The Difference Between Good and Evil Intent
 
          I know there is a difference between good and evil intent. I had an opportunity to experience these two types of intent of the heart during the last day of the June summer campaign. This last day was spent first in Jerusalem and then stopping in another small city before arriving back to Tel Aviv to do one last march on the beach.
         The day was hot and humid. There was excitement in the air and I believe Jacob had a sense of what was to come. It is important for an evangelism leader to sense the moving of the Spirit and to act accordingly. First of all, he selected several individuals that would stay behind as prayer intercessors. Their day’s task was the most important job of the day. The day’s events would soon prove Jacob to be the vigilant experienced leader that he is.
         Everyone was anticipating something incredible or unusual to happen. You can sense excitement in the air. You can smell expectancy and I am here to tell you that it has a fragrance. It also has a taste like that of honey but with a bit of bitterness to it. Perhaps it is the adrenalin that is released. It is not something that is overwhelming but there is a distinct taste of expectancy.
We all boarded the bus and took our seats. Jacob came to me and asked if I would take the still photos for the day. I hesitantly said, “Yes.” In the back of my mind I felt that this was the menial task of the day and I would have rather be in the ranks singing, distributing tracts, books, and speaking to the people we would soon encounter. I said, “Ok.” He told me to go change out of the Trumpet t-shirt and put on a non-descript shirt. 
         I exited the bus and made a mad dash for my room, donned on a blouse and bounded downstairs and back onto the bus. Jacob with his unique way of cajoling one into thinking they can conquer anything said, “Joy, you can do this right? Go back there and learn how to use this camera and stick to the group and get everything you can.” Yeah! Right! It had been about twenty-eight years since I took professional pictures.
Well, Jacob thought I could do it, so I guess my reasoning was I could. I took a brief look at the apparatus and thought I could figure things out as I went along. My seatmate helped me discover a bit more about the camera and I put it back in the bag. After the bus pulled out from Gilgal and conducting the usual acts such as prayer and instructions to the group, Jacob once again made his way to the back of the bus. He stops at my seat and inquired as to whether I knew how to handle the camera. Not believing what I was saying I said “Yes.” Jacob can hear the unspoken. He said, “Go to the cameraman and he will show you how.” This would all prove to be a day of enlightenment all the way around. 
        So, with everything in place, camera in hand, people equipped with material, the band ready for a day of musical ministry and the camera team eager to press into the events of the day, we got off the bus in Jerusalem. I admitted already to the group that I am a naturally shy person. I do not like being upfront and center except when I am teaching. This is when I feel at ease in a group. This is because when the Spirit of God is flowing in – I am out of the picture and it is all about Him and not me. My seat-mate had made a prophetic statement on the bus as I was twisting and turning the camera to see how it functioned. She said, “Joy, this is your day.” Right! I thought that by just waking up was my day. But Yeshua said we shall have life abundantly. There is a difference between a day and an abundant day. 
        At some point God will put you beyond the music and beyond the noise. He will put you into a place of quiet rest and relaxation in the thing you are doing. At that point you will find that courage begins to fill the place of shyness and learning from what you see other photographers doing will soon take on an air of experience. You begin to expect that you are embarking on a moment, an appointed time of encounter. You become more vigilant and anticipate every set of events just so you can be in the right place at the right time. You want to capture the moment. You don’t want to miss the mark. 
         At our first location in the marketplace where we sang, several photographers found themselves at the opportune place.  I watched them work their cameras, the angles of taking a photo and how their held the camera for ease and comfort. The brief experience I once had as a photographer came flooding back. I have not seen the photos I took even now as I am writing this, but it does not matter. I do not think the day was about the pictures, it was about seeing beyond the lens. It was about discovery of my brothers and sisters. It was about seeing the warriors coming out, the protectors standing up, the gatekeepers closing in the ranks of the group, and even seeing the lone rangers who felt they were on a destiny apart from the group. It was often their actions that brought on some of the reactions from the religious. Nonetheless, the day began to unfold in a way that left me feeling a sense of excitement. Whether I should have been feeling that way or not was a matter of retrospective deliberation. The time was then and so I excitedly allowed the moments to come in and fill me with a heighten sense of something is going to happen.
