
ABRAHAM’S MEMOIRS 

INTRODUCTION 
Dear Neil, 
Well, I’ve enjoyed our correspondence back and forwards (but I’m still not clear about how 

you obtained my address in the first place).  And I’ve decided to take up your suggestion that I 
write my memoirs.  You thought my life was so remarkable that you wanted to hear some of my 
personal reflections on what I went through.  My first reaction, of course, was to say ‘no thanks’ — 
after all, that was around 4000 years ago and I’m not sure how reliable my memory is any more.  
But I realized that there were a few ‘big events’ (if I can call them that) in my life.  They had a big 
impact on me, and are still very much imprinted on my mind. 

So I reckon I’ll just those write about those big events.  That will save me from racking my 
memory to produce a cohesive or complete picture of my life.  And if you want to know about 
the rather ordinary events in my life you’ll find that recorded in the Book of Genesis. 

I’m going to use a literal translation for the names of the central characters in my story.  I 
know that may make you think what weird names we were given.  But there were important 
reasons for names in those days.  You will understand those reasons best if you know what our 
names actually meant. 

So here we go: 

MY MEMOIRS 
1 
By today’s standards I suppose I was a very late starter.  It took 75 years before these big 

events started happening in my life.  The first took place at a time of great uncertainty for me.  I 
was asking myself ‘what I should do with the rest of my life’ — and I don’t know why that should 
have become such an issue for me.  My wife, Princess, and I had no children of our own, but we 
sort of adopted my nephew, Lot, whose father (my brother) had died a few years ago.  My name, 
by the way, was Exalted-Father, and what a laugh that was — if it didn’t hurt so much.  Those days 
our names were supposed to reveal something about us as a person.  I was supposed to grow 
into, or become, my name.  I wasn’t even a father, let alone achieving the ‘exalted’ bit.  And it 
wasn’t ever likely to happen.  A tribal midwife, many years ago, had given us the unwelcome 
news that Princess was infertile.  And turning 75 brought on one of those feeling-sorry-for-
myself spells that I went through every now and then as I saw kids running about. 

I think it was Dad’s death just a short time ago (my mum had died around the time Lot’s 
father died) that brought on the sense of uncertainty.  But I couldn’t really understand why it 
loomed so large in my thinking.  Our herds and flocks gave us far more than a comfortable 
living and our slaves were contented and hard working.  I talked it over with Lot, and we 
eventually put it down to Dad’s failure to achieve what he really wanted for himself and his 
family.  Mind you, he never actually explained his goals to either of us.  All we know is that he 
wanted to find a new life for himself, and us, in the land of Canaan.  Well, we got about half-way 
there, to Haran, and for some reason (again which he never explained to us) he decided to 
settle down here. 

So what do we do now that he had died?  Should we travel on to achieve Dad’s goal, or just 
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remain here?  Or do we remove ourselves completely from every feeling of being controlled by 
Dad and go somewhere, and do something, entirely different? 

As we mulled over those questions, and totally out of the blue, God spoke to me.  I didn’t 
know if he was one of our tribal gods, or whether he was a god from Haran.  And it’s still hard to 
explain his manner of speaking.  Was it some kind of vision or dream that happened just in my 
head?  Or was it far more real (if real is the right word) so that, if there were others with me, they 
would also have heard and seen what was going on?  I just couldn’t take it all in.  But I knew 
GOD had spoken to me.  (Later on he told my descendants his name was ‘I-AM’.  And that name 
only increased the confusion, the mystery, the wonder, the awesomeness, of this God who kept 
on speaking to them.) 

But still more amazing and astounding was the message he had for me. 
‘Exalted-Father,’ he rumbled/sparkled/quietly-announced/whispered, ‘I’m going to give you 

a new life, and a new home.  Forget about the family into which you were born, abandon all 
your tribal gods, give up all your attachments to your present homeland.  I’m giving you a new 
home.  More than that, I’m going to bless you — you’ll be looked up to; you’ll become famous; 
you’ll end up with descendants who’ll become a great nation.  And I’m still not finished — all the 
nations on earth, all of them, will benefit from the power of my blessing on you.  Do you have 
any questions?’  Well, I was too flabbergasted to think, let alone say anything. 

What struck me was that now I had a purpose in life, an identity, a goal.  I had been chosen 
by I-AM, whoever he might be, and I had no idea why I was the one he chose.  But his words, his 
promises, re-echoed in my mind for a long time — for the rest of my life, really. 

I couldn’t wait to tell Princess and Lot, and all our household servants.  They were just as 
amazed as I was.  They said they were happy God hadn’t spoken to them.  I reckon I probably 
went around as if I was in some kind of a trance as I organized the assembling of our flocks and 
the packing up of all the possessions we had acquired in Haran.  And off we went to Canaan. 

I was eager to enter the new life that lay before us.  It took a long time to realize exactly what 
it did mean for me — and, as it worked out, for all humankind. 

