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Is That ALL There is?

Is That ALL There is?
Why am I alive? What’s the purpose for my
life? Why are there so many questions and so
few answers? What happens when we die?
Is this all there is to life? Is that all there is?

M

a y b e y o u r e m e m b e r the famous,
Grammy-winning song Is That All There Is?
recorded in 1969 by Peggy Lee. It’s poignant, melancholy
refrain strikes a chord deep in the heart of human
beings, voicing the burning questions that echo through
our minds as we live our lives searching for meaning and
fulfillment:

Is That All There Is?

spoken:
I remember when I was a very little girl, our house caught on fire.
I’ll never forget the look on my father’s face as he gathered me up
in his arms and raced through the burning building out to the pavement.
I stood there shivering in my pajamas and watched the whole world go up in flames.
And when it was all over I said to myself, “Is that all there is to a fire?
Is that all there is?”
sung:
Is that all there is,
If that’s all there is my friends, then let’s keep dancing
Let’s break out the booze and have a ball
If that’s all there is

Song lyrics from Is That All There Is?
written by Leiber & Stoller
recorded by Peggy Lee (1969)

experienced
large-scale
misfortune
— natural disasters on a catastrophic
scale. Raging forest fires sweeping
across the countryside, burning homes,
farms, and ranches to the ground,
leaving families homeless and destitute.
Massive earthquakes destroying entire
overpopulated cities in third world
countries, leaving survivors to extract
the corpses of their loved ones from
the rubble. Or even the recent tsunami,
reckoned by many to be the worst tragedy
of all time, taking the lives of hundreds of
thousands of people in southeast Asia.
The waters, which had been their source
of food and livelihood, turned on them
and became a means of destruction,
washing away entire shorefront villages.
The death toll piles up in its wake as the
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Many of us have experienced some
tragic circumstance at one time or another
in our lives — some great and some small.
The woman in the song describes the
personal tragedy of her house burning to
the ground. Perhaps your dog, your best
friend, ran away and got run over by a car.
Perhaps your parents divorced, shattering
your little existence, leaving you wondering
if it was your fault. Your parents were
everything to you in your younger years.
They were your pillars, your security.
They were like God to you, so when they
separated, it seemed as if God didn’t give
a damn about you. You felt abandoned,
orphaned — alone.
Most people have faced devastating
personal tragedies and undergone great
personal pain, but quite a few have also

spoken:
And when I was 12 years old, my daddy took me to a circus,
the greatest show on earth.
There were clowns and elephants and dancing bears.
And a beautiful lady in pink tights flew high above our heads.
And so I sat there watching the marvelous spectacle.
I had the feeling that something was missing.
I don’t know what, but when it was over,
I said to myself, “Is that all there is to the circus?
Is that all there is?”
Some fritter* away their lives
chasing after petty amusements,
looking for some relief to the emptiness
and pain. A circus or carnival is a good
example of this. The bright lights and

colorful amusements wherever one
turns, with loud, cheerful music blaring
from every corner, all blur together
into a garish mosaic designed to
distract people from their miserable

*fritter — wasting time, energy, money on trifling matters

——
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waters recede back out to sea.
At times such as these, in the face
of great heartbreak and pain, many cry
out to God, wondering why He would
let such things happen. Some even
blame Him for the devastation. If He’s
the all-powerful one, how could He be
so heartless as to not stop such misery
from coming upon them? Does He really
see all these things going on and not do
anything about it? If that is the case,
why? “How come You do nothing about
it when You see it all happening before
Your eyes? Why?!” we scream at a God
who doesn’t seem to exist in our little
hostile world.
How many little girls are left there
shivering (not from the cold), wondering,
“Is that all there is to a fire?”

