
COMFORT MY PEOPLE 

 

 

SCHOOL BUS 

 

Some time after my experience camping in a tent, I bought a used school bus. It was 
something I wanted to do for quite a while, and the Lord granted this to me. To me, 
the school bus was ideal. I ended up living in it for several years, eventually outfitting 
it with a solar panel and inverter, and even a small wood stove. I had a bed, a small 
closet, a kitchen area, a bus passenger seat for a chair, and a small table. I converted 
it myself, so I did it up just the way I wanted. Nothing too fancy, yet highly practical. 

 

The bus was not a full length one, but half length. This enabled me to maneuver it 
almost anywhere, and was a lot more cost efficient than a larger sized one. Overall I 
really enjoyed my time in my bus, and as I write this I find myself missing it and the 
freedom it gave me. 

 

The coast of the Pacific Northwest is among the most beautiful places on Earth, and I 
enjoyed immensely the privilege of residing there. With my bus I could move around 
and stay in some of the most wonderful natural settings. Sunsets by the ocean, shared 
meals and conversation with travelers and friends, mornings in secluded forest glades 
with song birds singing and praising God for the glory of the day, and reveling in being 
alive. But I'd be lying if I said I was never lonely or discouraged. 

 

There are many, even among those who call themselves Christians, who say God is no 
longer active on Earth, no longer working among His people. Some say God doesn't do 
miracles anymore. They are wrong. It is one thing for a nonbeliever to talk this way, 
they say they don't believe in God. But when a church-going, so-called believer says 
this, that is another. There is scripture against this. These are those who take on the 
form of godliness (going to church and going through the motions of worshiping God), 
but deny the power thereof. When one passes up the opportunity to serve God, in the 
ways His Spirit reveals, too many times, God may choose to not use that person. He 
may allow that one's heart to harden. Consequently they may self-justify their 
actions, or their inaction. The failure to step out of one's comfort zone to serve God 
can be traced to a lack of trust in God. The failure to obey God is due to a lack of 



love. A lack of love for God, and a lack of love for those around us, whom we are 
designated to love and minister to. I personally know the difficulty in maintaining the 
degree of love God commands us to possess. But God will help us overcome any and 
all difficulties we may face. If we, in honesty, examine ourselves and identify our 
weaknesses, such as having trouble loving, we only have to ask God. When we ask 
God, with a sincere heart for such things as: the ability to love, or to help us be 
forgiving, or for understanding of His Word, or for His peace to dwell within us, He is 
pleased to give it to us. This is what it means to pray in the name of Jesus Christ, it's 
not just tagging the phrase “in the name of” at the end of a prayer. We are to pray 
for that which is in accordance with His nature. His nature is perfect love. God is 
love. God loves us and is quite active and involved with us, always working to bring us 
closer to Him. And if we allow Him, by endeavoring to walk in His righteousness, He 
will work through us. 

 

 

 

MY BIRTHDAY 

 

It was my birthday and it was Sunday and it was cold. The coast usually doesn't get 
too cold, or too hot for that matter. But there are exceptions. It is rare to have snow 
on the beach, but it does happen every so often. This was one of those days. For 
reasons that are the subject of another chapter, I was, at this time attending a 
different church from my home church. 

 

I arrived that morning for worship feeling very much in need. I don't remember for 
sure, but I probably did not have a hot shower that morning, instead bathing by a 
creek or washing with cold water poured into a wash cloth. I do remember being low 
on supplies that day. I didn't have any cash for store-bought food or for more fuel for 
my bus. I was also out of the bottled gas I used as cooking fuel. My birthday is early in 
the year just before tax time and I have found that even the most reliable clients will 
want a builder to “hold off for a few weeks” at that time of the year.  

 

But for me, no matter the current trial I am facing, entering into a house of God is 
holy. And soon after arriving, an old friend showed up. I use the word friend here, but 
I have to elaborate. Thom is one of those whom I have been a friend to, but has rarely 



been a friend to me. Surely God put us together to teach me to love despite the most 
overwhelming odds and difficulties.  

