Word. At the same time, anyone caught with 

this illegal book faced 
severe persecution. 
Prisons were over-
flowing and many 
Christians were 
executed. Weekly, 
reports of the perse-
cutions would come 
to Tyndale, who 
remained in exile in 
Europe and continued 
his translation of the 
Old Testament. Two 
of Tyndale’s close 
friends were burned 
at the stake. Even 
church officials, once 
persecutors, became 
martyrs after find-
ing truth in Tyndale’s 
work. 

radicals unlimited
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In the spring of 1535, a man named Henry 
Phillips arrived in Antwerp, where Tyndale 
had been hiding. In hopes of a reward, Phillips 
took it on himself to betray Tyndale after be-
friending him.

Tyndale spent the next eighteen months 
in prison near Brussels, Belgium. With the 
help of Miles Coverdale, he was able to com-
plete part of the Old Testament. During his 
stay in prison, his powerful preaching and the 
sincerity of his life greatly influenced those 
around him. The jailer, the jailer’s daughter, 
and others of his household accepted the Lord 
Jesus as their personal Savior. 

On October 6, 1536, Tyndale was taken 
from his dungeon and put to death. His last 
words were a fervent prayer: “Lord, open the 
King of England’s eyes!” 

God honored Tyndale’s prayer. Within 
three years, the King of England gave instruc-
tions that a copy of the “Great Bible” com-
pleted by Tyndale’s co-worker, Coverdale, 

including Tyndale’s New Testament be placed in every church in England!
Tyndale’s translation was so accurate that 75 years later, when the King James Version of the 

Bible was published, it was based largely upon Tyndale’s work. In fact, about 90 percent of the 
words remain exactly as he wrote them!

Keys Promise: As you desire the milk of the Word and absorb it, you will be transformed and 

your mind will be renewed through the keys, for the Word and the keys are one.

Note from Voice of the Martyrs
Many people today don’t know that countless martyrs shed their blood to make God’s Word 

available in English. Having the Scriptures available in the language of common people challenged 
the established church to return to its scriptural origins and rediscover the truth and power of a per-
sonal relationship with God through Jesus. 

What if these courageous men and women had not taken a stand for making God’s Word avail-
able to everyone? Would we be Christians today?

radicals unlimited



6 7

(Jesus:) When you go to a movie 
theater, the movie is shown via a 
projector. There is a large reel 

of film that is then projected onto 
a screen, enlarged via the projector. 
In order to get a clear picture the 
projectionist has to be sure to get the 
film in straight, and not have anything 
obstructing the projection.
 Your channel is similar to a 
projector in that way, because you have 
to clear away all obstructions in order 
to be able to receive clear messages 
from Me. 

Movie Theater Management

 On the other hand, 
the Enemy is always 
trying to obstruct 
My projections in 
whatever way he 
can. He doesn’t want 
you to get the full 
picture, or the full 
message. So he’ll do 
his damnedest to limit 
your view. 
 He’ll attempt to 
place his hand over 
the projector to 
cover the picture; 
he’ll bring his demon 
cohorts and do a 
little parade in front 
of it.

He’ll hang from 
the ceiling to 
see if he can 
limit what is 
being projected 
on the big 
screen. He’ll 
toy with the 
lights to hinder 
the clarity with 
which you see 
and receive My 
messages.

 He’s got annoying noising going 
on, or will jabber away during the 
show, so that you’re unable to 
catch the words clearly. He’s got 
his act down good, and is cunning at 
breaking up reception, or distracting 
you from grasping crucial parts. 
He’ll do what he can to prevent you 
from receiving what I’m trying to 
project to you through prophecy. 

 So what do you do? 
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 Movie 
theaters have 
workers who 
make sure that 
everything goes 
as planned for 
the duration of 
the movie. They 
clean up the place 
before the next 
viewing, they help 
you find your 
seats, they check 
the film ahead 
of time, and they 
make sure no 
troublemakers 
are around. They 
take care of the 
lighting, they 
adjust the sound, 
and they lock the 
projector room 
to make sure no 
one can get to 
the film. 

 You’ve got those same helpers when it comes to your channel with Me—spirit 
helpers and angels. With their help you can block out the distractions more easily. 
You can call on their help to stand guard against the distracting ploys of the Enemy. 
 If you call on their help, they’ll go in beforehand and do a sweep of your mind to 
clear it out of preoccupying thoughts that would obstruct your channel. They’ll keep 
an eye out for any shenanigans the Enemy might be conniving. And they’ll stand watch 
at the door of your mind to prevent any strays from wandering in. 

blade
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 No matter what disguises the Enemy 
might use to try and distract you or 
cause your reception to be choppy or 
unclear, if you’ve called on My spirit help, 
they’ll nab the problem or problem causer 
before it even has a chance to hinder you. 
 Call on the keys as well, and with them 
you can lock tight any doors in your mind 
that the Enemy would attempt to enter 
through. He can pound away at the door 
and attempt to unlock it, but if you don’t 
give him entrance, then he’s got no way of 
getting in. 

 So how does this work? It’s simple:
 1. Call on spirit help to assist you in 
securing the entrances of your mind.
 2. Use the keys to close any doors of 
distraction.
 3. Leave no opening for the Enemy to 
gain entrance.
 4. Focus on My Words, and let them 
flow.

Keys Promise: The power of the keys of 

lightning will destroy the attacks of the 

Enemy and anything that hinders your 

receiving My Words.

