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	Day
	Date
	Time
	Old Is Gold

Now also when I am old and greyheaded, O God, forsake me not. 

Psa. 71:18 cf. 9

	Fri.
	14th Nov.
	8.00- 10.00p.m.
	Old Is Gold  (PPT)

	Sat.
	15th Nov.
	4.00-6.00p.m.
	I. The Psalmist’s Early Life – Psa. 71
His Education and Exposition 
II. The Psalmist’s Elderly Life – Psa. 71
His Realisation and Resolution

	Sun.
	16th Nov.
	????
	Lord’s Supper Ministry – The Spirit of Caleb




A Study of Psalm 71 – The Golden Psalm
By KC Ung

The Theme: Old is Gold
The Theme Text: 

71:17, 18 cf. 9
O God, from my youth you have taught me, and I still proclaim your wondrous deeds.

NRSV
So even to old age and gray hairs, O God, do not forsake me,


NRSV
until I have showed Thy strength unto this generation, and Thy power to every one that is to come. KJV
The Theme Thoughts:

I. The Psalmist’s Early Life:

Psa. 71:17
A. The Psalmist’s Education 
-
O God, from my youth you have taught me 
B. The Psalmist’s Exposition: 
-
and I still proclaim your wondrous deeds.
II. The Psalmist’s Elderly Life

Psa. 71:18
A. The Psalmist’s Realisation 
-
So even to old age and gray hairs, O God, do not forsake me,

B. The Psalmist’s Resolution: 
- 
until I have showed thy strength unto this generation, 




and thy power to every one that is to come.

I. The Psalmist’s Early Life.

Psa. 71:17
A. The Psalmist’s Education: 

Psa. 71:17a

O God, thou hast taught me from my youth:


cf. I Thes. 4:9
1. Re: his Sublime Faith to Trust in God. 


71:1-5

In thee, O LORD, do I put my trust…from my youth
71:1a, 5b

a. God would not Allow him to be Ashamed – let me never be put to shame.
71:1b, NRSV

b. God would lend His Ear to him and help him Escape when he cried out.

71:2

c. God was his Rock to Whom he could Resort in times of trouble.

71:3a

d. God was his Fortress and would Fortify him when surrounded by his Foes.
71:3b, 4

2. Re: his Summed-up varied Experiences to Hope in God.


71:7-14

For Thou art my hope, O Lord GOD… from my youth
71:5a

Cf. But I will hope continually, and will yet praise Thee more and more.
7:14 

a. God was His Strong refuge and he Survived varied experiences. Many wondered!
71:7, NRSV
b. God did not Forsake him tho’ his enemies tried to Frighten him. God was never Far. 
71:9-13

c. God was His Hope and Honour. He would praise Him all the day, more and more. 
71:8,14
3. Re: his Settled Convictions to Rely on God.

71:6

By Thee have I been holden up from the womb:



a. The Psalmist had Proved his God from Birth: From birth I have relied on you; 
71:6a, NIV

b. The Psalmist would Praise his God always in life: I will ever praise you.
71:6b, NIV
i. Thou art my rock and my fortress.
71:3 cf. 18:2; 
ii. Thou art my hope, O Lord GOD: Thou art my trust from my youth.
71:5

iii. Thou art my strong refuge.

71:7b

B. The Psalmist’s Exposition: 
and I still proclaim your wondrous deeds.
Psa. 71:17b, NRSV
1. His Proclamation: God… who hast done great things

71:19

a. Hs Person is Incomparable: … O God, who is like unto Thee!
71:19
b. His Products (Works) are Innumerable: … for I know not the numbers thereof
71:15
2. His Praise: My praise shall be continually of Thee.


71:6

a. Let my mouth be filled with Thy praise.
71:8
b. [I] will yet praise Thee more and more.
71:14
c. I will also praise Thee with the psaltery, even thy truth, O my God:
71:22
3. His Preoccupation: the Righteousness of God –

a. Deliver me in Thy righteousness.
71:2

b. My mouth shall show forth Thy righteousness and Thy salvation all the day;
71:15

c. I will make mention of Thy righteousness, even of Thine only.
71:16
d. Thy righteousness also, O God, is very high, who hast done great things:
71:19
e. My tongue also shall talk of Thy righteousness all the day long:
71:24

II. The Psalmist’s Elderly Life.

Psa. 71:18

A. The Psalmist’s Realisation: 

Psa. 71:18:a

when I am old and greyheaded, O God, forsake me not;
Cf. 
And even to your old age I am He; and even to hoar hairs will I carry you: 