2 
For the ten years or so following I-AM’s promises to me, and our move to Canaan, nothing 

much happened, nothing changed.  We carried on with our accustomed nomadic life, and liked 
what we saw of the land God had promised to give us.  Princess and I had our regularly 
occurring chats about I-AM’s promises.  And about our childlessness.  And about how his 
promises were actually going to come true considering her infertility. 

Then I-AM appeared to me in a vision.  Again it was more real than just a vision.  And while it 
seemed that I actually saw God, it was impossible to describe him — there were no words I could 
use.  Even if there were, my eyes just couldn’t take in, or hold on to, what was before me.  It took 
some time to recover from the assault on my sight and senses, before I felt able to speak about 
it. 

 Unfortunately — and it was only after the vision was over that I realized I had let my 
impatience take over — I jumped in to remind him of our childlessness.  I even asked whether his 
promises would transfer in time to the inheritor of my estate.  That would have been Eliezer, the 
chief of our household servants.  ‘No, no’ he said, ‘your own child will be your heir.’  Before I 
could point out the impossibility of that, I found myself, in this vision, outside of our tent with I-



Page 3

AM showing me the night sky.  ‘Look at all the stars.  How many do you reckon there are?  Well, 
that’s how many people are going to trace back their ancestry back to YOU.’ 

I jumped in with another of my concerns.  ‘What about your promise of a homeland?  Do 
you really mean that all this country, inhabited by so many various tribes, will belong to my 
descendants?’  ‘Of course!’ he told me, ‘Isn’t that what I promised?  Mind you, it may take a few 
hundred years to come about.  And your descendants may even end up being slaves in a 
foreign land for most of that time.  But, so what?  My promises will still come true.  All this 
country will belong to your descendants.’ 

Then I-AM even put himself through a tribal covenant ceremony with me.  I was staggered 
to think that any God would stoop to be so UNgodly, to do something like that.  Just to show 
how committed he was to the promises he had made. 

But that vision, that confirmation of all I-AM’s promises, really did nothing about solving the 
problem of having a child.  I assumed that that must be a problem WE would have to solve.  
Since there was no doubt about Princess’ infertility, we reckoned we would have descendants 
only if we resorted to the tribal practice of having one of Princess’ servant girls bear our child in 
her place.  We talked long about this, because we could see no other possibility.  Princess 
eventually said she was happy with this solution, even claiming she was certain her servant girl, 
Hagar, would produce a physically fit and strong child.  But when, in due time, the child was 
born (he was named God-Hears) there was trouble between Hagar and Princess.  It made me 
wonder how happy Princess really was with our solution. 

However, in my 86th year we had our child, the first of our promised many descendants. 
Then when I was 99 I found out we were heading off in the wrong direction. 
I-AM visited me again.  This time he changed my name.  ‘From now on your name is Father-

Of-Many — of many descendants, of many nations, of many kings.  And my gift of the land of 
Canaan, applies to all your descendants.  All of it, will be their inheritance permanently.  I will be 
their God, they will be my people.’  And as a sign of this agreement with us he ordered the 
circumcision of all males when 8 days old. 

He also changed Princess’ name to Princess (the spelling was the same, but the other 
syllable got the stress) ‘because’ — he said very clearly — ‘the nations and descendants and kings 
I promised you will come through her.  She will have your child.’ 

I nodded my head to indicate that I got the message.  Then I bowed before him to 
apologise for thinking I had solved what I thought was a major problem for God.  As the 
implications of what I-AM had said sunk in, I couldn’t help but picture a 90 and a 100 year old 
couple trying to shush a crying baby by pushing him around the camp in a baby waggon.  I 
tried not to let my stomach show my laughter in God’s presence.  When I later told Princess all 
this news, she went around chuckling to herself for days, as she added an obviously infertile 
mother to the scene.  But, of course, I-AM knew we were laughing.   And when he told us to 
name our son He-Laughs, the three of us were doubled up in open laughter. 

About a year later, in the face of all the medical impossibilities, He-Laughs was born.  That 
was about 26 years after I-AM first made his promises to me. 

3 
I take you now to sometime around the middle of the eleventh decade of my life.  I was still 
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getting used to being called Father-Of-Many.  How would you, I wonder, like to cope with a 
name change so late in your life?  Father-Of-Many, Father-Of-Many — I kept on repeating it to 
myself.  Being the father of just 2 didn’t help me to get used to this new handle, either.  My 
stepson, God-Hears, was over 25 years old.  He-Laughs was just about a teenager, I think.  
Father-Of-Many?  I felt like a fake.  But when it’s God who gives you a new name, you’ve no 
choice. 

Anyway, one day God told me, ‘Take your son to the land of Moriah.  On the top of one of 
the mountains there — I’ll tell you which one — offer him to me as a burnt offering.’  I was 
dumbfounded.  As I struggled to cope with this stunning blow, God added, ‘Yes, I mean He-
Laughs, remember I promised to give you this son, and I kept my promise.  And I know you love 
him very dearly.’ 

My thoughts were shouting, ’What on earth’s going on here?  Kill He-Laughs?  He’s the son 
who’s descendants are supposed to be the nation God promised to bring into being in order to 
provide some special blessing for the whole of mankind.  God is breaking his own promise!’ 