Keys Promise: If God be for you, who 

can be against you? If the keys of the 

Kingdom are on your side, who shall 

withstand you? If My angels are fighting 

to keep our connection strong and our 

communication clear, who shall hinder 

you? No one!

blade
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 “’Give to those in need. 
One day you may benefit 
from the kindness of some-
one who does likewise,’” 
whispered Victor with a 
shake of his head. “I don’t 
know. …”
 “You helped deliver 
Rafael from his captors, so 
I know the Lord is going to 
return your daughter to you 
safe and sound. God an-
swers prayer, and He does 
work miracles.”
 Victor’s cell phone rang.
 “Señor Galeriu?”
 “Who’s speaking?”
 “At this point my name 
doesn’t matter,” an uneasy 
voice crackled through the 
receiver. “It’s about your d … 
daughter.” 
 “Is she safe?”
 “I … I am afraid we have 
abducted a saint.” 
 “What makes you say 
that?” 
 “Your daughter is a 
muchacha formidable! The 
moment we got her out of 
the car, she started pray-
ing for us. No screaming, 
scratching, and cursing. 
Totally peaceful! And after 
we were inside the hideout 
and we’d negotiated with 
you, she pulled out these re-
ligious magazines and start-
ed telling us about Jesus 
Christ. It struck the fear of 
God into me and some of 
the others. We want to for-
get this whole deal. I was 
put in charge of the opera-
tion, but it wasn’t our idea 
in the first place.”
 “But, my daughter ... is 
she safe?”
 “P … perfectly safe, 
Señor.”
 “Did any of you...?”

story feature
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Chapter 10: Activated!

 “Victor, I know the Lord is keeping her,” said Kyra. 
It was late afternoon and Victor Galeriu and his wife, 
Leandra, a beautiful Mexican woman, were sitting in 
Luna’s living room having just finished praying desper-
ately with Kyra and Justin. “We have prayed for her, and 
the Lord told us that she’s in His hands. Remember the 
motto from that calendar you quoted me?”
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 “No, Señor. Like I said, we saw we’d done the 
wrong thing. I told them that if any one of them laid 
a finger on her I’d blow their brains out.”
 “And why are you turning them in?”
 “I’m not turning anyone in, Señor, but this little 
incident is going to cause rifts in our militia. We’re 
already talking about going about our cause in a dif-
ferent way. But that is probably irrelevant to you at 
the moment. Your daughter will be returned to you 
by this evening. Renato will drive her back home.”
 The anonymous caller clicked off. Victor bur-
ied his head in his hands and sobbed out a prayer of 
gratitude. 

* * *
 “To celebrate, Victor wants to throw a party at his 
house in Mexico City this weekend,” Kyra announced 
to the jubilant team as they sat at dinner that eve-
ning. “He wants us to play. And Marisa insists that 
the kids come, too. So that means we lock up the 
empty house and pray!”
 “And he’s putting us up for the night,” Justin 
added. “Apparently his villa is big enough to have 
guest quarters.”
 Victor’s celebration turned out to be no less lav-
ish than the one thrown previously by Justin’s father, 
Luis, who had been invited, along with Rafael and 
Gabriela.
 Gabriela was herself very happy to meet Marisa, 
as they were perusing the banquet table that dis-
played a variety of aperitifs and hors d’oevres. 
 “I’ve heard so much about you,” said Gabriela. 
“All very flattering! It seems they weren’t exaggerat-
ing!”
 “Gracias.”
 “And how you handled your kidnappers is just 
astounding. It would make a great front-page story.”
 “I don’t think Papa wants it broadcast,” said 
Marisa. “I’m not sure if I want it either! Besides, a lot 
of credit goes to Abner and the Luna team.”
 “Of course. They’re a wonderful bunch, and 
Abner’s a great kid.” Gabriela lowered her voice. “You 
seem to be getting along very well together...”
 “Yes, in fact he’s coming to Cuernavaca while I’m 
on vacation with his brother and Mer for a project 
they have there.”
 “You mean his brother, Clay?”
 “Yes.”
 “And Mer?”
 “Yes, Meredith the singer. They say it’s beautiful 
up there. I’ve never been.”
 “Wh ... why is Clay taking her? Just curious.”

 “Actually,” Marisa whis-
pered, “they’re pretty close.”
 “I see.”
 Gabriela’s sudden pen-
siveness was interrupted by 
her brother who introduced 
himself to Marisa.
 “I saw you there at 
the opening of the Global 
Madison,” Rafael said. “But 
I didn’t get to say ‘hola’! 
Phew, join the ‘kidnapped’ 
club! But apparently you 
handled it in a whole dif-
ferent way than I did. 
Congratulations.”
 “It was prayer and Jesus 
who got me out of there,” 
said Marisa.
 “Me too,” said Rafael. 
“But you transformed those 
brutes. It’s phenomenal the 
change that came over Paco 
Torres, the leader of that 
team.” 
 Marisa laughed. “Bueno! 
But I still can’t quite imag-
ine I actually said and did 
those things in the face of 
those guns.”
 “Well, you did, Marisa. 
How you told them about 
Jesus, and the way you were 
so calm and full of faith di-
vided the faction. A lot of 
them got convicted about 
the bloodshed. Gracias a Dios. 
Everything okay, Gabi? You 
look preoccupied.”
 Gabriela shook her head 
and excused herself.
 “Leaving so soon?” Clay 
asked as he was coming out 
of the guest bathroom and 
saw Gabriela heading for the 
front doors.
 “Yes,” she said, coldly. 
“Buenas noches.”
 “Why?”
 “One word—Meredith.”