swimming. He felt dizzy, disoriented
— his whole world closed in on him.
Gravity seemed twice as great upon
his shoulders — it was as if a great
hand were pressing him down.
He collapsed onto a bench in the
middle of all the colorful lights
and the hubbub of the crowd.
He buried his face in his hands,
weeping over the condition of his
life and the state of the human
beings all around him. Everything
seemed to be just a pale shadow,
a hollow, empty husk of what life in
its fullness was meant to be.
Then, in the midst of it all, God
spoke to him.
No, it wasn’t some thunderous
voice booming from the sky, nor
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lives. For a brief moment, reality is
held in suspension, kept at bay as
the crowds whoop and holler with
gleeful abandonment.
I have a friend who worked at
a carnival for a little while. He did
well and the promoter of that little
“vanity fair” wanted to make him
his second-in-command. Yet it was
at that time, as things were looking
up and he had hopes of “making it”
and becoming successful, that all
the futility of the world pressed in
upon him. As he walked down the
midway, all of the petty amusements
— food, fun, and frivolity — seemed
to be closing in on him. As the
barkers called, hawking their fleshly
amusements, he could feel his head

we be left wondering,
“Is that all there is to a circus?”
“I said to myself, ‘Come now, I will
test you with pleasure. So enjoy
yourself.’ And behold, it too was
futility. I said of laughter, ‘It is
madness,’ and of pleasure, ‘What
does it accomplish?’”
(Ecclesiastes 2:1-2)

sung:
Is that all there is,
is that all there is
If that’s all there is my friends,
then let’s keep dancing
Let’s break out the booze and
have a ball
If that’s all there is
I walked downtown the other
night. It was a Saturday night and all
the bars were full. I looked through
the plate glass windows. Inside,
the dim, smoke-filled atmosphere
was crowded with laughing people,
drinking to escape their sorrows.
The alcohol freed them from their

——
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was it an apparition enshrouded in
brilliant, blinding light. Instead, it was
a still, small voice in the recesses of his
heart, echoing through his mind and
burning into his consciousness.
“Is this what I created you for?”
A simple question, but one that
strikes at the very meaning of our
human existence. Does what we’re
doing justify our time spent on this
green, grassy planet? Or are we
wasting our time, just taking up air
and only keeping the grass mowed?
If we’re not doing what we were
created for, why are we breathing
anyway? When the amusement is
all over and the Fat Lady sings, and
the show packs up and hits the road,
leaving a pile of litter in its wake, will

“Give strong drink to him who is
perishing and wine to him whose
life is bitter. Let him drink and
forget his poverty and remember
his trouble no more.”
(Proverbs 31:6-7)

“So I commended pleasure, for
there is nothing good for a man
under the sun except to eat and
to drink and to be merry, and
this will stand by him in his toils
throughout the days of his life
which God has given him under
the sun.” (Ecclesiastes 9:15)

spoken:
Then I fell in love with the most
wonderful boy in the world.
We would take long walks
by the river
or just sit for hours gazing into
each other’s eyes.
We were so very much in love.
Then one day he went away and
I thought I’d die, but I didn’t,
and when I didn’t I said to myself,
“Is that all there is to love?”
Some look to love for fulfillment.
Women can invest all their hopes
and dreams into finding their “Prince
Charming,” the one who will sweep
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inhibitions, releasing them to be the
person they always wished they could
be. They could sing, dance, be funny,
or the life of the party. Booze was their
ticket to friendship and popularity. Yet
when they woke up the next morning
with a splitting headache from a
terrible hangover, where have they
gotten themselves? At least they could
temporarily forget their troubles.
“Let’s break out the booze and
have a ball...”

There are some men who know
full well that this works deep in
the female psyche and prey upon
such women, going from one to
the next. Such predators wreck
women’s lives and emotions, leaving
them abandoned — pregnant and
emotionally devastated.
“One day he went away...
and I thought I’d die... but I
didn’t”
But maybe you wish you
had. And maybe the child in
your womb will wish he had
never been born, too.
“Is that all there is to
love?”

——
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them off their feet and together will
ride off into the blissful sunset. They
look toward the day when the happy
plastic bride and groom atop a tiered

wedding cake will
represent themselves.
They have bridal
magazines on their
dresser, daydreaming
of that day when
complete happiness
will be theirs,
as
all
the
bridesmaids
look on in
envy.
“ W e
would take
long walks by the river or just
sit for hours gazing into each
other’s eyes. We were so very
much in love.”

sung:
Is that all there is, is that all there is
If that’s all there is my friends, then let’s keep dancing
Let’s break out the booze and have a ball
If that’s all there is

*oblivion — the state of being unaware of what is happening around oneself; the state of
being forgotten; destruction or extinction.

