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And he shall turn the heart of the fathers to the children, and the heart 
of the children to their fathers, lest I come and smite the earth with a 
curse. (Malachi 4:6)

That’s the final verse of the final book of the Old Testament. The prophet 
is foretelling the “great and dreadful day of the Lord,” and the passage is 

as apocalyptic as it gets. If you can read chapter 4 of Malachi without getting 
the urge to grow a long white beard and find yourself a street corner and a 
sandwich board that says The End Is Nigh, you’re doing it wrong. Yet Malachi 
ends with those tender words about God restoring the hearts of the fathers to 
the children. With all the blood and thunder that come before, it’s hard not 
to feel a bit of devout whiplash.

But of course God is just the sort of God to turn the wicked to cinders 
and the hearts of the fathers to the children, and do both on the same great 
day, and say so in the same breath. He does lots of things that seem impossible 
to us. That’s why we call Him “God.”

I like the idea of God “turning” our hearts, just as you or I might turn 
a radio dial, adjusting it bit by bit, this way and that, until just when the 
transmission seems the most garbled, one tiny pivot and the music comes 

 On the 
turning 
Of hearts
From the Editor

in sweet and clear. And when you look around you and see all the people 
who are hollow-eyed and sickly and sad from lack of fathers to protect them 
and mothers to nurture them and children to delight them—well, you have 
to love a God who is in the heart-turning business, and whose first order of 
business is setting the hearts of fathers and children—of families—right.

In this issue of The Warhorn, we do our little part to nudge the hearts of 
fathers and mothers and children toward God and each other. We have one 
piece for dads, one piece for moms, and, just for fun, a story for the kiddos. 
Of course, you’re allowed to read all three of them, even if you don’t have any 
kids or you’re not a mom or a dad. Whoever you are, you’re a child of the 
great Father from whom all fatherhood gets its name. You may not always 
feel like it, but that’s okay. You just have to give Him your heart, and leave 
the turning to Him.

-

NATHAN ALBERSON once got an F in middle school, on a piece entitled 
“How I Spent My Summer Vacation.” Mr. Hansen liked a lot of it, but took 
umbrage with the big monster decapitation scene.
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When one of our children was in first grade, 
we had a parent-teacher conference and 

were told by his teacher that he had a problem 
obeying. He attended a Christian school we had 
helped start and we believed in Christian edu-
cation partly because we wanted our children’s 
teachers to tell us where they saw un-Christian 
behavior, which is to say sin. At the time, my 
wife, Mary Lee, was principal of the school and 
we both knew this teacher pretty well, so we act-
ed on her helpful report of our failure as Dad and 
Mom by forging an agreement with her concern-
ing the future. The agreement was that, from that 
day on, each day she would send a report home 
with our son showing whether he had disobeyed 
her that day, and if so, how many times he had 
disobeyed. And we also agreed there would be a 
zero-tolerance regime for a time: if he had even 
one mark on the paper indicating he had dis-
obeyed even once during the day, he would be 
spanked.

The next day, Mary Lee came to the church office directly from school, 
bringing our son into my office for his first spanking. His teacher had given 
him I can’t remember how many marks for disobedience and, reminding him 
of our warning that morning, that any time he had even one mark on the 
paper, he would get a spanking, I took him over my knee and spanked him. 
Then I encouraged him to come home tomorrow without any marks at all 
and he wouldn’t have to get a spanking.

The next day, again, Mary Lee came straight to the office with our son 
and I spanked him again.

The next day, again. And the next and the next and the next—for about 
twenty straight days. The church secretary and other pastors came to cringe 
when they saw Mary Lee bringing our son into the office around 3:30 each 
day. We believe in private discipline, but after a week or so, it was hard to hide 
what was going on behind the closed door of the conference room. Everyone 
was rooting for our son to start obeying his teacher carefully enough that she 
would not put even one mark on his paper.

Then one day his paper had no marks, and our son announced to his 
mother—not to his father who was doing all the hard work, mind you, but his 
mother—that he had decided he would give her no spankings as a Mother’s 
Day gift! And we stopped getting papers with marks on them.

You think that’s the end of the story, but it’s not. My point is not the 
spankings, but something else.