* * *
story feature
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 “The kidnapping was set up by Hurtado,” said 
Victor, who was standing by the fireplace, sipping a 
brandy and answering questions from a few of his 
guests. “They wanted to pay me back for betraying 
them and delivering Rafael, but it backfired!”
 “And your chauffeur, Renato? Was he in on it?”
 “I suspected it at first, and it was a source of great 
stress for me, as he’s been my driver for fifteen years. 
But, gracias a Dios, he was just a pawn in their game. 
They had somehow got a hold of his cell phone 
number, and told him that I wanted him to pick up 
something confidential at a certain address. I have 
had to caution him many times on his stupidity. He 
didn’t think to check in with me.”
 “You mean they’d banked this whole thing on 
Renato’s … er ... unintelligence?”
 “Not quite. The address they’d given him was 
bona fide. He’s picked up packages and things for me 
there many times—but not at twelve-thirty at night. 
Apparently he’d had a few drinks at the show, so 
his judgment was impaired. Marisa said he put up a 
good fight, but he was outnumbered.”
 “Poor Renato. Is he badly hurt?”
 “He has some bruises and a couple of head 
wounds. But he’s a tough customer ... the doctors 
say he’ll pull through.”

* * *
 “Abner, did you tell Marisa to keep the lid on me 
and Mer?” Clay asked, as he, Kyra and Abner gathered 
in one of the guest rooms after the party.
 “No,” Abner replied. “I didn’t know I was sup-
posed to. She’d picked up on it, and I just said it was 
pretty obvious.”

 Clay shook his head de-
spairingly. “Do you think 
the Lord is trying to get 
through to us about some-
thing?”
 “So many of these prob-
lems of late with Gabriela—
and with others—could 
have been avoided,” Kyra 
mused. “Maybe you should 
ask the Lord about it.”
 “I did pray about it ini-
tially,” said Clay. “But at the 
time the Lord told me not 
to tell Gabriela, as it would 
get her distracted from ab-
sorbing the Word we were 
sharing with her. I hadn’t 
taken it back to the Lord 
again, though….” 
 “And did He also tell 
you not to tell the Home?”
 “Er ... no. Not really. I 
guess, I…”
 “Well, it’s not like most 
of us haven’t noticed, … 
but it’s always better to 
have things out in the 
open,” Kyra said with a 
gentle hand on Clay’s arm.
 “You’re totally right. 
Seems like we’ve got a few 
ostriches with their heads 
in the sand around here—
me for one,” said Clay with 
a sigh. 
 “So how was Gabi 
when she left the party?”
 “Pretty peeved. But 
then it all came out about 
her feelings for me and all. 
I wish we could just get on 
with ministering and feed-
ing the sheep without all 
these complications of per-
sonal relationships!”
 “It’s not as simple as 
all that,” said Kyra. “We 
are dealing with people’s 
hearts, lives, emotions, 
spirits ... everything!”

story feature
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 “Well, it turned out okay in the end,” Clay 
continued. “We had good prayer together, but I 
couldn’t get her to stay for the show. She said that 
at least we were honest when confronted with 
these questions, and she admires us for that. She 
just wishes that we could feel freer to draw her 
more into our confidence, especially because she 
feels very free to tell us all about her own inner-
most emotions and battles.”
 “She has a point. So are we on for a Home 
meeting tomorrow night?”
 “Yes,” said Clay.
 “Maybe we can bring up some of these points.”
 “And are we still on for the trip to Cuernavaca?” 
Abner asked Clay.
 Clay smiled and rubbed his younger brother’s 
head. “Looks like it, if the Lord confirms!”
 “Victor’s still in favor of Marisa joining up 
with you, along with Renato, of course,” said Kyra. 
“And he agreed to have you all stay with her while 
you’re there.”

 “The Lord’s reward-
ing you, Abner,” said Clay. 
“Apparently you charmed 
Leandra to bits!”
 “Taking after your 
brother,” Kyra said to Abner 
with a grin.

(Jesus:) Love, humility, 

and prayer solve all prob-

lems. Communication is 

the name of the game. As 

you seek to communicate 

with your co-workers in 

an attitude of love, hu-

mility, and prayerfulness, 

I will pour down My Spirit 

and My blessings to solve 

your problems and to 

make things right. Bring 

your difficulties before Me 

and let Me answer you in 

prophecy. This is the new 

weapon for this new day, 

and I can give clear, prac-

tical, workable, yet simple 

answers that will make the 

clouds melt away.

My Words are the 

magic bullets that will 

solve all your problems, 

and you must only ask 

Me in faith and receive 

what I give you. 

(“Witnessing and Follow-Up Pitfalls!” 
ML #3245:146,148–149)

story feature
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Chapter 11: Touching Base

 “It’s okay, Amy,” Clay said tenderly, sitting as 
casually as he could on the office chair with Amy 
wringing her hands as she sat on her bed in front of 
him. “Most of us in the Home are realizing that we 
need to take serious stock of the things that have 
been covered in the New Wine. To be honest, we 
haven’t done as much as we should, and we’ve been 
disobeying somewhat.”
 “Amen,” said Amy. “I’ve been so convicted.”
 Clay, moving to the bed and sitting next to her, 
put his arm around Amy and continued. “I know I 
have not been following as close as I should’ve been, 
which that accident was largely a result of, and I 
want to apologize for my attitude that day. It must’ve 
made you feel pretty bad.”
 “It’s all right, Clay, the Lord showed me a few 
things about the accident myself. One of which has 
been my interaction with and focus on Tim’s life.”
 “Didn’t you take him out the other night?”
 “Yes.”
 “How did it go?”
 Amy sighed. The occasion in question had been 
the previous Thursday evening when, in an effort to 
have some personal “touch base” time with Tim, she 
had invited him to a meal out. Tim decided to go, re-
luctantly agreeing to the condition that it was to be 
just the two of them.