So why not end it all? Why not take
a gun to your head and blow your brains
out? Too messy? Well, a rope’s pretty cheap
and there’s not much mess. But maybe
it’d be simpler to pop a few pills and just
fall asleep, drifting off to a final sublime
unconsciousness.
So what holds you back? Like the
woman in the song, is it the fear of the
unknown? Fear that on the other side is just
one final disappointment after a lifetime of
disappointments? What is death? Is it peace
— a place of no problems, no hurts? Is it
oblivion*? Or is it torment — weeping and
gnashing of teeth? Maybe that’s why death
is so feared and people will do just about
anything to avoid its sting.
“Oh, no, not me. I’m in no hurry for that
final disappointment...”
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spoken:
I know what you must be saying to yourselves,
if that’s the way she feels about it why doesn’t she just end it all?
Oh, no, not me. I’m in no hurry for that final disappointment,
for I know just as well as I’m standing here talking to you,
when that final moment comes and I’m breathing my last breath,
I’ll be saying to myself

Is that all there is? That question
echoes through most people’s minds at
one time or another in their lives — if
they’re not too sedated or distracted by
the myriad of petty amusements that

daily assault our senses. Is what keeps
us going merely a carrot being constantly
dangled in front of us — enticing us
onward — that one more amusement,
one more relationship, or one more
spiritual quest will lead us to the ultimate
answer to life.
Is that all there is? Is that all there is
to life? If so, then let’s keep on dancing.
Let’s break out the booze and have a ball,
if that’s all there is. For what difference
does it make? This question is not new. It
stretches back to the time of the ancient
prophets (and still further back):
But instead, you dance and play ...you
feast on meat, and drink wine. “Let’s
eat, drink, and be merry,” you say.
“What’s the difference, for tomorrow
we die.” (Isaiah 22:13, NLT)

If you’re seeking for self-fulfillment,
you’re certain to come up empty.
The greatest fulfillment, the greatest
satisfaction is to live for others rather than
for yourself. Such fulfillment is lasting and
doesn’t fade away, but it costs everything
to obtain it. If that is the song your heart
yearns to sing, you’re invited to partake
of what’s been missing — the rest of
what there is.u
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“But man dies and lies prostrate.
Man expires, and where is he? As
water evaporates from the sea, and
a river becomes parched and dried
up, so man lies down and does not
rise. Until the heavens be no more,
he will not awake nor be roused out
of his sleep. Oh that You would hide
me in Death, that You would conceal
me until Your wrath returns to You,
that You would set a limit for me and
remember me! If a man dies, will he
live again?” (Job 14:10-14)

Ultimate Purpose
—12—

I
Practically the last thing that would occur
to any of us is that the trillions and trillions of solar systems
in the inky depth of space were put there for us
to live in forever and ever
because we are the most wonderful creatures
   ever conceived in the mind of God.

wa s p r e t t y d u l l t o t h e u n i v e r s e
before that night as I lay on my back in the middle
of the tennis courts on campus. I had always thought of
the stars as points of light in something called the sky
that hung over my head all the time. Every once in a
while I noticed that they were up there, and maybe I was
glad they were pretty. But that night I changed my point
of view. Spread-eagle on a patch of grass, somehow
clinging to this thing called earth, I felt myself suspended
over a vast, deep darkness. I imagined myself falling into
it, if the earth ever let go of me, and thought about how
far I would fall. I got the sense that some of the stars
were closer than others. I imagined that I would fall
past these stars first, and then others, and then others,
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deer the bullet would pass by the deer,
circle the earth, and go by the animal
again seven times before it had time
to react.
Traveling at this tremendous speed,
it still takes four and a half years for the
light of the closest star to reach earth.
Scientists say it is 26 trillion miles away,
whatever that means.
Anyway, both our own solar system
and that nearest star are part of the
Milky Way galaxy. I’ve been told that
when we look up at night and see the
Milky Way, we are on the edge of our
own galaxy, looking in. And if we were
able to travel at the speed of light, it
would take us a thousand years to get
to the other edge of it. And that’s just
our own galaxy, one of the innumerable