 

But that day Thom, upon seeing me, came over and greeted me. He asked me what I 
was up to. I was honest and said it was my birthday, and that I had no money and no 
plans for the rest of the day, after the church service. Then Thom made the most 
gracious and remarkable offer I'd ever heard him make. He said that he had some 
money and that we should spend the day together, it being my birthday. Immediately 
I felt somewhat better about my situation. I now had something to look forward to on 
this cold and dark gray day. “Thank you Lord,” I silently prayed. But it was not to be. 
As I learned a little later, the Lord had other plans for me that day. Soon an ex-
girlfriend of Thom's showed up at the church. After the service Thom informed me he 
was ditching me for her, so that he could get a free haircut from her. He promptly 
climbed into the pick-up truck I sold him, (for about one-fifth of its value and which 
at that point he hadn't paid me a dime), and drove away. 

 

I could feel that depression was near. I didn't feel angry at Thom, I was so used to him 
letting me down. But I definitely felt dejected. I climbed into my bus, not knowing 
where I was headed, or what I was going to do. 

 

I think that is an important point. We humans tend to feel much happier when we 
have purpose. When we lack purpose and direction in our lives, we become easy prey 
to depression and its associated ills. We are just wired that way, it's in our make-up. 
There is nothing in the entire universe like the true purpose for our lives. Those who 
have given their lives to the one Christ, Jesus, know their purpose is to honor and 
serve Him. While we don't earn our salvation, it is a free gift from our creator, those 
who know and love God are drawn to serve Him. There is hardly anything more 
fulfilling. Likewise, in any life, the little daily agendas that we look forward to and 
carry out can be viewed as prototypes of the one true purpose of our existence: the 
service, honoring, and glorification of God, through our Lord Jesus Christ.  

 

One thing I have, that can never be taken away from me, is my relationship with 
Jesus. I may have been feeling down, and not even sure where I was heading, but I 
was praying. “Oh Lord, where should I go? What should I do now? I'm sorry Lord that I 
am feeling depressed, help me.” I silently cried out to the Lord as I headed south 
along the beach. I thought maybe I'd just go to one of my favorite camping spots and 
make a fire. I thought about friends of mine whom I could have visited, but I hated 
dropping in on people when I'm in need. Pride? Perhaps, but I would rather be the one 



giving, as it has always been hard for me to be on the receiving end. When we heed 
God's call to help another, we are given a wonderful feeling of lightness in our hearts. 
Yet, if I myself am in need, and I don't allow someone to help me, though they may be 
called to do so, I am denying them the opportunity for that which I myself enjoy. 
During the years the Lord was working me over, humbling me, and drawing me to 
Himself there were times I had to swallow my pride and admit I needed help from 
someone. It was difficult, but I learned so much through it. Eventually I learned to 
recognize that the pride in me was an enemy. Something to conquer and leave 
behind. 

 

As I drove south, Angus my Irish Wolfhound looked at me. Dogs can tell when 
something is wrong in their master's life. “It's okay buddy boy,” I said to him in a 
reassuring voice. He was standing next to me, his head almost even with mine, though 
I sat in the elevated seat behind the wheel of the bus. He looked at me again, then 
straight ahead, over the dash, through the windshield, trying to figure out where we 
were going now. 

 

UP ON THE MOUNTAIN 

 

Then it was that the Lord spoke to me. Throughout the Bible there are recorded 
occurrences of God speaking directly to man. (I'm using the term man meaning the 
race of man, He has spoken to women as well). The Lord speaks to people in many 
different ways. The first time He spoke to Moses was through the burning bush, but 
later He spoke to him in other ways. God speaks to us through scripture, He may 
speak to us through circumstances, or He may gently speak to us in our hearts. These 
seem to be the most common ways God speaks to His people right now, but as God is 
God, and is unlimited, and beyond what we can imagine, even collectively, who 
knows what He may choose to do. 