 The meal at the ham-
burger joint was somewhat 
strained until one of the 
young employees enquired 
of Tim who had gone to 
the counter for condiments 
and napkins, if his “sis-
ter” had ordered the vanil-
la milkshake. Tim, return-
ing to their table with a 
beam of satisfaction on his 
face and a sudden renewed 
conception of his mother, 
relayed to her the young 
man’s inadvertent compli-
ment. Amy smiled and said 
something about the illu-
sory effects of the fluores-
cent lighting, but Tim felt a 
lump come up in his throat 
to see the hurt in her eyes. 
Why hadn’t he noticed it 
before?
 “What’s wrong, Mom?” 
he had asked, to which 
Amy had replied with a 
mumbled remark about 
“hoping it wasn’t too little, 
too late.”
 Knowing full well what 
she was referring to, Tim 
nevertheless asked what 
she meant. Amy skirted 
the issue with vague com-
ments about her being 
busy and having a hard 
time keeping up with her 
duties to the Home and 
her children.
 My sister, Tim thought. 
He felt like crying, but that 
would not do in a burger 
joint surrounded by oth-
er kids his age. Jesus, if I see 
her like that, it’s a whole different 
thing. She’s trying.—She’s trying 
so hard, when all I’ve been think-
ing about is me.
 Presently, with her eyes 
clouding wistfully as she 
dipped her last French fry 

story feature
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into the tomato ketchup, Amy started singing quietly 
along with a revamped version of the old song “Will 
You Be There for Me?” that had come blaring through 
the sound system. 
 That’s the problem, Tim continued musing as he 
drained his milkshake. I’ve been looking around concerned 
about who was going to be there for me, when I can’t think of 
a time when I’ve been there for anyone. Least of all my mom. 
Selfishness. All that GN stuff about it is making sense. Lord, 
please help me.
 “I’m sorry, Mom,” he said finally, shaking his 
head. “I guess we should go.”
 “Yes, Tim. It’s late. Thanks for the sweet time.”
 “So that’s about all he said,” said Amy after re-
counting the events of that night to Clay. “It was like, 
‘sorry, Mom, nice try. Thanks, but no thanks.’”
 “I’m sure he didn’t mean it like that,” said Clay. 
“But anyway, I guess we’re going to have to ad-
dress this situation. I take a lot of the blame. I 
haven’t been tuning into him or Abner as much as I 
should.”
 “I don’t expect you to. You’re so busy.”
 “That’s been one of my problems.”
 “If you had, I probably would have resented it 
anyway,” said Amy, tearfully. “I even resist Javier 
whenever he tries to correct the girls, when he’s been 
such a blessing in their lives. It took this stealing in-
cident exploding in my face to wake me up to the 
fact that Tim—and the girls, for that matter—need 
more help.”
 “Tim’s a good kid,” said Clay. “This incident has 
grown him up and made him more aware of his 
sample and responsibility to his little sisters.”
 “Yes, he is a good kid. Although I need to realize 
he’s actually not a kid anymore. His voice is deepen-
ing, hair is growing, and hormones are exploding!”
 Clay grinned. “So I gather! If the stories he tells 
Abner are true!”
 “What stories?”
 “About all his girlfriends and the things he’s done 
with them.”
 “Oh, that,” said Amy with a laugh. “I had to look 
into this before, after hearing reports of his wild 
tales. I have it on good authority that he has bare-
ly even held hands with a girl! He’s scared stiff at area 
fellowship dance nights.”
 Clay smiled. 
 Amy continued, “But maybe all that bluff is to 
compensate for the way I still treat him like he’s ten 
years old—protecting and mollycoddling him when 
he needs a strong hand in his life.”

 “Perhaps,” said Clay. “I 
was the same way at his age. 
My parents were kind of soft, 
and although I took advan-
tage of it, inside I was crying 
out for a bit of ... toughness. 
Something to give my char-
acter some grit. That’s why I 
went on a kind of ‘I wanna 
join the army’-type trip and 
played military dress-up! It’s 
like my spirit was saying, 
‘Hey, guys, give me some dis-
cipline!’ Of course, I would 
never have admitted that, 
as I was pretty rebellious 
against any rules! Ha!”
 “Tough image to hide 
weak guts, I guess,” said 
Amy with a grin.
 “Yeah, but it took a 
lot of guts for Tim to con-
fess his mistake to Marisa 
and Abner,” said Clay. “That 
doesn’t exactly show weak 
character.”
 “I’m the weak charac-
ter in the whole saga,” said 
Amy.
 “Now that’s going over-
board!” said Clay. “You cer-
tainly don’t have a tough 
image! And I admire your 
having to bring up these kids 
virtually single-handed.”
 “It hasn’t had to be sin-
gle-handed, Clay. I’ve had 
oodles of offers for help.”
 “I’m not surprised,” said 
Clay with a charming smile. 
“You’re an attractive woman.”
 “Thanks, that’s sweet. 
But I just haven’t always ac-
cepted the help, except when 
it suited my purposes.”
 Clay ran his fingers 
through his hair, stretched, 
and looked at his watch. 
“Oops, I’ve got fifteen min-
utes till my class with 
Gabriela. What do you think 
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about bringing this up for prayer and possible discus-
sion at our next Home council meeting? Making the 
presentation as ‘Tim and Abner friendly’ as possible, 
of course.”
 “I would appreciate that, I think. I sure need it.”
 “Anyway,” said Clay, giving her a hug and kissing 
her forehead, “please pray about it, and let me know.”