galaxies in the universe. If we tried to
reach the nearest other galaxy, it would
take us two million years, traveling at
the speed of light.
Man dreams of space travel. I grew
up reading books about it. But when
you consider how vast the universe is,
it is really sobering. I mean, really, how
much space travel can man accomplish
in his short life span with his little puttputt rockets?
The most powerful instruments that
man has invented to probe the edges of
the universe have detected things called
quasars. They are incomprehensibly far
away and, scientists tell us, are moving
farther and faster all the time. Nobody
really knows where these most distant
objects are. We are only able to detect
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and then others, and then others... In
my mind, the stars rushed past me in
the blackness like snowflakes under a
streetlight.
The experience only lasted a few
minutes, but the impression stayed
with me forever. And I’m really grateful
the earth didn’t let go of me that night
and drop me into space. I can’t imagine
how lonely I’d be right now if it had.
The universe is so enormous, people
tell me, that just about the only thing
that can travel through it is light. And
light moves really fast. Someone said
that if a hunter had a rifle capable of
firing a bullet that traveled at the speed
of light, and if that bullet would follow
the curvature of the earth once he fired
it, then when that hunter missed a

earth and destroyed cities with beams
of radiation. My mind fired with visions
of space invaders, I took my magnifying
glass out in the back yard and ruthlessly
attacked an ant hill, frying the helpless
little insects with concentrated
sunlight.
After I carried out my fantasy, I
got sick at heart over the senseless
destruction I was responsible for. I
was too little to think up excuses or
justifications for what I had done. But I
wasn’t too little to know that there was
something horribly wrong with me.
Growing up didn’t make things any
better. Instead of hurting ants when
I carried out my fantasies, I began
hurting people. And not only that,
they started hurting me. Some people

said it was just normal that we acted
this way, but their psychological views
didn’t stop the ache inside. I know that
nothing I could do would make up for
the hurt and the destruction I was
responsible for.
So it is no wonder that I never
considered the universe being filled
with people like me. I hardly ever
considered the universe, period. You
start thinking about the universe and
pretty soon you start wondering about
your purpose in it. You start thinking
about how small you are and how big it
is, and where it came from, and where
you’re going. You think about how
long the stars have been around and
how much longer you’re going to be
around. And then you start considering
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where they were when the energy that
is now reaching us left them, countless
ages ago.
So here we are, clinging to our
warm, grassy planet in the suburbs of
the Milky Way in an endlessly expanding
universe, some of us wondering what
we’re here for, and others of us just
trying to keep the grass mowed.
Practically the last thing that would
occur to any of us is that the trillions
and trillions of solar systems in the inky
depths of space were put there for us
to live in forever and ever because we
are the most wonderful creatures ever
conceived of in the mind of God.
One time, when I was little, I
watched a science fiction movie about
flying saucers that hovered over the

I hated it, but I was stuck with it.
Everyone I knew was stuck with it.
And a lot of people I knew settled for
it. But I couldn’t buy the psychological
garbage that tried to make self
acceptable or even desirable. I knew
better. All human misery came from
self. It is like poison in our veins. Self is
the opposite of love, and even though
what we wanted was true love, what
we had was self-love. We were stuck
with it, and we were powerless to do
anything about it.
The only thing we could do was
try to escape thinking about it — get
stoned, get busy, or get into one more
fantasy. The song said, “We are
starlight, we are golden, and we’ve got
to get ourselves back to the Garden.”

It felt good to sing it; it felt good to
think that way; but we didn’t have the
slightest idea how to get ourselves
back to the Garden. It was just another
fantasy.
I had a longing in me for the
Garden. I think we all did. It is deep in
human beings — just like knowing how
to smile. You don’t have to practice
smiling in front of a mirror to get it
right. And you don’t have to study the
ancient scriptures to sense the loss of
what man had in the Garden.
Man, male and female, was created
and placed on this planet as the highest
and most magnificent of all creatures
in the universe. In fact, he was made in
the exact likeness of his Creator, and he
lived in total dependence on his Maker

—15—
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your life and how you’ve lived it, and
it’s amazing how all the things you’re
ashamed of start popping up.
I could never forget them — from
the ants in the back yard, to the stupid
comment I made in fifth grade, to that
relationship in high school... all the
lies, the greed, the unfaithfulness, the
unkindness, the selfishness… I could
justify, deny, ignore, rationalize, and
avoid thinking about them, but I could
never forget.
Something always reminded me.
I would try my best to be kind, and I
hung around some pretty kind people,
but something would always come up
— the bottom line, the limit of my love,
the place where self always took over...
always.