         We went uneventfully through the marketplace and moved on to a plaza where we would stand awhile and sing. On the march, I just happened to see and hear a young religious man on his cell phone saying “Missionaries.” I could have brought it to Jacob’s attention but I didn’t. What I was then seeing and hearing, Jacob already knew and anticipated for the day’s events. When I look at Jacob Damkani I think of Moses or Joshua. I think that they must also have been his size and height. A man of girt and height can only be seen as brute strength, but a man Jacob’s size must be seen in terms of extraordinary and supernatural. I believe God’s men and women are the run of the mill John Smiths and Jane Does. This is why something or someone ordinary becomes extraordinary. Their feats are beyond the scope of their stature and mortal abilities.
        This is what I saw from a photographer’s angle. I found the quiet warrior that stepped forward or backwards at the appointed moment. This white shirt clad warrior put himself in harm’s way, as a front guard and a rear guard. He stepped to the forefront at Jacob’s side without having to be summons. He was quiet and reserved but beneath the exterior, I sense the sword of Gideon waiting to be unsheathed. I watched him dispel situation after situation. I saw his armor glistening in the sun but it was cloaked in something supernatural. I saw quick responses and an imposing presence that told anyone apposing Jacob, beware, there is a mountain that merely appears as a mole hill. This mountain cannot be climbed. Yes, Jacob has his guardian; he is named after the one David dearly loved. He was not only Jacob’s sentinel; he was the defender of the entire body. It took only a word that trouble was brewing here or there and he was at the task of defending. Only one time in the day he missed his mark. But that was my defining moment. 
        While in the plaza, the group sang. The crowd gathered and the religious began their usual raucous. They began to incite people and impose their indoctrinated views on others. Even from my poised position in all the exciting areas of discord I could see how their influence was ludicrous. Can you imagine a man of age being persuaded by a mere youth to give up a book that could lead him to the Messiah? I could not imagine such a thing except I saw it before my eyes. To not make a decision for one’s self based on one’s own discovery is beyond my reasoning. To have a child tell me that what I am seeing is not real is unbelievable. Love was emanating from the group as they sang and the religious were busy trying to shut the door on it.
         I saw God’s divine wisdom in all the acts of the moment. He was provoking their hearts to jealousy. It was the religious confronting the secular when it all came down to the nuts and bolts of the situations. People began to dialogue in the plaza as to who was right and who was wrong. It didn’t matter what else was happening, people were beginning to think. People that are religious based on a life of indoctrination by the rabbis were being confronted about the rigidity of their thinking. The issues I am sure were: is this about converting Jews to Christianity, is it about monotheism verses the God of the Christians, or is this about the rights of maintaining a Jewish nation based on Old Testament Judaism? What was exciting about this? People were thinking. They were, are being provoked to think about God outside of religiousness and indifference. To provoke someone you must stir their consciousness to think, to reason, to look beyond the surface. 
         Things were becoming a bit volatile and the police were called. I watched the group raise their voices in one accord. At some point they transitioned into this heavenly choir that sang at a range that was outside the scope of the natural. There was such unity and oneness of voice that a spirit of peace encamped about them and no religious person breached their pavilion. The choir was encapsulated in a blanket of peace and harmony. I only breached that pavilion on the occasion to snap a picture here and there. Have you ever walked into the midst of the oil of praise? I have, holiness is a presence, it is a strong tower, and a place of rest. It is like a shower in the desert in the heat of the day when you are desperate to be clean. It was in the shadow of this oil of praise where Jacob and his warrior and camera crew lingered awhile. It was good to be there. 