* * *
 Abner and Tim were watching a movie, Amy and 
Javier were doing a project with the two girls before 
bed, Justin was playing a computer game, Kyra was 
taking a shower, and Mer was standing awkwardly 
in the kitchen with Gabriela who was sipping a juice 
and waiting for Clay.
 “He’s having a chat with Amy,” said Mer. “She’s 
concerned about Tim. You know, … teens,” she added 
with authority.
 “Oh yes. It’s a rough age,” Gabriela said and 
looked around the walls of the kitchen. “You write 
songs, don’t you?”
 Mer nodded. Her inward prayer had been that 
their knowledge of each other’s feelings for Clay 
would not negatively influence hers and Gabriela’s 
interaction. She was not sure if Gabriela was subcon-
sciously picking up that she was ill at ease, but the 
woman was making a brave attempt at bridging any 
distance between them.
 “It’s such a talent,” Gabriela continued. “I just 
marvel at how you can pick up that instrument 
of wood and wire strings and create something so 
magical.” 

 The plea in Gabriela’s 
eyes for connection 
warmed Mer’s heart and 
she smiled. 
 “Yeah, it is a gift,” she 
said. “But it’s no different 
than any other gift, really. 
Like you have a gift for … 
er ... making people feel at 
home, for instance.”
 Gabriela chuckled. “Yes, 
I suppose you could say I 
do. I’ve always been pushed 
into those sort of situations 
... hosting and stuff. But it’s 
not artistic and creative.”
 “It doesn’t matter,” said 
Mer. “I wish I had your peo-
ple-handling skills. And 
your elegance. I’m such an 
ill-mannered klutz some-
times. Clay always has to...”
 “What?”
 “Oh, n... nothing. When 
I’m on stage and stuff ... he 
... it doesn’t matter. It’s just 
that our presentation is very 
important to him.”
 “Mer. About Clay, it’s…”
Gabriela stopped and pulled 
a piece of paper from her 
handbag.
 “I want to show you 
this,” she said timidly. 
“You’re a songwriter and...”
 She handed the paper 
to Mer, who looked it over. 
 “They’re words for a 
song that came to me the 
other night while I was 
praying about this recent 
emotional … you know. 
Clay had read me some 
things about what Jesus 
is worth to me, and I was 
looking at that picture of 
Jesus by my bedside. I even 
got a tiny bit of a tune, but 
I wanted your help. Please 
don’t feel pressured. Maybe 
it’s a lame idea...” 
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What am I worth to you?
What do I mean in this world to you?
What am I worth to you?
More than your dreams,
Ambitions and schemes,
Programs and plans,
The works of your hands?
What am I worth to you?
What do I mean on this earth to you?
What am I, what am I,
What am I worth to you?

 “It was kind of spooky,” said Gabriela. “But 
I got words that I’d never use normally. And in 
English! It was like someone was dictating them 
to me.” 
 “Jesus Himself,” said Mer.
 “Wow! Claro…”

This world is passing, and the corruption thereof,
While I stand here asking, “Who do you love?”
I hold out My hands, and give you a choice,
‘Twixt the sirens of Satan or My gentle voice.

What am I worth to you?
What am I on this earth to you?
Will you be stirred
To follow My Word,
Forsake worldly trends,
Lovers and friends?
What am I worth to you? 

 Mer couldn’t hold back the tears. “Let me get 
my guitar.” 
 She returned a few moments later with a de-
termined expression and pulled a chair up to the 
kitchen table. 
 “Thank You for these beautiful and timely 
words, Jesus,” she said, strumming a chord and 
scrutinizing the piece of paper. “And help us get this 
down. Hum your melody, Gabriela.”
 “It’s really nothing…,” said Gabriela, blushing 
after a few moments of faltered warbling.
 “It’s a beautiful tune!” exclaimed Mer. “And look, 
it’s a three-chord wonder!”
 “I thought as much,” said Gabriela.
 “No, it’s simple, but it grabs you!”
 “That’s cool,” said Clay, who entered the kitchen 
while Mer was delivering a wholehearted rendition 
of the composition. “A new one?”
 Gabriela nodded. 

 Mer paused from sing-
ing. “Gabriela got the words 
and the tune. Powerful, isn’t 
it?”
 “Sure is. And right in line 
with the current New Wine!”
 “Hey, that rhymed,” said 
Gabriela.
 “Didn’t know you had a 
‘poetic license’!” said Mer.
 “It expired,” said Clay. 
“So don’t get any ideas. 
Ready for class, Gaga?”
 Gaga? Mer panicked for 
an instant, but her quick-
ening heart was calmed by 
the glowing gratitude in 
Gabriela’s glistening eyes.
 “Gracias, Mer,” she whis-
pered as she hugged her. 
“You don’t know how much 
this meant to me. And if I 
don’t get to see you before 
you go, have a good time in 
Cuernavaca.”

