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PSALM 56

Prayer for Relief from Tormenters

Be merciful to me, O God, for man would swallow me up; fighting all day he 
oppresses me. My enemies would hound me all day, for there are many who 
fight against me, O Most High. Whenever I am afraid, I will trust in You. 
In God (I will praise His word), in God I have put my trust; I will not fear. 

What can flesh do to me? All day they twist my words; all their thoughts 
are against me for evil. They gather together, they hide, they mark my steps, 
when they lie in wait for my life. Shall they escape by iniquity? In anger cast 
down the peoples, O God! You number my wanderings; put my tears into 
Your bottle; are they not in Your book? When I cry out to You, then my 

enemies will turn back; this I know, because God is for me. In God (I will 
praise His word), in the Lord (I will praise His word), in God I have put 
my trust; I will not be afraid. What can man do to me? Vows made to You 

are binding upon me, O God; I will render praises to You, for You have 
delivered my soul from death. Have You not kept my feet from falling, that I 

may walk before God in the light of the living?
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FOREWORD

Many have asked the question in more reflective moments, “What 
can one man do to change the world?”

If you have any doubt that one man, through radical obedience to the lord-
ship of Jesus Christ, can change the world, you need to read A Faith to Die For, by 
my friend and partner in ministry for twenty years, Mark Geppert.

This book reads almost like a Robert Ludlum spy novel; but, in this case, the 
characters are real and the events actually happened.

You may wonder how one man with very little resources, often with nothing 
more than a plane ticket and a passport, can travel to some of the most remote and 
exotic places in the world, only to see God open incredible doors of opportunity every 
step along the way. The reason is that Mark has one simple principle upon which he 
has built his life, and that is that you can trust Jesus to fulfill His Word in your life.

And though there won’t be many of us that will be called to the exotic desti-
nations or life-threatening situations that Mark finds himself in, we all face the 
challenges of living an obedient life wherever God has placed us in the world.

That’s the value of this book, A Faith to Die For. It reminds us that God is 
with us, revealing His power and grace through us to a world that needs us, even 
if they don’t know it!
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As I read Mark’s book, I appreciated the insight it provided for me in an age 
when topics of culture and religion appear increasingly on the news. By helping 
us understand the heart and mind-set of those of other faiths and cultures, Mark 
helps us all to believe that God can use us in the most extreme circumstances that 
we face, even if that involves interactions with the neighbor next door, a fellow 
student, a coworker, or a national statesman.

Read this book and find that God is intimately involved in your daily jour-
ney, and begin to expect that the mundane can become the miraculous—a daily 
journey can become a lifelong adventure—because that’s the testimony of Mark 
Geppert…and the purpose of God for each one of us.

There will be moments when we wonder what we might do next; when we 
question whether or not there really is an answer to our predicament; when we 
fear that hope may be gone. It is then that we will discover, as Mark does on 
many occasions, that we serve a God who never leaves us or forsakes us. (See 
Hebrews 13:5.)

What can one man do to change the world? As the hymn writer put it, “Trust 
and obey, for there’s no other way,” or, in the words of Jesus, “In this world you 
will have trouble. But take heart! I have overcome the world” (John 16:33 niv). In 
this book, you will learn how you can “take heart,” because, yes, you can change 
the world!

—Dr. Jay Passavant 
Senior Pastor, North Way Christian Community 

Wexford, Pennsylvania
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PREFACE

In hamlets and cities around the world, a drama is unfolding. At first, we 
see it from a distance, and then up close and personal. Leaders tell us that 

it is not an “ideological struggle.” They insist that militant militias are not driven 
by religion. In the jargon of globalization, Arab has replaced Muslim and local has 
replaced Christian.

But where does the Christian fit in the new millennium? Is there a place for 
the faith that has carried billions forward for twenty centuries?

This book was written in Lhasa, Tibet. I had to wait for two weeks for the 
government of the Tibet Autonomous Region and the People’s Republic of China 
to sign the three-year extension of our contract for the Survey and Treatment of 
Congenital Heart Disease. This made me a captive in a situation I could not con-
trol. I put the time to good use, though; I wrote.

This is a true story of a capture, interrogation, and blacklisting by a nation I 
dearly love. At present, I cannot return to Indonesia. The most recent attempt to 
return failed and brought the explanation, “If you come, they will kill you. We 
cannot protect you, and we do not need a dead American in the streets of Jakarta.”