          After the police came, we left. The mark had been made. Jacob knows when to move and when to stand. He was being guided by a cloud by day and it was obvious from where I stood that like Moses he also was hearing the heart cry of God for this people. As we moved on we continued to be followed. I left in the rear of the procession, one of the cameramen and the white shirt clad warrior. I snapped a few pictures of a brief exchange of words between our warrior and a religious man. I proceeded to the front of the group to see what I might be missing. I took a few pictures of no consequence and headed back to the rear. 
         There is where the breaking news was occurring. I saw the religious man spit into the faces of the cameraman and our warrior. I saw reaction and response. I snapped a few pictures and moved in for some close-up shots. The antagonist turned facing me and asked me, “Do you speak English?” I said nothing. He repeated several times and being that I was up against a wall I stood my ground and merely looked at him. A man who can spit in the face of another man has little regard for a woman. This is what I was thinking in my mind. There was no fear, just inner resistance to him.  Ever on guard, the white shirt warrior rose to the occasion and put himself between me and this man. A quiet imposing bearded brother step up to me and directed me to move forward out of the way. We all progressed forward leaving the spitter lagging behind. 
         At the front of the group the situation is beginning to heat up. The religious are pressing in and the group is being confronted head-on. And then I hear the lion roar. He stood at the front with a drum in hand facing the religious in their frenzy with a fierce smile on his face. He was roaring like the mighty lion of Judah. He was a warrior that kept his ground; he held his stand – having done all to stand. He did not back down or away because faith is a rear guard in our hearts that tells us the battle is not ours but the Lord’s. Blessed is the man that knows when to play in the band and when to stand down and stand guard - the watchman is on the wall. 
The situation once again is becoming volatile and the group breaks off and heads to the bus while Jacob, the camera team and the assembly of warriors stay behind attempting to dispel an unpleasant situation. The big guy is ever present in the group. He has an imposing figure like a Goliath in the midst. He doesn’t have to do much with his frame, but when he begins to speak things always seems to change. Jacob is ever in the midst of the situation trying to bring peace and order even as he is dwarfed by the height of his warriors, but he shines. Together they are a force to be reckoned with. Jacob is at ease in the situations because he is in touched with the presence of God and the heavenlies descends in the midst. Our roaring lion is being taunted and his head goes this way and that to the right and to the left. He is wearing an orange scarf keeping his long tendrils in. His smile is like a lighthouse beaming its light into the dark. The big guy is like the voice that is calming the sea. Jacob is like the cauldron they want to set on fire but he is blazing with a different kind of fire. The cameraman and our warrior catch up and are encountered from behind. Have you ever seem a lion crouch? Yeah! The Lord was coming down before us to scatter His enemies. And He did!
         On the bus again we headed to a different city. Things were a bit different – not so volatile. There is always resistance. There is always some religious person taking books away from people or tearing up the tracts in a public display. 
          This day was not about us, it was not about Jacob, it was about good and evil always being in conflict. It was about love and hate battling for a place. It was about people thinking for themselves or having some institution thinking for them. It was about provoking someone who does not or will not consider God. It was about the secular reacting to Him for better or for worst. It was about unity – the summation of thirteen days of being in outreach together. It was yet to be defined by our last encounter what we and they are made of. It was about stepping outside the realm of us and realizing what we are truly facing and being equipped to do the work ahead of us - the battle for the hearts of humanity.
          Our last stop of the day was back in Tel Aviv, about half a kilometer from Gilgal. We were home again and in safe terrain so we thought. Coming down off the bus we encountered a religious youth we had previously encountered before. He had followed us back to Gilgal with a group of other religious youths. How uncanny that he is in that one spot as we get off the bus. He awaits us with a smile on his face, camera in one hand and cell phone in another. This is typical of the religious. Their cell phones are set to speed dial their cavalry. He spoke kindly to Jacob and even shook his hand and spoke friendly to him. We thought things were ok and so we moved to the water’s edge of the beach and began to march toward Hotel Gilgal. The group sang while giving out books. At some point Jacob gave the order to stop giving out books because the young man had engaged another religious youth with a plastic bag to collect the books and tracts from the people.