 

“Michael, go up on the mountain,” He said. It was a gentle, silent, wordless, image 
less prodding, yet somehow very clear and defined. At first I ignored it. I didn't want 
to believe that God was talking to me right now. Plus, I knew He was indicating the 
highest peak in the area, this also was very clear to me. I was immediately resistant 
to comply. It's gotta be my imagination right? “Go up on the mountain.” It IS the 
Lord, I thought. “Oh Lord, I can't go up there now, there's snow on the ground, it will 
be even worse up there.” “Go up on the mountain,” He said yet again. It was gentle. 
I could have easily just tuned it out and tried to convince myself that this just wasn't 
happening. “But Lord, my tires are bald, and I don't have a lot of fuel in the bus, 



besides it's cold, it will be even colder up there.” Again just as gently as before, “Go 
up on the mountain.” That did it for me. If this really was God, the creator of 
everything, my Savior, telling me to go up on a mountain, what was I doing arguing 
with Him? “Yes Lord, I'll go, I'm sorry Holy One.” I was apologizing for arguing. But 
God didn't let me beat myself up over it. He immediately imbued in me a strong 
feeling of well-being. I also felt purpose, and a joy beginning to grow in me. 

 

MY TEARS FOR ISRAEL 

 

Ten months before I began to go up on the mountain, an unusual episode in my 
already quite strange life took place. I was again house-sitting for my fisherman 
friend. Late one night I was watching on the television, The Henry Rollins Show. I had 
seen the show a couple times and found it somewhat interesting. Henry is a former 
screamer from the old-school, hard core rock band Black Flagg. His television show, as 
I remember it, has a format of, first, a guest, usually an author, that he interviews, 
second, Henry rants about some issue, and finally a musical guest does a 
performance. This particular show featured Sinead O'Connor as the musical guest. 
Before Sinead began to sing, she said that every word of the song was scripture, and 
that it was from the book of Isaiah. I love the book of Isaiah. She said the title of the 
song is If You had A Vineyard. She had not sang for very long when tears began to roll 
down my face. Sinead's voice is so expressive and heartfelt, and she is so sincere. But 
even beyond that, this is a song sung from God's perspective, mourning over the 
rebellion of Israel. Israel, His chosen people, the people through whom He revealed 
Himself, and His perfect plan of redemption, through Jesus. It is the narrative of the 
Almighty, how He placed these people, and cared for them, they had only to honor 
Him. But as we know from the Old Testament, the Torah, Israel consistently rebelled 
against God, by not worshiping Him, but instead worshiping the false gods of the 
nations around them. The very thing God warned them against. The very thing that 
God said if you do this I will take away your nation, and scatter you throughout the 
earth, to be despised among the nations in which you will dwell. Isaiah chapter five is 
the song of God's broken heart over his loss. As He says, “What more could I have 
done for my vineyard that I did not do?” The people Israel are His vineyard. For their 
disobedience God has given them a heart of obstinacy and spiritual blindness. This 
translates to them not recognizing their Messiah, Jesus. Therefore they fiercely refute 
the very one who desires to redeem them. The Holy One of Israel. 

 

My fisherman friend has the television feature known as Tevo, which made it possible 
for me to view this song performance over and over. I was moved as I had never been 
moved before. The very next day I went to the city and bought the album, Theology, 
by Sinead O'Connor. For the next several weeks I felt drawn to play and replay that 



song again and again. Crying and crying ever more deeply. I was crying for a people I 
have not even met. The only person from Israel that I ever met was a young traveler 
while I was in Costa Rica. Although I immediately liked her, our meeting and time 
together was very brief. But I wasn't crying for her, or her alone, and I wasn't crying 
for my own loss. Somehow I cried for God's loss, His broken heart. It was as if God 
Himself was crying through me. Sometimes I felt that I would just break apart 
physically, such was the anguish I experienced. Then after several weeks the well of 
tears dried up, and I can now listen to the song without all that pain. But I will never 
in this life forget that experience of just a small taste of God's broken heart. Because 
of that, I continually pray for Israel, and for Jerusalem. God's Word tells us, blessed 
are those who bless Israel, and cursed are those who curse her.  

 

COMFORT MY PEOPLE 

 

As I began to drive from the main road and onto the back roads leading to the 
mountain, I noticed that these back roads had not been plowed. They were covered 
with about four inches of snow. I put my trust in God, it was He who commanded me 
to drive here, yet I also knew that the tires on my school bus were not in great shape. 
I tried not to worry about slipping and sliding off the road into a ravine, but 
concentrated on trusting the Lord. Sure enough I didn't have the slightest bit of a 
problem, even as I climbed up the steep grades. As I continued the ascent, I focused 
on the task at hand, (staying on the road), rather then trying to contemplate what I 
was going to do when I got (where)? 