I have been advised on the dangers that await me if this story is told in 
full, so I have changed a few names along the way. But, the way I see it, there is 
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already a fatwa extended against Christian Americans, so any further threat is 
redundant.

Having said that, it is my hope that by reading this book, you will grow in 
faith. Many people today are looking for hope, belief, action, purpose, and a faith 
for which they can give their lives. Some live selfishly, fulfilling their own desires 
until they die. Others go to the extreme of adopting a monastic lifestyle, hoping 
to serve others at the expense of all personal comforts. Between these extremes 
lies the bulk of the world’s population. The majority of people want to know their 
place and purpose. They follow those who purport to have found a way of hope. 
They are influenced to adopt faith or cynicism as their overtures become sym-
phonies and the melody is revealed and repeated.

As with many testimony books, you may wonder how the following informa-
tion could all be the experience of one person. I have to say, looking back, that 
Jesus has brought me on an amazing journey that started one July morning when 
He said to me, “I am calling you to preach My gospel to the nations.” 

I thank God for providing me with a wonderful wife and partner for the 
journey and two great sons who are serving Him today. I also want to thank 
our faithful friends with whom we have shared these adventures, as well as the 
churches and individuals who have paid the way. We are a team and believe we 
have a voice in this time in which we live.

Sometimes that voice has not been well-received. But, for the most part, I 
have to say that the multitude is still hungry to hear a message that gives purpose 
to life. They are waiting in those hamlets and cities to receive the hope that will 
not fail. They are waiting to hear the Name in which we have hope, not only for 
this life, but also for the life to come.

God has a Son. His name is Jesus. He died for you, and He is coming back to 
take you to the wonderful place He has prepared for you.

This is the message, and we are His messengers in the earth.

—Mark Geppert



PART I:

“Multitudes, multitudes in the valley of decision!” 
—Joel 3:14



Then Jesus went about all the cities and villages, teaching in their 
synagogues, preaching the gospel of the kingdom, and healing every sickness 

and every disease among the people. But when He saw the multitudes, 
He was moved with compassion for them, because they were weary and 

scattered, like sheep having no shepherd. Then He said to His disciples, “The 
harvest truly is plentiful, but the laborers are few. Therefore pray the Lord of 

the harvest to send out laborers into His harvest.” 
—Matthew 9:35–38

When Jesus went out He saw a great multitude; and He was moved with 
compassion for them, and healed their sick. When it was evening, His 

disciples came to Him, saying, “This is a deserted place, and the hour is 
already late. Send the multitudes away, that they may go into the villages 
and buy themselves food.” But Jesus said to them, “They do not need to go 
away. You give them something to eat.” And they said to Him, “We have 

here only five loaves and two fish.” He said, “Bring them here to Me.” Then 
He commanded the multitudes to sit down on the grass. And He took the 

five loaves and the two fish, and looking up to heaven, He blessed and broke 
and gave the loaves to the disciples; and the disciples gave to the multitudes. 

So they all ate and were filled, and they took up twelve baskets full of 
the fragments that remained. Now those who had eaten were about five 

thousand men, besides women and children. 
—Matthew 14:14–21
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ONE

“WHAT DO YOU 
WANT FROM US?”

What do you want from us? Do you want to convert us all? Do you 
want us to be your slaves forever? What do you want from us?”

If hatred had a face, it would have been his—turban askew, eyes aflame, 
mouth spewing the red-hot lava of “ jihad jargon.” Only the steel bars of the jail-
house window kept us from being consumed by this molten fury.

It was a terrible day in paradise. The gentle breezes of the Indian Ocean and 
Malacca Strait could not quench the fire. If he had been free, this Indonesian 
imam would gladly have done Allah a favor and killed an American Christian. 
His rage was the result of a lifetime of being forced to serve ExxonMobil execu-
tives and sleep in a one-room wooden coop, while they danced the night away in 
high fashion. His people had waited hand and foot on elite Dutch and Americans 
while the Javanese government collected the few crumbs falling from Aceh’s 
tilted table. 

Finally, he and the multitude he served had captured three of the oppressors, 
as well as their Chinese friend. Justice would be served, if only for one torrid 
afternoon.
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USA Today reported that it was a group of missionaries who “ran to the police 
station for help when faced with the mob.” The Jakarta Post said it was “another 
unfortunate incident of Muslim/Christian conflict.” While most of the world 
sat at their breakfast tables, turning the pages of these newspapers while sipping 
their juice and coffee, a group of people in Aceh, North Sumatra, expressed its 
indignation at the injustice of what had become an international incident. The 
events that transpired in March 1999 were just the tip of the iceberg, eventually 
escalating into larger events that would polarize the world.