           First it was the two of them. We proceeded further down the beach. After a couple of songs we were invade from the rear.  At the rear of the group a band of teenage boys fiercely tried to snatch the flag from the hands of one of our own. What was different about this group is that there was an air of malevolence beginning to permeate the atmosphere. These were not religious boys; they were obviously oblivious to the sense of religious rightness or wrongness. 
          The religious youth had enticed these boys into a situation that could not end peaceably. It was becoming obvious that this was no longer a campaign of provoking to jealousy; it was a marauding band of idle boys looking for excitement on a hot, humid afternoon. 
          When I left Hotel Gilgal in the morning I sense a fragrance of anticipation – God was going to do something – and He did. But now I sensed that the enemy was about to counter – and he was. I didn’t sense fear or felt it, I encountered evil intent. There would be no deliberation of truth, and no dialogue of reason, there was just a shift in the atmosphere that screamed peril. By the time I stepped forward to get our warrior to the back of the group the marauding youth took to the front of the ranks. Pandemonium was pressing in. We were being surrounded, pressed in on; young men were pushing each other into members of the group using each other as battering ramps.
          They had broken our ranks. They were in our midst. There was no rhyme or reason to what was happening.  We had left good intent behind us in Jerusalem and here at home we were facing evil intent – one must learn the difference.
          I took several pictures of one vicious young man who was a head above the others. He saw me and tried to take the camera from me. I moved back away from the front of the group and soon he was in my face again trying to snatch the camera from me. A small framed young boy began to face me down and our warrior once again stepped in. Our camera team was pounced on as the boys tried to snatch their equipment. I got hurriedly out of the way. I moved to the water’s edge when I saw this vicious young man who spotted me and was attempting to gather other boys to come after me. 
         I ducked out of the way and move up the front. I know there was fierce opposition going on the beach with our team but I was taking myself out of the situation because I was no longer what others perceive to be a religious opposition I had become someone’s target of aggression. 
I saw the cameraman go down, I saw the other men trying desperately to get the situation under control and our group safely out of the way. I saw men put themselves in situations to protect us all. I saw people huddled together and I saw but didn’t see all that I should have. Suddenly, I felt and heard the hit to the top of my head, it was forceful. I do not know if it was a fist or an object that struck me. I was punched in the back and scratched in the face. I know that for a moment I hear no noise, I felt no fear, I had no feelings that I can recall. I think I was moving by instinct. I remember turning with the camera in my hand and I remember swinging it in front of me to keep that vicious young man at bay. I saw the evil in his eye and the first words I heard were from a man coming out of the water, “What is wrong with you hitting a woman?” Then I saw a sea of orange around me and my brother with the French name taking me ahead and peace flooding in. That incident was not about religion, it was about evil intent. Evil has a name, it has a smell and it has a face. 
         At the end of the day everything matters. It is time for retrospection. I pondered whether I reacted the way I should or not. I wondered if others reacted the way they should or not. I am convinced that Solomon was right; there is a time for everything. This was the day to leave the prayer intercessors behind and I see the wisdom in that. There was a time to just stand and sing and I see the grace in that – amazing! There was the time to defend and I saw the courage in that. There was the time to be on the offensive and I see the purpose in that. More so, there is a need to recognize when the atmosphere has shifted and taken on a different light. To give your life as a martyr is one thing. To surrender it to evil intent is another. God has not given us the spirit of fear, but of power, love, and a sound mind. That power is to resist the attacks, love to forgive, and a sound mind to react with restrains rather than measure for measure. Only what it takes to live to fight another day.
        To God be the glory when you can face both good and evil and tell of the good and not be overcome with the evil. This was the day that the Lord made and we should rejoice and be glad in it. We are all safe. In retrospect, everything was exactly as it was going to be. No one of us should leave this place not knowing what a team is, what a warrior is, what love is, what grace is, and what there are not. 
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