I have made, and I will bear; even I will carry, and will deliver you.
Isa. 46:4
1. The Verity of Ageing: when I am old… in the time of old age;
Psa. 71:18, 9
a. Adams’s Fall resulted in Ageing unto death.
Gen. 3:19 cf. Rom. 5:12

b. Man’s Average Age limited to 70 years.
Psa. 90:10a

c. Bonus years are Bane years.
Psa. 90:10b

d. With Death one flies to a new Destination.
Psa. 90:10c cf. Psa. 23:4

e. After Death is judgment and a new Destiny –  Heaven or Hell
Heb. 9:27 cf. Lk. 16:22f


f. Therefore ageing is that Process Pointing to a Decision-making re: our future Destination.

Ageing Joshua Challenged his people to make a Choice, after he had made his:
Josh. 24:15

2. The Veneration of Old Age. The Bible looks at Ageing positively:

a. The Hoary Head is Held in High Honour.
Lev. 19:32; Pro. 16:31; Pro. 20:29
b. Old age is greatly Desired and regarded as a Divine blessing.

Gen. 15:15; Exo. 20:12; Job. 5:26; Psa. 91:16; Psa. 92:14
c. Old age is Assured of God’s Aid to the end.
Isa. 46:4 cf. Psa. 71:9, 18

d. Old Age is Associated with Sapience and Sagacity
Job 15:9, 10 ct.
Job 32:7-9

3. The Varied Fears of Ageing - Cast me not off… forsake me not 
71:18, 9

Ct. I have been young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous forsaken, 


nor his seed begging bread.

Psa. 37:25
a. Pre-Retirement Fears: 

i. The Facts of Retirement from official employment.

ii. The Fears of Retirement.


A Comment:

To grow old gracefully calls for more Grace than Nature can provide. Old is a new world of strange conflicts and secret fears; the fear of being left alone; the fear of being a burden to loved ones; the fear of becoming a helpless invalid; the fear of losing one’s grip; the fear of being imposed upon, These  fears are not new. The psalmist (71:9) thinks aloud for the encouragement of all who are in autumn of life. (S.U. Daily Notes)
b. The Post-Retirement Fears: when I am old and greyheaded… my strength faileth.
71:18, 9

i. Sensory, Physical, and Health Changes:

· Physical Changes: graying and thinning hair or a balding head; a wrinkled face and skin; a bent posture, a shrunk body frame, etc. 

· Sensory Changes: 


Taste: Loss of teeth, replaced by dentures to help in eating and enjoying food.


Sight: Vision loss, eye diseases (cataracts or glaucoma), etc.
Cf. Moses, Deut. 34:7

Hearing: Hearing loss.

Smell and Touch: less problematic but can still irritate.

· Listen to Shakespeare’s: All the world’s a stage. 

· Health Changes: Increase in health problems with age.
Ct. Caleb, Josh. 14:10, 11
Dreaded diseases of the heart, cancer, etc. Dementia by 2030 will affect 24,000 elderly sufferers in Singapore. In the world, there were 4.3 million new cases in 2005 estimated to increase to about 20 million new cases by 2050. In Malaysia over 60,000 people have AD in 2005, and about 20,000 people are developing AD every year.

Alzheimer’s Day was celebrated on 21 Sept. Read Living By Vows
ii. Social and Financial Changes:

· Loss of Self-assurance re: the future.

· Lack of Status, no new interest or purpose after retirement.

· Sense of loss or neglect because children have left home or are too busy.

· Diminishing Social circles and loneliness due to loss of a spouse, friends, relatives.

iii. Stressful relocation: adjustment to new place of stay.

iv. Spiritual Changes: What happens to the spiritual life of a person as he gets older healthily, or when he is handicapped physically, or stricken with diseases or isolated socially?
All things being equal, this is one area where the physical man weakens with age but the spiritual man strengthens and matures with added years.
4. The Victorious Attitude of Ageing
a. The Assurance of an Indomitable God.

God was with him in his youth God would be with him in his old age.
Psa. 71:5, 6b, 3, 7

b. The Assurance of an Immutable God.