We had come to the town that morning in our desire to pray for the 
Indonesian province of Aceh. A day’s journey north of the provincial border, the 
little town of Perlak is the last police post before a stretch of highway feared by 
police and freedom fighters alike—a location of mass graves. This stretch of land 
is one that military personnel do not dare to travel during the night. It is the place 
where seeds of rhetoric grow into large armies of youth that are ready to blow 
themselves up for militant ideologies. It is a recruiting ground for extremists, 
a place where boys become men before they can shave, and where families send 
their young sons to fight holy wars against the infidels.

We arrived on a beautiful, calm, peaceful March morning, and looked for-
ward to reaching Banda Aceh, which had some of the best scuba diving in the 
world, beyond the checkpoint. Our hired driver felt that he could make our jour-
ney more comfortable by stopping to have a bite to eat before going on the road 
again. He parked in a central area, and we agreed to go to the market and then 
venture on to the police station so we could register and be on our way, within the 
hour. We decided to pair off in twos so that we could experience the quiet little 
town with another person and share what we had found with each other.

A secondary school had dismissed for lunch and Friday prayers, and we 
found ourselves in the midst of hundreds of teenagers who wanted to practice 
their English. Happy to oblige, we haltingly entered into conversation about the 
NBA and other American topics that interested the youth. The young people 
were the same ages as our sons and daughters. It was fun to learn how they lived, 
what they thought about, what they studied, and what they thought was funny. 
It was a real joy to be accepted by these young people.

It was not long before they had noticed the books we had in the car, and 
we gladly gave a few to them. Finding that these books were written in their 
mother tongue of Acehnese, they became very interested. Soon, we had handed 
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out five hundred books and ninety cassette tapes to the teenagers. It had taken 
about forty-five minutes to do so, and the parents started to call the young people, 
warning them not to be late for prayers.

In these villages, the mosque was central to the people’s lives. Although they 
had the freedom to choose their religion, there was a civic pressure to abide by 
Muslim traditions. The farther away one lived from the capital, the stronger the 
civic pressure was. As a result, the children’s delay in reporting directly to the 
mosque after school was not strictly their parents’ concern; therefore, with apol-
ogy, the students moved along quickly. They got to the mosque at about the same 
time we arrived at the police station.

Our driver met us at the station. He had to show the officers his appropriate 
licenses because he had worked for a company in another state and had registered 
his vehicle there. The police officers were professionally cordial and more than a 
bit interested in the books and tapes we had brought along.

None of us read the language or spoke it, and so we seized upon the officials’ 
offer to translate the message we carried. They found a tape player and started to 
play our cassettes. We listened together to the Christian message and soon real-
ized that it was the gospel of Luke and the book of the Acts from the Bible. Not 
illegal in Indonesia, the gospel message did not set off any alarms with the police. 
They did caution us, however, about the strong Islamic culture in the area and 
suggested that we use discretion when sharing the material. We assured them 
that there was no problem, because the young people had already exhausted our 
supply. After all, we just wanted to pass through this area to the beautiful city 
several hours ahead.

Then we were invited into the police station so that they could make a 
record of our papers and call the station to which we were headed, to give them 
a departure time and an estimated time of arrival. We were shown to a com-
fortable room in the back left of the police station, where we were offered cool 
drinks and made comfortable while a clerk recorded our passport and visa 
information. The Indonesian police were very professional, thorough, and hos-
pitable. Soon, we found out that they were also well-tempered and very loyal to 
their guests. They made calls to ensure that our travels would be safe. We really 
enjoyed the good humor of our newfound friends, along with the conversations 
about basketball, the World Wrestling Federation, and the recent heavyweight 
title champion.



22    A Faith to Die For

Then conflict crashed against the windows. “You mother __________! What 
do you want from us?” Not quite the material from Conversations in English, Tape 
3. A thrown bottle accompanied the shout, breaking the window and sending 
shards of glass throughout the room.

The police quickly pushed us into a hallway for cover and began to reprimand 
the man at the window. We checked each other for glass and, after finding every-
one to be all right, took up a safe place in a cell at the end of the hallway. This 
would be our shelter for the next five hours, the time it took a very unhappy group 
of Muslims to vent their hatred, anger, and frustration to their fellow Muslims 
who protected us (a hapless group that was definitely in the wrong place at the 
wrong time). We were in the midst of a civil war, with roots that ran too deep for 
any Westerner to fully understand.