Chapter 12: 
On a Roll

 “It looks like the prior-
ity is to address the schedule 
problem,” said Clay as he pe-
rused a printout of the top-
ics for the Home meeting. 
“I’m sorry it has been such 
a difficulty for Amy, and it’s 
not exactly contributing to 
our unity factor. Does any-
body have any suggestions?”
 There was a period of 
silence as the members of 
Luna glanced at each oth-
er around the table. Mer’s 
mouth dropped open as all 
eyes seemed to fall on her.
 “Okay, guys. So?”
 “It’s just that you have 
all the answers,” Justin 
quipped.
 “As if.”
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 Clay winked and smiled. “They must have gotten 
it in the spirit,” he said. “Go ahead.”
 “Okay. Me and Clay talked about this the other 
night. And it wasn’t like we were talking about any-
one behind their backs. But the Lord showed us...”
 “Showed you,” said Clay.
 “But Clay agreed, that he needs to back off a bit 
and really pray about his priorities. We all do!”
 “Examples?” asked Justin.
 “Like for instance, why does he have to oper-
ate the PA for every little gig? That’s something that 
could be passed onto Abner, for instance. Or if Javier 
needs to stay home with the kids, then maybe Abner 
could fill in on perc and Tim could take over on the 
PA. Something like that.”
 “Or better yet,” Javier said with a laugh, “we 
take the kids with us! A perfect enhancement of our 
show, and it takes care of the schedule problem.
 “I’m not sure,” said Amy. “Maybe it’s okay with 
early shows, but I don’t know how seeing the kids 
getting up in the middle of the day and coming 
home at all hours of the night would go over with 
the neighbors.”
 “Not to mention with the club clientele and the 
owners,” said Justin. “’Hi, little girl, do your parents 
know where you are?’”
 “Just kidding,” said Javier. “Bad idea! But they 
sure set the whole Zócalo Plaza on fire!”

 “Anyway,” Mer contin-
ued, “Clay knows he needs 
more time to pray, hear 
from the Lord, take time 
off, but his time is taken up 
at practice and gigs with a 
job that Tim could handle 
with his eyes closed!”
 “Phew,” said Justin. “Are 
you becoming Clay’s per-
sonal time management 
expert?”
 “In some ways,” said 
Clay.
 “Wait a minute, Mer,” 
said Kyra, somewhat heat-
edly. “That sounds all very 
well and good in theory. 
But just for your ‘informa-
tion’ folder, Clay does hap-
pen to take care of a lot of 
the business, meeting the 
club owners and all.”
 “You could take care of 
that with honors, Honey,” 
said Justin. “Clay does a 
great job, but I think he’d 
be the first to agree that 
you seem to have more of 
an eye for our finance situa-
tion than any of us.”
 “That’s right,” said Clay. 
“Those promoters wouldn’t 
stand a chance, and you’ll 
be charming the pants off 
them at the same time.”
 “Okay. I’m sorry, guys,” 
said Kyra. “I guess ideas 
like this do rock our HMS 
frame of reference. I want 
to be yielded, and if the 
Lord confirms all this, I’m 
okay with it. But I am preg-
nant, and that’ll throw a 
whole ‘nother factor into 
the equation pretty soon.”
 “Okay then, shall we 
move on,” said Clay, notic-
ing a restlessness in Abner 
and Tim after the discus-
sion had revolved around 
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Kyra’s pregnancy for awhile. “The cards are out on 
the table on that delegation issue and we can pray 
about it further, so I guess we should move onto the 
prayer requests. We have about three.”
 “I can go first,” said Mer, breaking the atmo-
sphere of hesitancy. “I want to say right off the bat 
that I’m sorry for coming on so SR sometimes—this 
meeting included. I want to ask for prayer for … I 
mean against that, which shows up in my yucky ten-
dency to know exactly what applies to the next guy 
when reading the Word, and also against criticalness, 
jealousy and you name it.”
 “Can you,” Clay asked, “like, I mean, name any 
demon or hindering spirit?”
 “The Lord showed me that the main one was 
Selvegion. I guess that’s enough for starters.”
 “Okay, thanks, Mer. Who wants to go next?”
 Kyra took a deep breath, looked up at the ceil-
ing with a prayer for the Lord to bless her words and 
began. “As you’ve probably noticed I’ve been battling 
lately with comparing and my place in the band, but 
actually the Lord’s been showing me that my com-
paring battles were a result of not getting in the Word 
as much as I should. I was shocked myself at that 
sudden attack of comparing ... or more like jealousy 
over Mer and the attention she was getting. It’s not 
something I’ve usually battled with, right Jus?”
 Jus shook his head. “Especially not over another 
woman’s beauty or talents. I was surprised too.”
 “Well, after reading the ‘Victory over Comparing’ 
GN, the Lord told me that although it wasn’t a usual 
battle of mine or an NWO, He allowed it to humble 
me. But He also showed me how I’d been getting flip-
pant and shallow and critical ... all stemming from 
the lack of deep feeding. Even the thing that went 
amiss with Gabriela were results of it. I didn’t even 
notice until Jus pointed it out to me that my interac-
tion with her had been on a rather superficial level. 
All that advice about clothes, diets, and baby care. It 
all seemed so good and helpful, and it is … some of it 
… but it’s not... you know...”
 “The best,” said Justin.
 “No. So I’m really sorry, you guys. Please forgive 
me. I had written out a whole slew of things to pray 
for and against, but I lost the list, so I guess I just 
have to throw it all in an ABC zip file and give it to 
the Lord and let Him decipher it.”
 “Thanks, Kyra,” said Clay. “You’re all so brave. 
It’s helping me to get ready to present my prayer re-
quests, which is a mega package with all the lessons 
about the van and stuff. But don’t worry, I’m saving 

