





is not a hostile patrol,” he re-
minded the men, “but only a
cleanliness inspection.”

He was mistaken. Without being
aware of it, he was about to face
another brush with death. The
patrol’s arrival had surprised the
executioner, and he was hiding in
his house. He confessed later that
he fully intended to shoot the
captain that day and then turn
the gun on himself before the patrol
could capture him. Instead, be-
cause of God the assassin under-
stood later, he sat quietly and
listened as this Baptist layman
talked with his wife.

The captain informed her that
President Marcos had promised
amnesty to any Communist who
would turn in his guns and de-
nounce all ties with the Com-
munist movement. The captain
added that he would help anyone
secure amnesty, if that person
would confess his sins to a loving

God—who would forgive all sins,
not just crimes against the gov-
ernment—and trust Christ as
Savior. These words touched the
executioner deeply, for he had
never heard of a God who loved
and forgave; he had heard only
of a God who hated and took
revenge.

After a few days the captain
once again stepped into the valley
of death. A party was planned at
the executioner’s home. As
is customary, the captain was
invited to make a short speech.
The party was only a ruse; every
guest had come just to help the
host trap and murder the officer.

As soon as the captain entered
the house, he sensed the danger.
He greeted everyone, sat down,
and prayed. The guests, in a game
of cat and mouse, gave him a
chance to speak. But his words
startled them.

“l know who you all are, and
I know why you have invited me,”
he began. “You think | am afraid
to die. Well, 1 am not afraid to
die, because I have trusted Christ
as my Savior. He has taken away
all of my sins and made it possible
for me to go to heaven when |
die.

“This is what you cannot under-
stand. This is what makes you
afraid of me. You can see that |
am not afraid to die, but you are.
This is why the Communists can
hold you and force you to do
things you know are wrong.”

His gaze swept his audience.
“You do not go outside of your
homes without a gun or a com-
panion,” he charged. “I walk alone
at night unarmed. You cannot
sleep well at night, because you
are afraid you might be killed.

I sleep like a baby, because | know
that if | die, I will go to heaven.
This is beyond your compre-
hension, but Christ has changed
my life and has made me a dif-
ferent man.”

Then the captain told how
Christ had given him a new life.
“Christ is waiting to give you the
same new life,” he said, “if you
will confess your sins to God and
accept him as Savior.”

Throughout the remarks, in the
next room sat the executioner,
M-16 in hand, ready to do away
with the captain. But he was un-

able to move. Never had he seen
a man who was not afraid of death.
Never had he heard so much
about this God of love.

“I will help anyone of you to
get amnesty, if you will accept
Christ and confess your sins to
God,” he heard the officer saying.
“If you confess your sins to man,
it is only burying them, and
someday the old life will come
back. But God removes sins and
remakes men. | promise everyone
of you that | will help you tomor-
row to get amnesty, in spite of the
fact that you invited me here to
kill me.”

He rose, excused himself, and
left the house. At the bottom of
the stairs the executioner’s wife
stopped him. “Did you really
mean what you just said?”’ ‘she
asked softly.

“I will help anyone who will
confess his sins to God and accept
Christ as his Savior,” he promised.

The following night the captain
had a visitor at his home. The
executioner’s wife came to tell him
that her husband would be waiting
to surrender to him at a specified
place. There were two condi-
tions: the officer must come alone
and come unarmed.

After much prayer and a night's
sleep, the captain headed for the
meeting place—either to lead a
paid killer to Christ or to walk
into another trap. He reached
the designated spot and waited.
In a little while, when the execu-
tioner was satisfied that his con-
ditions had been met, he came
out of hiding.

“I am ready to surrender, be-
cause | can trust you,” he said.

The captain smiled and said,
“You know my requirements.”

“l do, and I am ready.”

Together the Baptist lay leader
and the trembling executioner
knelt. The captain listened as the
man poured out his confession
of the murders of many of the
officer’s friends and neighbors.

The story is not over, for neither
of these men or their families
will be completely safe as long
as there is a Communist movement
in the Philippines. Both men need
the continuing support of prayer.
But because a believer was un-
afraid to die, a guilty man has
found the promise of eternal life. TIC






















CITY
OF
REFUGE

By E. Carter Morgan

UST 21 years after Columbus

discovered the New World,

a Portuguese explorer set
foot on the coast of south China.
Had there been such things as
commissions in those days, the
report would certainly have favored
the findings of Jorge Alvares, for
he had made contact with one of
the oldest civilizations on earth.

By 1557 the city of Macao had
been founded, and trade between
Europe and the Far East had been
begun. For the next 300 years
Macao served as almost the only
link between China and the West.
It was from Macao that Francis
Xavier (1506-1552) entered Japan
and China. Matteo Ricci (1552-
1610) carried Christianity into the
Celestial Empire, and later Robert
Morrison (1782-1834) produced
his monumental work of translating
the Scriptures into Chinese.

In keeping with its seafaring
traditions, Macao built the first
lighthouse on the China coast,
served as a refuge for seamen and
explorers of all nations, and
became the destination of the
American Clipper Ships in the days
of China trade. Set on three small

Appointed a missionary in 1948, the author
has served in Hawaii and, since 1955, in
Hong Kong.
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F you were to visit

Lebanon, at first you
wouldn’t really think
much about the desert.
Whether you came by air, by
sea, or even by land, as do a few
hardy travelers, you would find
the entire landscape dominated
by mountains. Visitors are always
impressed with the number of
villages that can be seen on the
slopes of the Lebanon range in
good weather, especially at night,
when the lights sparkle like
clusters of stars against the black
mountain.

The mountains have dominated
Lebanon’s history, as well as its
landscape. Because of them, the
Phoenician ancestors of the modern
Lebanese became the most expert
sailors, navigators, traders, and
colonizers in the ancient world.
They carried man’s first known
alphabetic form of writing to
the entire Mediterranean basin.

Phoenician ships also carried
goods and news from ancient
Egypt to Spain and from Morocco
to Greece and to all the countries
in between. Phoenicia (Lebanon)

. was the great trading nation of

the ancient world, dealing not
only in goods and grains, but also
in ideas, philosophies, and re-
ligions.

But once you were to cross
the Lebanon Mountains and the
broad Beqa’ (“spotted”) Valley
and to begin climbing the western
slopes of the Anti-Lebanon
range, you would see the terrain
change rapidly. In about one hour’s
drive you would leave behind
the relatively green coast and
western slope of the Lebanon
range, with its cover of citrus fruit
trees, banana and olive trees,
‘“snober” or ““umbrella” pines,
apple, peach, pear, and other
cold-weather fruit trees, and the
last remaining cedars on the higher
slopes. You would descend the
almost barren eastern slopes,
cross the fertile farmland of the

The author was appointed a missionary to
Lebanon in 1959.
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