 

At length, I came to a fork in the road, and just turned to the right as natural as if I 
really knew what I was doing. Soon I came to a place that seemed likely to me as a 
place to pull over and park, and while I debated it, the sky broke free of clouds, and 
the sun began to shine down on me and the immediate area. This must be it, I 
thought, and I backed the bus into a little clearing off the road. I quickly discovered 
that I really didn't feel cold at all, and Angus and I both jumped out of the bus like 
kids on a field trip. We romped around and played in the snow together and I soon 
forgot all about the depression that weighed me down just a short time ago. I began 
to sing out loud and praise God for this beautiful moment. I felt such a gratitude, and 
reminded myself that true joy is found in God alone, not the things of the world. The 
substantial transformation I was experiencing was direct evidence of that. 

 

After playing for a while I realized I had not yet eaten anything this day. I called 
Angus to myself and started to head back in the direction of the bus. I knew I was out 



of cooking fuel, so I considered making a fire outside if I could rustle up something to 
cook. After looking around in the various tote bins I used as food containers, I 
discovered some food that I forgot I had. I was so pleased. I gave thanks and had a 
wonderful little meal there in the bus. Afterward I cleaned up a bit and I began to 
pray, then reaching for my Bible, I opened it. It opened to Isaiah chapter forty. The 
Lord and I have this little thing between us, that where the Bible opens to is exactly 
where I need to be. I read through that chapter, then placed my Bible down and sat 
very still and quiet. Immediately I felt compelled to take out my acoustic guitar. After 
tuning it, I started to play some chord variations that I had been working on lately, 
and soon inspiration began to flow in me and I very quickly had what sounded like the 
musical outline to a song. I looked over at my Bible, still opened to Isaiah forty. Then 
inspiration hit me like a ton of bricks. I grabbed a pencil and paper and in a very short 
time, a new song was born. The song came into being complete, with an intro, verses 
and chorus, and even a break before the last verse and chorus. And the words which 
are scripture or derived from scripture are exquisite. Here are the words of the song: 
Comfort My People. 

 

comfort my people 

comfort my people says the Lord 

speak and be tender 

speak gently to my holy city 

it's time to come home now 

so put warfare aside 

beauty fades quickly, oh children of man 

the proud ones will fall 

but the word of God stands 

 

up on the mountain I lift up my voice 

why say you Jacob, God won't see your choice 

look, the Lord's coming whom God set apart 

He shepherds His own, He holds them close to His heart 



 

He weighs the oceans with only His hand 

He stretches the heavens and knows all the land 

surely the nations are regarded as dust 

He brings rulers to ruin and their works to rust 

up on the mountain I lift up my voice 

look to God Jacob He knows your choice 

look, the Lord's coming whom God set apart 

He shepherds His own, He holds them close to His heart 

 

He brings out the stars and He calls them by name 

He gives strength to His people and He heals the lame 

so trust in the Savior, Jesus the Way 

roads in the wilds are highways made straight 

go up on the mountain and lift up your voice 

Israel God loves you, your time to rejoice 

look, the Lord's coming whom God set apart 

He shepherds His own, He holds them close to His heart 

He shepherds His own, He holds them close to His heart 

 

The whole song came about very quickly and pretty much intact, that is, it didn't 
require a lot of adjusting later on, lyrically or musically. I was excited with it right 
from the start. Also it wasn't lost on me that the Lord gave this to me on my birthday. 
Of course in my very human mind I thought I was to go forth immediately and sing 
preach to Israel and there would be a national mass conversion or something like that. 
I guess I can be prone to grandiose notions sometimes. But it is not beyond the realm 



of possibility that God may use it someday, someway, but it will be according to His 
timetable, and His plan not mine, if indeed that is the case. Anyway, it was a 
remarkable day that began for me somewhat gray and grim, and later shone with 
light, joy and hope. To any and all Christians reading this I urge you to pray for Israel, 
pray that their hearts become opened to the Truth. Jesus is the Truth. The Truth, the 
Way, and the Light and Life of men. He is also the Messiah, and amazingly there is a 
movement of more and more Jews accepting Him, being added to the body of Christ. 
Hallelujah!  

 
 