God delivered him; God never forsook him, and God would continue to do so:
cf. Isa. 46:4

i. His enemies would say: God hath forsaken him: persecute and take him.
71:11a ct. 9b

ii. His enemies would say: for there is none to deliver him.
71:11b ct. 9a


The Psalmist’s Final word: 
37:25

Read: A Gerontologist Gets Older.
B. The Psalmist’s Resolution: 

Psa. 71:18:b

Until I have showed thy strength unto this generation, and thy power to every one that is to come.
  I will go in the strength of the Lord GOD: 
71:16a
  Cp. I will come praising the mighty deeds of the Lord GOD,
NRSV

  Cp. I will come and proclaim your mighty acts, O Sovereign LORD;
NIV
1. His Fixed resolve and purpose - I will go
2. The Force (power) behind him - in the strength of the Lord GOD
3. His Faith – the connecting link that joins his weakness to the Lord’s strength 




to give him the resolve to go.
Con. The Psalmist’s…
· Commencing Prayer: Let me never be put to Confusion. (ashamed)

71:1

· Concluding Prayer: Let them be Confounded (ashamed) and Consumed.

71:13

· Confidence: those who wanted to harm me have been put to shame and Confusion.
71:24b, NIV
Supplementary Reading

Sourced from: July (Web-only)

 HYPERLINK "http://www.christianitytoday.com/ct/2003/julyweb-only/" Christianity Today, July (Web-only), 2003
The Dick Staub Interview: A Gerontologist Gets Older

"David Petty, author of Aging Gracefully, has long taught about the process of aging. Now, he is personally learning that one of the most important aspects is the spiritual side"

posted 7/01/2003 12:00AM

For years David Petty taught courses on aging, led pre-retirement seminars, and coordinated the gerontology program at Stephen F. Austin State University. And now, he is personally experiencing the joys, challenges, and lessons of retirement and growing older.

Petty, author of Aging Gracefully: Keeping the Joy in the Journey (Broadman and Holman, 2003), says that among the important lessons of aging is learning to have the right attitude about God's plans for us.

What made you want to be a gerontologist when you grew up?

The older people I had been around were important to me. I wanted to see what I could find in a professional, academic way that would relate to them. One of the most influential persons in my life was my maternal grandfather. I was named after him. We always spent a lot of time together.

How has society changed in how we treat the elderly?

Things are largely negative toward older people, but they didn't start out that way. We started out revering the elderly in our society. Some other cultures still do even now. You went to [older] people, you talked to them, you sat at their feet, you asked them questions, and you drank in what they shared with you. Now, we sort of put them out to pasture.

Terms like "old fuddy duddy" for men and "old busybody" for women are fairly commonly used nowadays. There is just this idea that as a person becomes older and leaves the work force, they're useless. It is as if they have nothing more to offer. That's really unfortunate.

You point out in this book that aging takes place "between the ears." What are some of the ways we change in how we think about life as we grow older?

The biggest factor [in aging] is our attitudes. That drives how we are thinking about wherever we are in life. Whether it's in terms of our age, our physical condition, or contemplating retirement, if we believe that we are here because God has created us and has a plan for us then we're going to be looking forward to where we are right now and whatever is ahead for us.

It's okay to retire from a professional position. It is not okay to think of retiring from God's work. That's an eternal kind of a thing that he has for us.

Changing attitudes about work and finally retiring has to be one of the most difficult phases to pass through.

It is. The number one thing for most people to do is to plan for something to replace your work. You must continue to be active rather than to go straight to the rocking chair. You're going to find that developing a sedentary lifestyle is going to exacerbate the aging process.
What kinds of things do you mean as a replacement of work?

The obvious things would be traveling, gardening, golfing, and fishing. But when you realize that it's 2,340 hours that you spend annually in the work force, you can't do any of those things that long. So you need [to find] a good combination of things. Another thing that is wonderful is volunteer missions, both here and abroad.

You talk in this book about four areas—physiological, psychological, sociological, and spiritual. You come at this subject not just having studied it but also has someone who is living it and taking the journey of getting older. What lessons have you learned through all of this?

The first three dimensions that I address are the ones that I spent most of the time with in my course when I was teaching it. The spiritual dimension that I offer at the end of the book is, in my opinion, the most important. It undergirds the other parts of who we are.

As we age, we pretty much stay the same person that we've always been even though we are changing. We are a total person. Life is a journey and a pilgrimage, hopefully with God. And we are becoming, we are changing, but we are becoming who He wants us to become. So we should have joy in that journey all along.

Have there been any surprises for you as you get older?

I didn't know exactly what to expect when I retired—even though I was supposed to be "an expert." But I did try to practice the things that I was preaching in my seminars.