not eat — and their Source warned
them that eating from it would result
in their death.
Of course, they had no idea what
death was like. We barely understand
what death is today. All they knew is
that they were to have children and
expand the borders of Eden until it
filled the entire planet. And then what?
There was a tree in the garden which
had the power to give them everlasting
life. If they ate from that tree and
continued having children, eventually
the planet would fill up with immortal
human beings.
Of course, they couldn’t all stay
here. But in the heavens there were
countless solar systems and planets.
Eventually the universe would start

filling up with creatures who perfectly
expressed the character and nature of
their Source. And Divine nature, which
is spirit and therefore invisible, would be
able to be seen through human nature,
which is both spiritual and physical.
But our Source had an enemy. One
of the most powerful angelic rulers
in the universe — a spiritual creature
so intelligent and mighty that we can
scarcely comprehend him — had a
fantasy that he wanted to carry out.
The prophet Isaiah described that
fantasy: “You said in your heart, ‘I will
ascend to heaven; above the stars of
God I will set my throne on high; I will
ascend above the heights of the clouds,
I will make myself like the Most High.’”
This angelic ruler was not content to
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for every thing. He needed God like a
child needs his father. He didn’t know
what to say or do without receiving it
from his Source. There were no barriers
between the Creator and his creatures,
and so there was also peace between
the man and the woman.
There was true love. The woman
trusted the man and loved him so much
that all she wanted to do was support
him and submit to his direction. The
man cherished the woman and cared
for her with absolute love and wisdom,
directly guided by the One who created
them both.
They were placed in a garden, a
paradise called Eden full of every good
tree and every good fruit. There was
only one tree there of which they could

his Creator, by trusting and depending
entirely on him.
But the enemy is a genius. Taking
possession of a serpent, he transformed
its appearance into something fabulous
and intriguing and approached the
woman in this form. His attack was
aimed at her trust, persuading her that
her Creator’s intention towards her
was not kind and good. If she ate from
the forbidden trees said the serpent,
she would not die, but rather become
equal to God. And that was why, he
suggested, God had commanded them
not to eat of it.
She was completely deceived by his
slander, ate from the tree, and offered
some to her husband. But he was not
deceived.

It’s hard to imagine what the man
went through that day. He knew for
certain that his wife was cut off from
him, in rebellion against their Source,
headed for death. All hope of doing
what they were created to do was gone.
Without the woman, there would be no
children, no subduing of the earth, no
ruling over the enemy, no filling the
universe. The horrible reality of division
had suddenly appeared in paradise.
The glory was gone. The wonderful,
intimate, trusting relationship between
man and woman had disintegrated.
The woman would be going to death
— alone. The man would be left behind
in an empty paradise — alone.
Impulsively, without depending on
his Source for direction, he took the
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exercise his authority under his Creator.
He wanted to usurp the authority
of God altogether. He was bringing
rebellion into the universe.
The eternal, uncreated, all-powerful
God would have had no problem in
destroying his enemy the moment he
conceived his first evil thought. But our
Source did not desire to prove who was
the stronger. He had a plan by which
the creature, man, would expose the
evil nature of the enemy and subdue
him. Thus a created being would deal
with the rebellion of a created being.
Just as man was to subdue the earth
and rule over it, so he would subdue
and rule over the enemy. And the way
he would carry out this most important
task was through his relationship with

the domain of the evil one. And every
person from that time on was doomed
to disobey the Creator and wind up
going to death.
Death — if we really knew what it
was, we’d do anything to avoid it. The
horrifying loneliness of being cut off...
our imaginations can’t even grasp it. No
eyes to look through, no ears to hear
with, no hands to reach out and touch
anyone else who’s not even there. No
smell and no taste — nothing to distract
the mind from dwelling on all the things
you’re ashamed of. No justifications,
now, and no psychological arguments
to explain away your unkindness, your
selfish deeds, and all the hurt you
caused, and all the time you wasted,
and how you missed out on what you

