                                                                            REMEMBER

  Isa.52:14; John 3:16                                                                                                                                              
                                                                        From the Father’s heart (page 63)
Worried Child,

I AM just, pure and holy.  My love is limitless and seeks not its own.  When those dark thoughts cloud your mind, causing you to question My love, I ask you do one thing:  remember the cross.
See it now.  See the One crucified.  See the humiliation, the horror of Innocence disrobed, mutilated and bleeding.  Pain racks His every atom.  Each gasp of air is agony untold.  His every nerve is a conduit of fire.

Can you hear Him cry?  No one else can either but I can.  I hear it forever – how could I forget it?  It’s almost the sound of a boy – a stifled, intermittent cry it is…

No, child, don’t turn away.  Not yet, please.  Do you see the thorns piercing His brow?  The disfigurement of His face?  The spikes splitting His hands and His feet?  The jeering crowds at the foot of His cross?  They didn’t kill him.  They would have if they could have – but they could not.  He gave His life.  He shielded His enemies who were worthy of death by dying Himself in their stead.  He suffered murder to save His murderers.  He suffered shame to save His mockers.  And He would do it again.  Again and again.  And so would I.  Is this not the destiny of Perfect Love in a fallen world?
This is the way love is, and this is the way I AM.  Never forget it.

     Entreatingly, 

                                              Father