The exciting thing for my wife and me was that God continues to use our spiritual gifts in retirement. He gifted us as teachers and since retiring we've had many opportunities to continue to teach.
Besides those who are aging, the book's other obvious audience is those with parents who are going through this process. What should they be aware of?

If we live long enough, we will become dependent again, as we were as infants. It's going to happen. But most people die before that happens. Those who love elderly people or who care for them need to be sensitive to help them maintain independence as long as they possibly can, instead of thrusting them into a dependent situation and allowing them no more voice in their life.

They really need to honor them and see them through until the end of their lives. That's what God asks us to do.
In both your research and your personal experience, what are you learning about facing death?

Like aging, it is inevitable and irresistible. We ought to meet it head on. We ought not to deny it or be reluctant to talk about it. That would be unhealthy in my opinion.

To meet death head on would be to talk about it and particularly talk about it with others who are significant in your life. Tell them about your plans, tell them about your hopes and expectations. You should also ask them, "When that time comes, how can I make it easy for you?" That's doing a great service to your next of kin, in my opinion. I've had some of those conversations [with my sons]. And I suspect that there are more to come.

Copyright © 2003 Christianity Today. Click for reprint information.
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CT Classic: Living by Vows

As his wife suffered with Alzheimer's, Robertson McQuilkin said, If I took care of her for 40 years,            I would never be out of her debt.

Robertson McQuilkin | posted 2/01/2004 12:00AM

After his wife was diagnosed with Alzheimer's disease, college and seminary president Robertson McQuilkin found himself torn between two commitments, two divine callings. At the request of the CT editors, he shares the story of his struggle:
It has been a decade since that day in Florida when Muriel, my wife, repeated to the couple vacationing with us the story she had told just five minutes earlier. Funny, I thought, that's never happened before. But it began to happen occasionally.
Three years later, when Muriel was hospitalized for tests on her heart, a young doctor called me aside. "You may need to think about the possibility of Alzheimer's," he said. I was incredulous. These young doctors are so presumptuous—and insensitive. Muriel was doing the same things she had always done, for the most part. True, we had stopped entertaining in our home—no small loss for the president of a thriving seminary and Bible college. She was a great cook and hostess, but she was having increasing difficulty planning menus. Family meals she could handle, but with guests we could not risk missing a salad and dessert, for example.
And, yes, she was having uncommon difficulty painting a portrait of me, which the college and seminary board—impressed by her earlier splendid portrait of my predecessor—had requested. But Alzheimer's? While I had barely heard of the disease, a dread began to lurk around the fringes of my consciousness.

When her memory deteriorated further, we went to Joe Tabor, a neurologist friend, who gave her the full battery of tests and, by elimination, confirmed that she had Alzheimer's. But because she had none of the typical physical deterioration, there was some question. We went to the Duke University Medical Center, believing we should get the best available second opinion. My heart sank as the doctor asked her to name the Gospels and she looked pleadingly at me for help. But she quickly bounced back and laughed at herself. She was a little nervous, perhaps, but nothing was going to get her down.
This time we accepted the verdict. And we determined from the outset not to chase around the country every new "miracle" treatment we might hear about. Little did I know the day was coming when we would be urged-on average, once a week-to pursue every variety of treatment: vitamins, exorcism, T chemicals, this guru, that healer. How could I even look into them all, let alone pursue them? I was grateful to friends who made suggestions, because each was an expression of love. But for us, we would trust the Lord to work a miracle in Muriel if he so desired, or work a miracle in me if he did not.

One day the WMHK station manager, the program manager, and the producer of my wife's morning radio program, "Looking Up," asked for an appointment. I knew an occasional program she had produced was not used, but the response to her monologue of upbeat encouragement continued to be strong. Though the program was designed for women, businessmen often told me how they arranged their morning affairs so they could catch the program.
As the appointment began, the three executives seemed uneasy. After a few false starts, I caught on. They were reluctantly letting me know that an era was ending. Only months before they had talked of national syndication. I tried to help them out. "Are you meeting with me to tell us that Muriel cannot continue?" They seemed relieved that their painful message was out and none of them had to say it. So, I thought, her public ministry is over. No more conferences, TV, radio. I should have guessed the time had come.

She did not think so, however. She may have lost the radio program, but she insisted on accepting invitations to speak, even though invariably she would come home crushed and bewildered that her train of thought was lost and things did not go well. Gradually, reluctantly, she gave up public ministry.