were created for… And when all this
horror gets over with, there’s still a
judgment to undergo to see if you can
escape the second death — the one
that goes on forever and ever.
It’s easy to talk about death when
we’re not facing it. And it’s hard to
understand from a distance. But those
who come close can sense the horror.
It’s amazing what a person would
do to live one more minute — the
compromise he would give himself to
when the dread of death comes upon
him. They say that some of the people
in Nazi concentration camps would
offer to help with the exterminations,
just to prolong their own lives one more
minute.
It’s hard to understand how, in spite
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fruit from the woman. Fully knowing
the consequences, yet unwilling to be
separated from his wife, he ate, and
plunged himself into rebellion and
death with her. It was the greatest
act of natural love the world has ever
seen.
From that moment on, the entire
human race was doomed. Man had
chosen to obey the enemy, making
himself and all his seed slaves to the evil
that was now inside of them. Just as the
seed of a thorn bush cannot produce
grapes, so the seed of fallen man could
only produce human beings enslaved
to the enemy. Humanity, created in the
likeness of divine nature, had taken on
the enemy as their source. The earth,
given to man to rule, now lay under

the woman to shield their naked bodies
from the harsh environment they were
going to have to live in.
Thousands of years passed and
we human beings continued in our
predicament. To the logical mind, the
situation seemed hopeless. God had
promised that a human being would
crush the head of the serpent, but all
human beings were born under the
dominion of the enemy, helpless to cast
off their bondage to self, for it was part
of their very nature since birth. And
even though many of them hated the
corruption inside them and struggled
against it, they were unable to have
total victory and to cast off the rule of
the evil one.
Then it happened. The divine Spirit

came upon a woman — a virtuous, pure
Hebrew maiden named Miriam — and a
child was conceived in her womb. This
was not just another human being from
the fallen seed of man. This human
being was conceived from an unfallen
human seed, provided by the same
Creator who had created the first man
in his unfallen state. In fact, the Apostle
Paul called him the “second man” or
“last Adam.”1 And just as Adam,2 he
also was called the Son of God.
So he was born of a woman, but
not of fallen seed of man, that he could
fulfill the promise that “the seed of the
woman” would crush the serpent’s
head.
In this little baby the eternal Word
1

1 Corinthians 15:45-47 2 Luke 3:38
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of the ugliness inside of us, our Creator
still loves us. When the man and woman
gave themselves over to the enemy and
totally wrecked their Maker’s plans
for eternity, he did not react to them
in wrath, but in compassion. The fact
that men would die did not please our
Maker. He wanted to provide a way
out of death for them and all men.
And though he told them what the
consequences of their deeds would be
— how the ground would be cursed,
how childbirth would be painful — he
also promised that the “seed of the
woman” would crush the head of the
serpent. And, before he exiled them
from the garden, he tenderly took the
skin of an animal (probably a lamb) and
fashioned garments for the man and

having one thought independent from
his Father’s will. And his purpose in
living a perfect life was mainly that he
could take our place in death. If he had
disobeyed even once, he would have
gone to death for his own rebellion.
But since he was not born into rebellion
and never once gave in to the schemes
of the enemy, he was able to be a
substitute for us all. Despite intense
pressure to compromise, despite
mockings, beatings, betrayal, and
even death itself, he never once acted
independently from his Source. Where

the first man failed, the second man,
Yahshua, succeeded.
The enemy, in his desperate
attempt to get him to disobey or in
any way violate his submission to his
Source, made one fatal mistake. He
killed him. Yahshua was an innocent
man, not even born under the enemy’s
rule like the rest of humanity, and so
the evil one had no right to put him to
death. It was murder. The enemy now
has been judged, and all his legal rights
to authority over mankind have been
stripped from him.