In the next couple weeks, I prided myself on being a consistent father who 
had stepped in and done what was needed to turn our son into an obedient 
child. I comforted myself that it was fine if my son credited his love for his 
mother and the occasion of Mother’s Day with his change of behavior, but I 
knew the truth. His teacher, his mother, and I had all worked together and 
I had done the manly part of the job by whacking him hard on his bottom 
with my hand each day, and rebuking him for his disobedience, exhorting 
him to new obedience following each spanking. It was hard work to accept 
his teacher’s rebuke of our failure as parents—every child’s sin reported by his 
teacher is a stinging rebuke to his parents felt quite deeply, and not only had 
we submitted our parenting to his teacher, but we had carried through with 
the discipline until it bore its desired fruit. And surely this was what God 
used to change his heart, and therefore his behavior. I had not a doubt in my 
mind about that.

But then a doubt arose. Was it really his teacher’s caring exhortation 
combined with his mother and father’s resolve in discipline; was that what 
caused him to change?

tender LOve
Tim Bayly

For Dads
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A thought came to me. Hadn’t something else significant happened to 
me concerning my son, and about at the same time as the parent-teacher 
conference when we got the bad news?

Sometime after the spankings first began, I had been working at the 
copier in the church office one day, when I had found myself standing next 
to the wife of an elder who was working at the counter next to the copier. We 
exchanged pleasantries and then, sotto voce and talking to the wall, I heard 
her say, “I think Taylor needs more time with his daddy.” That was all and it 
came out of nowhere.

I looked at her across my left shoulder and she glanced at me, lifting her 
eyebrows but not saying another word. And again, I was thankful to God for 
the rebuke of a mother of my failures as a father. After that I had started to 
spend more time with my son.

And now, thinking this all through, all of a sudden it seemed clear to me 
that I had been talking with and listening to my son, looking into his eyes, 
sympathizing and empathizing with him in a disciplined way ever since that 
church mother had rebuked me. I had been tender with him. And that, I 
thought, was at least as much the cause of our son’s newfound obedience as 
was our discipline.

All of our work with our sons and daughters—especially our discipline—
must come in the context of tenderness. Discipline without tenderness is 
intolerable and will drive our sons and daughters to exasperation, bitterness, 
sarcasm, cynicism, and despair. You must not do that, and to protect against 
it you must spend more time with your sons and daughters. And more time 
doesn’t mean sitting in front of the computer screen or television with them. 
It means time listening and sympathizing and empathizing with them. It 
means holding them in your arms and scratching their back and tousling 
their hair and wrestling with them on the floor. It means taking walks with 
them and asking them what they’re looking forward to, and if it’s something 
you promised you would do with them, it means doing what you promised, 
and not delaying it.

Whenever I think of the tenderness of God’s love I recall this description 
of God’s fatherhood toward us: "Like as a father pitieth his children, so the 
LORD pitieth them that fear him. For he knoweth our frame; he remembereth 
that we are dust." (Psalm 103:13)

When the strong man takes into account the weakness of those he loves, 
dealing with them gently, his is a tender love. When the mother covers the 
ears of her nursing infant, sheltering him from the cracks and booms of the 

Fourth of July fireworks show, she shows a tender love. When the teenager 
holds the hand of his younger sister as they cross the busy street, his love is 
tender. When the husband comforts his wife at the grave of their infant son, 
his love is tender.

Tenderness is taking into account another’s limitations and weaknesses, 
speaking and acting in such a way as to protect her from dangers and harm. 
Synonyms for tenderness include sympathy, kindness, gentleness, compassion, 
warm-heartedness, and fatherliness.

In this spirit, the Christian husband is commanded to love his wife with 
tenderness:

You husbands in the same way, live with your wives in an 
understanding way, as with someone weaker, since she is a woman; 
and show her honor as a fellow heir of the grace of life, so that your 
prayers will not be hindered. (1 Peter 3:7)

Concerning our children, fathers are commanded, “Fathers, do not provoke 
your children to anger” (Ephesians 6:4) and “do not exasperate your children, 
so that they will not lose heart” (Colossians 3:21). You see the theme?

Fathers are to love their wives and children with tenderness. We are 
to take into account the weakness of our wives since they are the “weaker 
vessel” and tend toward “fear” (1 Peter 3:6–7). We are to take into account 
the weakness of our children since they tend toward anger and losing heart in 
their relationships with their fathers.

