The faith of George Washington



     Old attitudes linger

   By AgnesHelsley





by Talitha

     Last month we wrote of a little known patriot; this month we look at the “Father of our Country” and our first president, George Washington. He certainly was guided by the hand of God and mightily protected by that all-powerful hand. The amazing story of the protection afforded him during the French and Indian War (during which he served alongside British General Edward Braddock) was included in student textbooks in America until 1934. The French ambushed the British troops on their way to Ft. Duquesne and the resultant battle saw every other officer including Braddock shot down. Washington later wrote to his brother telling him of the battle recounting having four horses shot out from under him, four bullet holes in his coat and the miraculous protection afforded him in battle.

   Fifteen years later, an Indian chief, who had been present at that battle, sought out Washington to tell him of his experience during the battle. He said that he told the young Indians fighting alongside him to take careful aim at the tall and daring “warrior” who is not of the red-coat tribe─he hath an Indian’s wisdom and his warriors fight as we do.” The chief continued, “’Twas in vain, a power far mightier than we, shielded you. Seeing you were under the special guardianship of the Great Spirit, we immediately ceased to fire at you. I am old and soon to be gathered to the great council fire of my fathers in the land of shades. But ere I go, there is something bids me speak in the voice of prophecy: Listen! The Great Spirit protects that man (pointing at Washington) and guides his destinies─he will become the chief of nations, and a people yet unborn will hail him as the founder of a mighty empire.

   I am come to pay homage to the man who is the particular favorite of Heaven, and who can never die in battle.”

   Washington had a very real relationship with Jesus his Savior and with Father God and the Holy Spirit. He prayed daily. His diary is quoted in Federer’s America’s God and Country Encyclopedia of Quotations.  Washington was a man of prayer. His prayer for our country appears on a plaque in St. Paul’s Chapel in New York City as well as in Pohick Church in Fairfax County, Virginia. 

   “Almighty God, we make our earnest prayer that Thou wilt keep the United States in Thy Holy protection and Thou wilt incline the hearts of the citizens to cultivate a spirit of subordination and obedience to Government; and entertain a brotherly affection and a love for one another and for their fellow citizens of the United States at large, and particularly for their brethren who have served in the field. And finally that Thou wilt most graciously be pleased to dispose us all to do justice, to love mercy, and to demean ourselves with that charity, humility, and pacific temper of mind which were the characteristics of the Divine Author of our blessed religion, and without a humble imitation of whose example in these things we can never hope to be a happy nation. Grant our supplication, we beseech Thee, through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

Amen.”

   We don’t forgive in my family of origin, and we don’t forget. Keeping track of grudges and offenses has been raised to a high art, is spoon-fed with the baby food and is constantly modeled. Even miniscule things from the past frequently influence current behavior.

   For example, when I was about five, I was riding in the passenger seat, with my younger sister between me and Daddy, who was driving. When he made a left turn, the door beside me swung open. To keep from sliding out, I reached over and grabbed the steering wheel. (This was before the days of seat belts.) Of course, Daddy stopped, and a kindly passer-by stepped over to shut the door for us. No harm done, just a near-miss story to add to the family lore, but for the rest of her life my mother would ask, “Is your door locked?” and we would all have to check that the lock buttons were down before the car could proceed.

   While that particular story is minor and even somewhat funny, since Jesus began his work of discipleship in my heart, I have struggled to forgive the old inner hurts generated by these attitudes, and to identify and overcome the programming to go and do likewise. Recently I went through another round of spiritual exercises on this topic. 

   It started with a phone call in bitter weather. An old friend asked us to shelter a homeless acquaintance. The overcrowded shelters were turning people away, and his own apartment mate, citing landlord’s rules, had refused. I ended up with two 
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