it for tomorrow’s devotions! 
Anyway, I believe Amy has 
something to share.”
 “Well, the Lord’s been 
showing me,” Amy said 
softly, “and Jesus help me 
not to get too emotional 
and embarrass Tim here. …”
 “It’s okay Mom, really.”
 “…Is that just because I 
push things into the back-
ground or sweep them un-
der the carpet, it doesn’t 
mean that others don’t see 
it. Like the discipline of my 
kids for instance, or rather 
lack of it. I’ve just been de-
ceiving myself.”
 Except for Kyra who 
squeezed Amy’s hand re-
assuringly, the rest of the 
Home members looked 
down at the table, and said 
nothing.
 “And, like I told sweet 
Clay last night, this thing 
with Timothy and the 
watch hammered it home. 
I want to ask for prayer. I 
want to claim the keys that 
by His grace, I’ll not get sen-
sitive when one of you has 
to step in and correct Jess 
and Carol.”
 Timothy, who up until 
his mother’s confession, had 
been exercising his powers of 
endurance while sitting and 
staring blankly into space, 
suddenly raised his hand.
 “Can I say something?’
 “Sure,” said Clay. “Unless 
it’s something that can wait 
until after the prayer.”
 “I’d better say it now,” 
said Tim in a trembling but 
unusually projected voice. 
“Otherwise I don’t think I’ll 
have the guts. I want to say 
I really love and appreciate 
you guys. This is the cool-
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est Home I’ve ever been in. I mean that. It’s like, I 
mean, it’s great how you help take care of my mom, 
Jav—that’s really meant a lot to me, and how you’ve 
cared for Jess and Carol, of course. And this idea of 
like, giving me a chance to help with the band ... it’s 
awesome. So I want to say I’m really sorry for be-
ing such a selfish jerk. It’s like, you know, the Lord’s 
been holding a mirror in my face these last few days, 
and it’s a bummer.—My attitudes and stuff. I want 
to change and let you know that I’m with you guys, 
and I want to make it and be a blessing like Abner 
here. He’s the coolest friend and a good example.”
 Abner shook his head. “It’s nothing, man...”
 “No really...” Tim stopped and shut his eyes. “I 
want you all to...”
 “Pray for you?” Kyra ventured after a few mo-
ments of silence. 
 Tim nodded.

 After each person’s 
prayer requests were enu-
merated, Clay suggested 
that each one lay hands on 
the person next to them 
and pray a prayer for them.
 “And here’s the 
Dictaphone if you get any-
thing you want to give,” 
—he nodded to Mer, who 
discreetly picked up her 
guitar and began strum-
ming—“after Mer has sung 
this beautiful song that 
Gabriela got that seems to 
wrap up a lot of the emo-
tional battles we’ve been 
through these last few 
weeks.”

What am I worth to you? 

she sang, softly.

What do I mean on this 

earth to you?

Will you give Me your fears,

Thoughts and ideas,

Position and pride,

To just be My bride,

Woah, what am I worth to you?

What do I mean in this 

world to you?

What am I worth to you?

What am I, what am I worth

To you?

Mmm. What am I 

worth to you? 

 (Jesus:) Just as the clouds roll away and part, revealing 
the light and heat of the sun, so have the Heavens opened and 
the power of your spirit helpers been released to strengthen 
and anoint and empower you! You’ve called upon Heaven, 
and the power of Heaven has been activated by your call, and 
you’ve been given the reward of your prayers. You’ve won a 
great victory! Even if you don’t see or feel or taste the full vic-
tory this minute, know that you have it by faith, and nothing 
can take it away from you as long as you keep believing and 
trusting and holding on to it. Just keep believing, and you’ll 
see the complete fulfillment of My every promise to you. 

(“Freedom Through United Prayer!” ML #3171:21)
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Keys Promise: My 
Word is a complete 

spiritual universe. 
When you are 

spending time in 
My Word, all other 
thoughts are of no 
value. Resist them 
in the power of the 
keys and they will 

flee from you.

Wield the 
OPAW DRO WE N

(Jesus:) Claim My power against 
Pan and Bacchus and all their wiles. they 

will try to come back time and time again, but you will never need to fear 
them again as you keep fighting, as you keep slamming the door of your 
heart in their faces, as you keep up the standard of My Word by claiming My 
promises for you and letting that banner fly high above your camp. 

My Words will cut them to the 
heart. And even though they’ll 
try all the harder to get in for a 
time, as you keep fighting, as you 
keep asking for prayer, as you 
keep wielding the weapon of My 
Word and calling on the powerful 
key angels to help you, then 
you will find that the strength 
of these evil ones who seek to 
torment you will dissipate and 
you will have true freedom.

You’ll understand 
that all power 
is given unto 
you for your 
obedience to call 
on the power 
of the keys, and 
nothing shall by 
any means harm 
you! (“Exposing 
Bacchus!” ML 
#3402:176–177, 179)

Keys Promise: Through the keys you have 
power to overcome all the demons that try 
to hinder and distract your time with Me.

JULIA

xn ad
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The Parable of the 
Transoceanic 
Ship 
Told by Jesus

They worked diligently during their 
days and even their nights, 

and when they took time off they enjoyed fully 
the blessings of their Savior and Provider.

 They bore children and raised them to have faith in and a love for the Scriptures.

There was a mighty 
ship that sailed the 
oceans of the world. 

This ship held thousands 
of people of all ages and 
nationalities, yet despite 
the diversity they shared a 
common bond of love for 
and faith in the Savior of 
their souls.
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In all they did, they worked with some haste, knowing of the prophesied great storm that was 
coming to their world.

Many other ships traversed the great seas, 
yet would be shipwrecked by the coming 
great storm. 

Countless others would seek 
shelter in their great ship.

Even now, many joined their ship month by month, to learn and grow in the faith these 
people shared. And ever they prepared for the coming storm.

There were some who rode this ship who were not of the same conviction.