A tender husband does not make fun of his wife’s weaknesses or fears. 
He doesn’t dwell on failures that are the result of her weakness, as if each of 
those failures is the result of a lack of submission or respect for her husband. 
He doesn’t ask her to lift the other side of the refrigerator with him or crawl 
under the lawn mower with him. He doesn’t ask her to be the one to call 
and hassle with the cable company over the increase in the bill. He doesn’t 
ask her to picket the abortuary so he doesn’t have to leave work. He doesn’t 
ask her to write the letter to the pastor asking him to shore up the Biblical 
integrity of the sermon. He doesn’t spend all the family’s money and demand 
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she work to keep them solvent. He doesn’t leave her alone among pagans at 
the dinner table of the family reunion while he goes to the bedroom and reads 
a book. He doesn’t tell her if she doesn’t like their twenty-year-old son playing 
video games all day, she can tell him that herself. He doesn’t demand sexual 
intimacy during that time of the month or late in pregnancy.

A tender father does not make fun of his child’s ignorance. He doesn’t 
berate his son for not knowing which way to turn the screwdriver. He 
doesn’t demand that his son not cry when he gets hurt badly. He knows 
the difference between his son disobeying because he’s immature and weak 
and lacks understanding, and his son disobeying because he’s rebellious. He 
helps his son with his homework. He prays for his son when he finds this or 
that class to be difficult to pass. He plays tennis with his son even though he 
spends three-quarters of the time chasing the ball outside the fence around 
the tennis courts. He doesn’t hassle his daughter about being too heavy or 
too skinny. He doesn’t demonstrate fear or alarm when his daughter has no 
suitors. He doesn’t tell his daughter she’s only good for marriage and child 
rearing, and so he’s not going to spend money on her education. He doesn’t 
allow his daughter to wear anything she likes, nor does he leave the issue 
with his wife, depending upon her to know and enforce the boundaries of 
feminine modesty.

A tender father lives with his wife and sons and daughters in an 
understanding way. He tells his wife that if he had ten thousand lives to live, 
he’d spend every one of them with her. And he means it.

His greatest compliment to his son is not that he’s “a chip off the old 
block,” but rather that he’s faithful, courageous, and a hard worker. His 
greatest compliment to his daughter is not that she’s tougher and brighter 
than any boy, but rather that she’s beautiful in appearance and heart, she’s 
cultivated a gentle and quiet spirit that God will not despise; that she has 
wisdom beyond her years; and that she will make the perfect wife and mother.

And even though he has five daughters and says this to each of them, he 
is always telling the truth.

-

TIM BAYLY has been the senior pastor at Clearnote Church in Blooming-
ton, IN for nearly 20 years. His hobbies include collecting vacuum cleaners 
and restoring wrecked Toyota Prii.

“No 
, we can’t go to the park this afternoon.” 

“No, you may not make chocolate -dipped strawberries today.” 
“No, you may not take Tae Kwon Do and guitar and break -dancing lessons.”

 When it comes to my children, sometimes I feel like the fun killer. The 
creativity squelcher. The joy smasher.

 Because, you know, as much as I’d love to go to the park this afternoon, 
the baby has to have his nap. And while dipping strawberries in chocolate 
sounds like a straightforward kitchen endeavor to a seven -year -old, I happen 
to know it is a messy, multi -step process. I find myself bouncing back and 
forth between wanting to say yes, and wanting to prevent disruptions to our 
schedule and unnecessary messes and more work for myself. 

So there are two sides to me. No- Mom. And Yes -Mom.
 No -Mom is a drill sergeant. She wants a peaceful home, an orderly 

closet, and clean, well -behaved youngsters. She tells Daniel to wipe up the 
peanut butter on the counter before he has even finished applying it to his 
bread. She is always trying to stay on top of the housework, keep to a budget, 
and get to church on time. She knows that an ounce of prevention is worth 
a pound of cure.

 Then there’s Yes -Mom. Yes -Mom wants her lovely children to grow up 
free to create and explore and experience the world around them. Yes -Mom 
agrees to get out the finger paint with the kids when she should be making 

the MOre YOu nO
Michal Crum

For Moms
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dinner. Yes -Mom promises to take them to the pool tomorrow afternoon only 
to renege when she realizes that she has to prepare for Bible study. Yes -Mom 
decides to let everyone help make cookies only to collapse in a yelling and 
teary puddle on the floor from having too many kids “helping” in the kitchen 
at once.