In response to our question, “What do they want?” the police officer replied, 
“You, dead.”


“Multitudes” form when reason can no longer be found. They live in tent 

cities in the Sudan or gather on hillsides in Palestine. Multitudes lend their force 
of numbers to any cause. They can be built on a common fear or a common need. 
They gather in the deserts of Arizona for the annual Burning Man Festival, a 
celebration of hedonism. They gather on the National Mall in Washington, 
D.C., for many different causes. They gather at Tiananmen Square or Trafalgar 
Square or any other square that accommodates them. They march for causes 
related to the environment; globalization; abortion; political positions; academic 
freedom; funding for the research and treatment of disease, such as HIV/AIDS; 
and common needs, like food and clothing.

Many of them are harmless. They wait for trains, escape heavy rains, and 
attend sporting events. They walk through deserts to find water. They sell their 
possessions and carry few necessities on their backs to flee conflict. They search 
for their basic needs.

When a multitude forms, leaders ask, “What do they want?”

Of the multitudes of Cherokee Indians, who began to move west from the 
Appalachian Mountains, the leaders said, “Do not worry; they will never sur-
vive the winter.” When multitudes of people were herded onto train cars to be 
destroyed by fascism, it was said, “They are an inferior race; we are doing the 
world a favor to eliminate them.” When multitudes of people fled Atlanta in the 
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face of Sherman’s March to the Sea, it was said, “Do not be afraid; the South 
shall rise again.”

The problem with the multitudes is that they can be directed and affected 
by a very small group of extremists. Hatred grows in hungry bellies. It spreads 
its ruinous roots until murder and suicide become viable options to people who 
are hopelessly bound to the life-sucking system. A multitude, once in motion, is 
an irrevocable force that meets the government’s immovable hand. Once it swells 
in the streets and gets a taste of forbidden power, it mutates into a mob that is 
viewed as a mutiny. Mutiny must be dealt with at all costs, so brothers take up 
arms against brothers; nations stand against nations. Eventually, people begin to 
kill each other.

What every mass murderer needs to be successful is a multitude that will 
follow his or her lead. It makes little difference whether these followers are dis-
ciplined and in uniform or undisciplined and blowing themselves up. They are a 
multitude. They want a slice of the pie; a crumb from the table; the freedom to 
farm; the right to have a child or to receive an education.

The multitude is not mindless, as some are led to think. It bows down to 
the one it thinks can give it a better life. It commits to the leader who promises 
change and reform, because it hopes he or she will be different. It wants to believe 
that its morsel will become a loaf of bread if it pays the price. And when it begins 
to appear that it has been used, again, it begins to hope for a better future for its 
children.


Would Aceh Province of North Sumatra, Indonesia, be any better if it were 

governed by Islamic law? Would the rice grow taller? Would the fish return to 
the Straits of Malacca in abundance, as they did in times past? Would passages 
to the Straits be free of pirates? Would the profit of ExxonMobil be shared with 
every home? This multitude, fueled by the rhetoric of a young man instructed in 
Arabia and armed by money from a man found in a hole in the earth, believes 
with all its humble heart that the answer is an unequivocal “Yes.”

When faced with the first messenger of this multitude, we were frightened 
to the core. There had been many other multitudes, in other countries, for other 
causes, but the heat of this fire, in particular, found fodder in our hearts. We 
could hear the multitude milling about the station. They threw rocks on the roof 
and bottles at the walls and windows. They chanted and cursed in English and 
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Indonesian. They broke windows and cried out what they would do to us and to 
those who protected us.

The euphemistic phrase they used again and again was this: “The situation 
has escalated.” Across from me in the cell was the “Banker,” a three-time Golden 
Gloves boxing champion of the State of New York. With a black belt in several 
martial arts, and being no stranger to violent situations, he simply smiled. “Stay 
calm; this is a Level 4. The police will wait until they calm down. Stay away from 
the windows. Be still. Do not worry; the police know what to do.”

I glanced at the “Doctor,” a mild-mannered man who was also a close friend 
of mine. He smiled back. I am sure he was thinking of the other situations we 
had been through together. But the veins on his forehead looked like they would 
burst at any moment.

The Asians were calm, poised. They had lived with jihad for decades and 
knew how to ride out the storm.

I decided to think through past experiences with multitudes. Taking the 
Banker’s advice, I sat down to quietly wait it out.