They liked the amenities 
the ship provided, for 
it was a blessed and a 
hallowed life. 

 There were 
struggles, but 
there was 
the promise 
of celestial 
care that kept 
this ship safe 
from many of 
the dangers 
that threat-
ened other 
ships on the 
wide sea. 

These people did not care to work diligently or to prepare for the great storm, for they had 
begun to doubt that the great storm would come. Instead, they frittered their time away, 
endlessly decorating their quarters and playing games that had no meaning beyond empty 
amusement.
blade
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This ship, My children, represents you, all the world over. You may be in different quarters of 
the ship, but you are all in the same vessel, sailing over the seas on the course I have charted. 
Prepare diligently for the storm and redeem the time well, that you might be prepared for 
the great and final reaping of the souls in dire straits who shall seek you out.

And so the day came as was prophesied. 

Those who had prepared diligently in heart and spirit were 
ready for the storm and secured their quarters of the ship.

They had built many 
rope ladders which 
they now hung down 
the side of the ship, 
so that the weary and 
frightened could climb 
up to safety.

 They were ready to take 
in others who might seek 
refuge with them, and to 
teach them, as they had 
already taught so many. 

But those who had 
not prepared had no 
rope ladders to let 
down, or at most just 
one or two old ones.

When weary 
half-drowned 
people climbed 
up to their 
quarters, these 
ones were at a 
loss as to what 
to teach them 
in the art of 
survival through 
the long storm 
that had barely 
begun, and had 
few words to 
share that could 
comfort them.
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“Now I must do exploits. 
Now I must do those things 

which I have been told.” 

…and suddenly the 
day is upon you. 
Then you’ll say,

But you will 
not have the 
means to do 
them in the 
same power 
of the Spirit 
as those who 
have prepared,

(“Where Are We Now?—Endtime Update!” ML #3027:10, November 1995)

(Jesus:) You who prepare not will 
be as the brides without oil, as 
one who merely goes along in the 

time of peace, not discerning the signs 
of the time and not preparing, …

who have diligently sought Me,

who have been filled 
with My Word,

who are led by My Spirit,

who look unto Me 
in all their ways, 

who have separated 
themselves unto Me in Spirit, 

who have yielded,
who have been 
obedient.

xn ad
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(Xn: This message was re-

ceived for a young woman 

on her birthday.)

 (Spirit helper:) My 

name is Enaya. I am come 

on this day to you as a 

new spirit helper. I am our 

Savior’s gift of love to you. 

I will be with you always. I 

will protect you. I will care 

for you. I will guide you. I 

will keep you. I will whisper 

in your ear and help you in 

your personal life. I will be 

your mentor and compan-

ion. I will be your wisdom. 

 I am tall and slender, 

yet strong. My hair is 

copper colored. It flows 

out and is as straight as 

metal. It shines in the light 

and reaches nearly to my 

waist. I wear it down most 

of the time, as part of my 

armor, part of my attire, for 

it glints in the sun and is 

strong and supple. 

 My eyes are strong, set 

apart, and with a fierce look, 

for I am a fighting woman. 

I wield the power of the 

keys on the behalf of my 

charges and whomever my 

Lord sends me to guard and 

help. You are now my new 

charge. A permanent com-

panion I will be to you. 

 My dress is simple 

because the light of the 

Lord’s power shines on 

me and I have no need 

of adornments. I wear a 

simple tan-colored piece 

of cloth over my body. It 

is sleeveless. I wear a belt 

at my waist, upon which I 

hang my weapon of choice, 

and a ring of keys. Always I 

carry the ring of keys. 

 On my arms there are 

bands of silver with small 

slits in the metal showing 

my arms. Through these 

openings shoot the Lord’s 

power to defeat our en-

emies when the wrath of 

Enaya Enaya 

linkup
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Keys Promise: To grow in working with your help-

ers in the spiritual realm, call on the keys of insight, 

faith, spiritual sensitivity and openness. You will be 

fully possessed by Me and helped and guided by 

them, and will become a new creation in My sight, 

for My glory.

LinkUP

the Lord is stirred against 

the Evil One. On my feet are 

sandals of silver, with straps 

of silver that are shaped and 

fastened to curve around 

my legs, and yet provide 

comfort and mobility. It’s 

a wonder of Heaven that 

solid metals can be used in 

many forms. 

 In my hand I hold a 

jewel. This is my birthday 

gift to you. It comes, of 

course, from the courts 

of Heaven, so really it is a 

birthday gift to you from 

your Husband, but I bring 

it. It is a special gem, large 

in size, flat on my palm 

but raised on the top, cut 

in a million ways to reflect 

the light. This jewel will 

help you to understand 

the ways of those around 

you. This jewel will help 

you in your personal life. I 

will interpret this jewel for 

you, as you hold it in your 

hands and turn it this way 

and that way, and see the 

light refract through it in 

a million different ways. I 

will tell you what each cut 

means and how to allow 

its beauty to permeate 

your life. 

 I have come to not 

only be a protector and 

keeper of your life, but 

to help you as a personal 

and intimate friend. I 

will wipe away your 

tears in those desper-

ate moments. I will give 

you counsel about the 

things that are so dear to 

your heart. Trust me with 

your inner thoughts and 

concerns, for I have much 

experience. I have had 

much love. I have given 

much love. I have known 

the true and perfect love, 

and I can counsel you and 

direct you and guide you 

in your life, in your love, in 

your personal happiness. 

 Devoted,

 Enaya

(Xn: Enaya has many peers 

in the heavenly realm, and 

you can ask one of them to 

be your personal protector, 

keeper, and friend.)
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