We moms all bounce back and forth between these two extremes. Yet 
both sides leave us feeling frazzled and guilty. All us Yes -Moms really want 
to believe that our children are born faultless. We’re conditioned to believe 
teaching our children “no” only damages their pure and delicate little psyches 
and shackles their soaring spirits. The thing to do is show kids how making 
“good choices” will lead to “good consequences.” 

Yeah right.
Good little Calvinist (and No -Mom) that I am, I recognize that as a 

load of hogwash. First of all, I have enough experience with small children to 
know that babies are not blank slates, but little sinning machines. Yes, they 
are made in the image of God. As a result, they have an innate love for beauty, 
order, and peace. But as sons of Adam, they are born selfish and sinful, and 
seize the tiniest opportunity for revolt.

Even as I write this, my one -year -old is insisting that he needs my pretzel. 
No matter that he has not taken a single bite from the pretzel grasped in his 
own little fingers. He wants the pretzel in my hand.

Last year, I read a Christian blog post encouraging mothers to say “yes” 
to their children whenever possible. There are a lot of necessary nos in this 
world, she said. Make your nos count by making them the exception.

Around the same time, I listened to a sermon in which the preacher 
directed parents to let our nos be guided by God’s nos. Instead of layering rule 
upon rule on our kids, we should make as few rules as possible. We shouldn’t 
weigh our kids down with laws that are ours, not God’s. After taking this blog 
post and sermon to heart, I made “Yes” my mantra. But I found it wasn’t so 
simple. Often I had to choose between what was best for one child versus 
what was best for another, or for my husband, or for myself.

It’s good for my older boys to be able to spend long afternoons at the 
park. But it’s best for my baby to get a long afternoon nap. It’s good for my 
boys to be free to romp around inside the house on a rainy day. But it’s best 
for my husband if he can work on that one project in peace.

Sometimes, saying “yes” to one activity means saying “no” to another. 
Saving up for family vacation (one big yes) means a hundred little nos along 
the way.

In my home, this tension came to a head when I had a new baby. Many 

of the yeses for my older boys turned to nos when their baby brother was 
born. Suddenly, leaving the house was a major undertaking. Navigating nap 
times meant we didn’t have friends over so often, and walks to the park were 
less frequent. On top of that, my energy and resources as a mother were now 
split between three boys instead of two.

Before I knew it, I was heaping guilt on myself. The “say yes” standard 
had placed an unnecessary burden on my conscience.

You are mean.
You are ruining their childhood.
If you were a good mom, you would orient your entire life around their 

creativity, their dreams and aspirations.
But what if that’s a false dichotomy? What if saying “no”—even 

unnecessary nos—can be a blessing to our children? What if the family unit 
functions more like a human body, or the body of Christ? What if, as the 
Apostle Paul said, “If one member suffers, all suffer together; if one member 
is honored, all rejoice together”?

And how about this maxim: “If Mama ain’t happy, ain’t nobody happy.”
If baby misses his nap so Mom doesn’t manage to make dinner so Papa 

is cranky and hungry so everyone else is too . . . maybe that trip to the park 
wasn’t so good for the boys after all.

But it’s also true in a broader sense. I had a bit of an epiphany when I 
read these words in a very old book called Hints of Child Training by H. Clay 
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Trumbull: “Wise withholding is quite as important as generous giving. . . . A 
child ought to be denied, by his parents, many things which in themselves are 
harmless. It is an injury to any child to have always . . . [what] he likes best.”

When a new baby comes along or Dad has a project to finish, it is good 
for the child. This gives children the perfect opportunity to learn selflessness, 
to practice contentedness, to consider others better than themselves. Trumbull 
goes on: “If in childhood one is taught to deny himself, to yield gracefully 
much that he longs for, to enjoy the little that he can have in spite of the 
lack of a great deal which he would like to have, his lot will be an easier and 
happier one.” 