Still, she could counsel the many young people who sought her out, she could drive and shop, or write her children. The letters did not always make sense, but then, the children would say, "Mom always was ,a bit spacy." She also volunteered to read textbooks for a blind graduate student. The plan was to put them on tape so that others could use them. I was puzzled that those responsible never used them, until it dawned on me that reading and writing were going the way of art and public speaking. She was disappointed with each failure and frustration, but only momentarily. She would bounce back with laughter and have another go at it.
Muriel never knew what was happening to her, though occasionally when there was a reference to Alzheimer's on TV she would muse aloud, "I wonder if I'll ever have that?" It did not seem painful for her, but it was a slow dying for me to watch the vibrant, creative, articulate person I knew and loved gradually dimming out.
I approached the college board of trustees with the need to begin the search for my successor. I told them that when the day came that Muriel needed me full-time, she would have me. I hoped that would not be necessary till I reached retirement, but at 57 it seemed unlikely I could hold on till 65. They should begin to make plans. But they intended for me to stay on forever, I guess, and made no move. That's not realistic, and probably not very responsible, I thought, though I appreciated the affirmation.
So began years of struggle with the question of what should be sacrificed: ministry or caring for Muriel. Should I put the kingdom of God first, "hate" my wife and, for the sake of Christ and the kingdom, arrange for institutionalization? Trusted, lifelong friends—wise and godly—urged me to do this.
"Muriel would become accustomed to the new environment quickly." Would she? Would anyone love her at all, let alone love her as I do? I had often seen the empty, listless faces of those lined up in wheelchairs along the corridors of such places, waiting, waiting for the fleeting visit of some loved one. In such an environment, Muriel would be tamed only with drugs or bodily restraints, of that I was confident.

People who do not know me well have said, "Well, you always said, 'God first, family second, ministry third.' " But I never said that. To put God first means that all other responsibilities he gives are first, too. Sorting out responsibilities that seem to conflict, however, is tricky business.
In 1988 we planned our first family reunion since the six children had left home, a week in a mountain retreat. Muriel delighted in her children and grandchildren, and they in her. Banqueting with all those gourmet cooks, making a quilt that pictured our life, scene by scene, playing games, singing, picking wild mountain blueberries was marvelous. We planned it as the celebration of our "fortieth" anniversary, although actually it was the thirty-ninth. We feared that by the fortieth she would no longer know us.

But she still knows us—three years later. She cannot comprehend much, nor express many thoughts, and those not for sure. But she knows whom she loves, and lives in happy oblivion to almost everything else