3
John 1:14 * Yahshua is the Hebrew name of the Son of God. It is what his father Yoceph (Joseph) and his mother Miriam (Mary) called him when he
was born, as recorded in Luke 1:31 and Matthew 1:21. The footnote for this verse in the NIV New Testament reads: Jesus is the Greek form of Joshua.
In Hebrew, as in old English, there is no “J” sound, and the name is more accurately rendered Yahshua. It means “I am powerful to save,” since it is
constructed from Yah, the name of the Father (as in Hallelujah, meaning “Praise Yah”), which means “I AM,” and shua, which means “power and authority
to save.” We call him Yahshua because that is truly his name.
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of God took up residence in human
flesh.3 He was not born under bondage
to the enemy. He did not have the
corrupt nature inherent in man’s seed.
He was the beginning of a new race
of man, a new creation. By the great,
unfathomable wisdom of God, there
was once again hope that man could
do what he was created to do.
The name of this man was Yahshua,*
and his primary purpose in life was
to die. He lived a perfect, selfless life,
completely obedient to his Source. He
proved to be a true Son, never even

When Yahshua returned from
death, he demonstrated that the power
of the enemy was broken forever.
When he died, he died as a substitute
for all. And when he was raised from
death, he showed that death had no
more sting. All those who were held
captive through the fear of death to
do the will of the enemy could now
be released. All mankind was now
free from bondage to self. Anyone, no
matter how wretched and shameful his
life had been, could now be forgiven
and enter into Yahshua’s realm and
escape the realm of darkness and
death.
The great tragedy, however, is that
many people — most people in fact
— will not trust in Yahshua or believe

in his victory over death. They will not
follow Yahshua, but will continue to
follow a loser. In fact, some of the evil
one’s most avid followers are those
who deny his existence. And all those
who follow the evil one will end up
where he is. This is the tragic part, for
our loving, kind, patient, and generous
Creator never intended for human
beings to suffer eternal torment along
with the evil one. In fact, he even sent
his Son to take our place in death so
that we wouldn’t have to experience
death of any kind.
Eternity is a long time. If a little
bird were to take a grain of sand in its
beak from the seashore and somehow
manage to fly it to the farthest quasar
in the universe, and if it returned and
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Now, any person who wishes can
escape the control of the ruler of this
world by coming under the authority of
Yahshua. The enemy no longer has any
power to make people disobey their
Creator. Freedom is available to anyone
who trusts in Yahshua. The only way
the enemy can keep people under his
sway is by lying to them.
Yahshua has brought judgment to
the ruler of this world. The enemy has
been sentenced to eternal torment in a
lake which burns with fire and sulfur,
and is awaiting execution. But Yahshua
didn’t come to judge the human beings.
He came to rescue us. And so the one
who trusts him is not judged, but will
escape the judgment that awaits all
mankind.

repeated the process until all the sand of
the oceans, both from their beaches and
bottoms, were gone, eternity would just
be beginning.
Yahshua has made it possible for
the original purpose in creating man to
be fulfilled. Divinity took on humanity in
Yahshua, even taking our place in death,
in order that we human beings could be
forgiven and cleansed of our corruption
and take on Divinity.

Those who love and trust in Yahshua
will obey him and follow him and the
Divine Spirit will come to them and
dwell eternally in their spirits. Not only
are human beings restored to the exact
likeness of their Creator, but he even
takes up permanent residence within
them, so that they can fully and perfectly
represent him throughout eternity.
In this age, we who are disciples
are being changed on the inside to
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Eternity is a long time. If a little
bird were to take a grain of sand in
its beak from the shore of the ocean
and somehow manage to fly it to
the farthest quasar in the universe,
and if it returned and repeated the
process until all the sands of the
seas and oceans were gone, eternity
would just be beginning.

Creator, be allowed to live. And the
universe itself will be changed — so
that immortal man can inhabit an
immortal universe, one in which the
stars no longer blow up or collapse
in on themselves.
How long ago do you think
that God first conceived of man?
The answer is that man has always
been conceived in the mind of God,
according to his eternal purpose.
There was never a time when he
didn’t think of you, even though he
has waited until now to bring you
into existence. But his kind intention
towards you is that you would carry
out his ultimate purpose. This is the
purpose that we have left behind
everything to be a part of. u
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become completely like Yahshua.
This is accomplished through the
closeness of living together in
communities as parts of a tribe
of Israel. Through our love and
unity the God of peace will crush
the Enemy under our feet. At that
time, Yahshua — who is waiting for
us in the universe — will return for
us and our mortal, flesh-and-blood
bodies will be changed to be like
his immortal body. Every tear will
be wiped away. Sorrow, pain, and
death will be no more.
Finally, all who have waited in
death will be raised to life again
and will be judged, according to
what they have done. Many of
these will, in the mercy of our
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