In short, he is simply practicing for adulthood. 
So how do I put this into practice? When should I say “yes”? When 

should I say “no”? Here are a few guidelines that have been helpful to me.
First, if you really want to become the right sort of Yes -Mom, don’t be 

afraid to make more rules. Lowercase not -the- Law- of- God type rules. Making 
rules is a valuable way to significantly reduce the number of nos you must say 
in a given day. My husband made a rule that our boys may not ask to watch 
TV unless it is raining—like, raining at that very moment. And guess what? 
Now I don’t have to say “No, you may not watch TV” several times each day. 
It’s a treat that I can offer them whenever I choose, but they may not ask.

Now, is that one of God’s rules? No. But it’s a good rule nonetheless. 
Same goes for eating candy. The kids may only ask for candy once—after 
lunch, after their chores are done. Now I never have to say “no” to candy 
requests.

So figure out the questions that are wearing you down, making you 
resent your workload, and making you think too hard and question your 
own judgment all the time. A few well -placed rules will save you a lot of nos.

Second, we must draw a firm connection for our children between the 
small, seemingly petty rules and the big Rules that they flow from. Why do 
we follow rules of etiquette? Because Jesus said, “Do unto others as you would 
have them do unto you,” and no one likes seeing your food while you chew 
it. Why do we take our shoes off at the door? Because I said so, and God said, 
“Honor your father and mother, so that it may go well with you.”

It is right and necessary to discipline for seemingly insignificant 
infractions, because it is still disobedience. So in this sense, the small nos 
become the big nos. We should constantly be drawing this connection for our 
children: “Do you know why you are being disciplined? It’s not because the 
floor is muddy, it’s because you disobeyed.”

And third, there must still be a clear distinction in our homes between 

God’s No and lowercase no. While any disobedience must be disciplined, not 
all disobedience is created equal.

Tracking mud into the house should not be treated with the same 
stringency as telling a lie, or, say, hitting your brother with a baseball bat. 
One infraction is inconsiderate and careless and is only disobedience because 
I made a rule about not tracking mud into the house. The other infraction is 
a direct violation of God’s Law whether I want it to be or not.

If the severity of the sin’s punishment is determined more by the 
inconvenience it causes me than by the danger to my children’s souls, I’m 
not teaching them to honor and fear the Lord. I’m modeling selfishness, and 
I’m cultivating anger, bitterness, and, ultimately, rejection of God and His 
authority in their hearts.

In this spirit, it’s important to always be evaluating the rules we make. 
Can we draw a clear connection between our no and God’s No? Can we see 
how our rules help us as a family to honor God, to love and serve one another, 
and to love our neighbors and guests?

It goes without saying that it’s a fine line we walk between Yes-Mom and 
No-Mom. I’m constantly asking myself, “Am I being oppressive here?” or 
“Am I being too permissive there?”

Sometimes it feels like parenting is a choose- your- own- adventure. And 
no matter which route I choose, the only child that I’m really guaranteeing a 
successful life to is the one that grows up to be my kid’s therapist.

But if it were easy, it wouldn’t take faith. Scratch that. If it were possible, 
it wouldn’t take faith. Which makes it impossible apart from anything but 
faith.

Because, the fact is, my kids were born sinners, they’re sinners now, and 
they’ll continue to be sinners until they die. My job is not to get mommying 
perfect, but to teach them to fight the good fight, and not give in. Sometimes I 
teach them this by giving them chores—sometimes by giving them chocolate-
covered strawberries. Sometimes, no doubt, I give them strawberries when I 
should be giving them chores, and vice versa. Yes-Mom isn’t perfect, anymore 
than No-Mom is. But if this mom lives by faith, I trust that God will teach 
my kids to live by faith too.

-

MICHAL CRUM once wrote a short story for high school about a young 
lady who bought a dress and then realized it was immodest and took it back 
to the store. She got made fun of pretty badly by the kid assigned to edit her 
piece, one Nathan Alberson. A decade and half later, not much has changed.
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Elisha turned around and cursed those kids. And then he kept walking. 
And two big she-bears came out of the woods and tore forty-two of those kids 
to pieces. And Elisha just kept on walking.

Can you imagine being one of those kids? One minute they thought they 
were pretty tough, making fun of an old man. But the next minute they were 
being chased by bears and torn to pieces.

It’s scary, right? It almost doesn’t seem fair.
So why did God let his prophet curse those kids and condemn them to a 

terrible death? And why did He include the story of it in the Bible?
Well, for one thing, it’s the kind of story that is meant to make you think 

twice about making fun of someone. Especially when that someone is a man 
of God—like one of the pastors or elders or deacons of your church.