She is such a delight to me. I don't have to care for her, I get to. One blessing is the way she is teaching me so much—about love, for example, God's love. She picks flowers outside—anyone's—and fills the house with them.
Lately she has begun to pick them inside, too. Someone had given us a beautiful Easter lily, two stems with four or five lilies on each, and more to come. One day I came into the kitchen and there on the window sill over the sink was a vase with a stem of lilies in it. I've learned to "go with the flow" and not correct irrational behavior. She means no harm and does not understand what should be done, nor would she remember a rebuke. Nevertheless, I did the irrational—I told her how disappointed I was, how the lilies would soon die, the buds would never bloom, and please do not break off the other stem.
The next day our youngest son, soon to leave for India came from Houston for his next-to-last visit. I told Kent of my rebuke of his mother and how bad I felt about it. As we sat on the porch swing, savoring each moment together, his mother came to the door with a gift of love for me: she carefully laid the other stem of lilies on the table with a gentle smile and turned back into the house. I said simply, "Thank you." Kent said, "You're doing better, Dad!"
Muriel cannot speak in sentences now, only in phrases and words, and often words that make little sense: "no" when she means "yes," for example. But she can say one sentence, and she says it often: "I love you."
She not only says it, she acts it. The board arranged for a companion to stay in our home so I could go daily to the office. During those two years it became increasingly difficult to keep Muriel home. As soon as I left, she would take out after me. With me, she was content; without me, she was distressed, sometimes terror stricken. The walk to school is a mile round trip. She would make that trip as many as ten times a day. Sometimes at night, when I helped her undress, I found bloody feet. When I told our family doctor, he choked up. "Such love," he said simply. Then, after a moment, "I have a theory that the characteristics developed across the years come out at times like these." I wish I loved God like that-desperate to be near him at all times. Thus she teaches me, day by day.
Friends and family often ask, "How are you doing?" meaning, I would take it, "How do you feel?" I am at a loss to respond. There is that subterranean grief that will not go away. I feel just as alone as if I had never known her as she was, I suppose, but the loneliness of the night hours comes because I did know her. Do I grieve for her loss or mine? Further, there is the sorrow that comes from my increasing difficulty in meeting her needs.
But I guess my friends are asking not about her needs, but about mine. Or perhaps they wonder, in the contemporary jargon, how I am "coping," as they reflect on how the reputed indispensable characteristics of a good marriage have slipped away, one by one.
I came across the common contemporary wisdom in this morning's newspaper in a letter to a national columnist: "I ended the relationship because it wasn't meeting my needs," the writer explained. The counselor's response was predictable: "What were your needs that didn't get met by him in the relationship? Do you still have these same needs? What would he have to do to fill these needs? Could he do it?" Needs for communication, understanding, affirmation, common interests, sexual fulfillment—the list goes on. If the needs are not met, split. He offered no alternatives.
I once reflected on the eerie irrelevance of every one of those criteria for me. But I am not wired for introspection; I am more oriented outward and toward action and the future. I even feel an occasional surge of exhilaration as I find my present assignment more challenging than running an institution's complex ministry. Certainly greater creativity and flexibility are needed.
I have long lists of "coping strategies," which have to be changed weekly, sometimes daily. Grocery shopping together may have been recreation, but it is not so much fun when Muriel begins to load other people's carts and take off with them, disappearing into the labyrinth of supermarket aisles. Or how do you get a person to eat or take a bath when she steadfastly refuses? It is not like meeting a $10 million budget or designing a program to grasp some emerging global opportunity, to be sure. And it is not as public or exhilarating. But it demands greater resources than I could have imagined, and thus highlights more clearly than ever my own inadequacies, as well as provides constant opportunity to draw on our Lord's vast reservoir of resources.
As she needed more and more of me, I wrestled daily with the question of who gets me full-time-Muriel or Columbia Bible College and Seminary? Dr. Tabor advised me not to make any decision based on my desire to see Muriel stay contented. "Make your plans apart from that question. Whether or not you can be successful in your dreams for the college and seminary or not, I cannot judge, but I can tell you now, you will not be successful with Muriel."
When the time came, the decision was firm. It took no great calculation. It was a matter of integrity. Had I not promised, 42 years before, "in sickness and in health . . . till death do us part"?
This was no grim duty to which I stoically resigned, however. It was only fair. She had, after all, cared for me for almost four decades with marvelous devotion; now it was my turn. And such a partner she was! If I took care of her for 40 years, I would never be out of her debt.
But how could I walk away from the responsibility of a ministry God had blessed so signally during our 22 years at Columbia Bible College and Seminary?
Not easily. True, many dreams had been fulfilled. But so many dreams were yet on the drawing board. And the peerless team God had brought together-a team not just of professionals, but of dear friends-how could I bear to leave them? Resignation was painful; but the right path was not difficult to discern. Whatever Columbia needed, it did not need a part-time, distracted leader. It is better to move out and let God designate a leader to step in while the momentum is continuing.
No, it was not a choice between two loves. Sometimes that kind of choice becomes necessary, but this time responsibilities did not conflict. I suppose responsibilities in the will of God never conflict (though my evaluation of those responsibilities is fallible). Am I making the right choice at the right time in the right way? I hope so. This time it seemed clearly in the best interest of the ministry for me to step down, even if board and administrators thought otherwise. Both loves-for Muriel and for Columbia Bible College and Seminary dictated the same choice. There was no conflict of loves, then, or of obligations.

I have been startled by the response to the announcement of my resignation. Husbands and wives renew marriage vows, pastors tell the story to their congregations. It was a mystery to me, until a distinguished oncologist, who lives constantly with dying people, told me, "Almost all women stand by their men; very few men stand by their women." Perhaps people sensed this contemporary tragedy and somehow were helped by a simple choice I considered the only option.
It is all more than keeping promises and being fair, however. As I watch her brave descent into oblivion, Muriel is the joy of my life. Daily I discern new manifestations of the kind of person she is, the wife I always loved. I also see fresh manifestations of God's love-the God I long to love more fully. 11

Robertson McQuilkin recently resigned as president of Columbia Bible College and Seminary, Columbia, South Carolina, after which he was named chancellor, a position that draws on his expertise while still allowing him to care for his wife.
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Related Elsewhere:

Also posted today

The Gradual Grief of Alzheimer's | Robertson McQuilkin reflects on his wife's death after caring for her for 25 years.

CT Classic: Muriel's Blessing | Despite the toll of his wife's Alzheimer's, a husband marvels at the mystery of love.