Much more than that, this story teaches us that sin is serious. It’s danger-
ous—even when we think of it as almost harmless, like saying some mean 

Once there was a prophet of God named Elisha. He was one of God’s 
most powerful prophets. He once raised a widow’s child up from the 

dead. He once healed a leper who wasn’t even one of God’s people. Elisha was 
always kind to the meek and lowly.

Yet he was always bold before kings and proud men. He once made a 
whole army go blind. And one time, after anointing a new king, he sent that 
new king to slaughter the wicked old king and his wife and all his children. 
Elisha was a good man, but you didn’t want to mess with him.

One day while Elisha was walking, he met a gang of rowdy kids along the 
road. They started making fun of Elisha for being bald. You can imagine the 
kinds of awful things they said to him.

Now, Elisha wasn’t like most grown-ups you’d meet nowadays. He didn’t 
blush or walk faster or say something nasty or shake his head and laugh at 
how silly kids can be. The Bible says Elisha did something very different.

eLisha and 
the Bears Jake Mentzel

For Kids
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or their bellies burst when they say or do things they shouldn’t, although 
He’s been known to do that kind of thing from time to time too (and if you 
want to read some of those kinds of stories, check out 2 Kings 1 or Acts 12 or  
2 Chronicles 21).

But that’s not the point. The point is that sin has consequences. Whether 
bears come after you or not, sin always leads to death in the end. And after 
that, hell. Sin will always tear you to pieces in one way or another.

If you think about it, that’s why your parents, if they’re wise and godly 
parents, discipline you. In fact, that’s the reason behind every spanking you’ve 
ever gotten. A spanking may hurt pretty badly for a short time, but that pain 
is supposed to remind you of the much worse pain that will come if you keep 
giving in to your sin.

Of course, getting a spanking (or any sort of discipline) is no fun. Every-
body knows that. Especially your mom and dad. But you know what’s less 
fun? Getting torn to pieces by bears. And you know what’s even less fun than 
that? Dying and going to hell.

If I had to guess, I’d guess that those forty-two children that were mak-
ing fun of Elisha on the road were the sorts of kids that didn’t get very many 
spankings when they were little. Not because they were so good, but because 
their parents didn’t love them enough to discipline them.

If they did get spankings, they didn’t learn from their spankings. Because 
the whole point of any kind of discipline is to teach us that when we disobey 
God, we put our lives and our souls in danger.

So don’t be foolish. Love God and obey Him. And remember that He 
takes disobedience very seriously. And don’t forget to love your mom and dad 
when they discipline you. Don’t be angry about it. Sure, it hurts—for a little 
bit. But they love you, and they’re teaching you that sin and disobedience 
have consequences. And that’s a good lesson to learn. I’ll bet those forty-two 
kids wished they’d learned that lesson BEFORE THEY WERE MAULED 
TO DEATH BY BEARS!!!

-

JAKE MENTZEL  once won a high school poetry contest with a 
Shakespearean sonnet about baseball. And that says about everything you 
need to know about Jake Mentzel.

words. God doesn’t think of any sin as harmless.
Those kids were being disobedient and disrespectful and rebellious. And 

so God sent bears after them.
Now, we all know that God doesn’t normally send bears after rebellious 

kids, although sometimes He does (and if you want to read the story for 
yourself, you can look it up in 2 Kings 2). And we also know that He nor-
mally doesn’t strike people with bolts of lightning or make their hearts stop 
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Your tax-deductible gift goes to support Clearnote Pastors College, Clearnote 
Missions & Church Planting, Clearnote Campus Fellowship, Clearnote 
Songbook, and more.

Did you enjoy this edition of The Warhorn? Send your feedback and 
suggestions to editor@clearnotepress.com.
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Get Clearnote Songbook, 
Vol. 2 for FREE with a tax-
deductible donation of any 
amount.*

Clearnote Songbook, Vol. 2 is 
the second in a series of albums 
featuring songs written and 
arranged for congregational 
worship. This 13-track 
recording includes several 
old hymns set to new music 
and new arrangements of 
Psalms by the Good Shepherd 
Band. Chord charts and lead 
sheets can be found online at 
clearnotesongbook.com

Our gift to You

*Offer Expires Sept. 1, 2015