I didn’t dare tell Princess, or anyone.  I retreated into silence stewing about this task, trying to 
make sense of it, even the least bit of sense.  I knew I couldn’t just forget it, or even put it off.  I 
decided to do it straight away.  Well, first thing in the morning.  Even though I knew I wouldn’t 
get much sleep that night. 

My mind kept on trying to understand what was going on.  ’God makes a promise.  He gives 
me a son to bring about that promise.  Then he wants me to do something that will smash the 
promise to pieces.  Yet God says he always keeps his promises.’ 

Then it struck me.  There’s only one explanation for all this — that doesn’t involve God 
breaking his promises.  'He’s pulling my leg!  At least I think he is.  Yes, yes, he must be.’ 

Let me pause to explain why I came to this conclusion. 
You see in those days of no laid-on entertainment — no internet, no movies, no personal 

communication devices, no books, no writing either — our entertainment was all verbal.  We had 
fun with word games, stories, jokes, I-spy, riddles, practical jokes, things like that.  And the top 
educational game was leg-pulling.  That taught us how to tell lies, and how to detect lies.  How 
to get away with conning others, and how to avoid being conned ourselves.  How to pull off 
business deals.  How far to go with stringing along this person, and how far to go with that 
person.  In short leg-pulling taught all of us some fundamental truths about building (and 
destroying) relationships. 

So when God said, ‘kill the son through whom I’m going to create a nation which will bring 
blessings to the whole world,’ he had to be pulling my leg.  Of course he didn’t want He-Laughs 
to die.  To be a part of this game, I simply had to play along with him, trust him, and do exactly 
what he told me until somehow he brought the game to an end.  And since he started the 
game, it was up to him to end it.  I simply had to trust that whatever I had to go through in the 
process would somehow end up strengthening our relationship.  At the back of my mind I 
couldn’t help but wonder whether He-Laughs’ name was even a strong hint that a leg-pull was 
in process. 

So, at the first sign of sunrise, after a tossing-and-turning sleep, I got out of bed.  I woke my 
son and a couple of my servant lads, and told them that God had given us a job to do, a journey 
to make.  While Princess packed the food we’d need I explained enough of the reasons for this 
journey to satisfy most of her curiosity.  Then saddling the donkey and gathering wood for a 
burnt offering, off we went to the place God had said. 



Page 5

After a couple of days the mountain loomed up ahead.  I told the servant lads to wait with 
the donkey at a nice spot by a creek until our return.  I had been thinking long and hard about 
how I could get He-Laughs on the altar.  And to keep him there.  He already had enough 
experience with animal sacrifices to know all about altars.  So just asking him to climb up and lie 
still wasn’t going to work.  He would have to be subdued somehow — maybe knocked out, or 
tied up.  Yes, tied up would be best.  But how to do that without him slipping out of my grasp or 
running away?  How to tie him up without him being aware of it?  Finally it came to me.  Why 
don’t I ask if I could tie the wood to his shoulders — no, his back — so he could carry it up the 
mountain for us.  All I had to do was to work out a way to tie it to him, so that as I untied it on the 
top of the mountain, I could carefully slip this loop here around his arms and those loops 
around his legs, without him even noticing what was going on.  By the time the last piece of 
wood had been removed he would be immobile, helpless.  And after much knotting in my 
mind, I reckoned I had worked out the way to do it. 

 So as I tied the wood to He-Laughs’ back I made sure I did it according to my plan, and as 
calmly as I could, so that He-Laughs would suspect nothing.  I slipped the knife and flint into my 
own pockets. 

The two of us walked off silently together. 
I was happy with the silence.  I was wondering how and when this game was going to end.  

But He-Laughs’ voice pushed my thoughts aside.  ‘Dad, we have the wood and the flint, but 
where’s the lamb for the sacrifice?’  My mind went into overdrive.  'How do I answer this?  Is this 
the clue for me to end the game, or even to bring He-Laughs into the leg-pull?  No, I’m not in 
charge here, my task is simply to do what God has said.’  The only response that came to my 
mind and still let me play along with God was, ‘God will provide the lamb, my son.’  As I said this 
I realized I was putting a bit of pressure back on God, too.  ‘This is still part of you pulling my 
leg?  Isn’t it, God!  Well, I don’t  intend to back down now.’ 

Finally we arrived at the place for the sacrifice.   ‘Well,’ I told myself, ‘Here we go.  Just.  Stay.  
Calm.’  My plan worked better than I thought it would.  Just as the last few pieces of wood were 
removed from He-Laughs’ back I could give a couple of gentle tugs and there he was quite 
helpless.  You should have seen the look on his face!  But I quickly turned away and started 
gathering the rocks to build the altar.  Then I arranged the wood on top.  Avoiding eye contact I 
lifted him up and laid him on the wood.  I fumbled for my knife, lifted it high over He-Laughs’ 
heart and tightly closed my eyes.  But even with my eyes shut I could see what was going to 
happen. 

‘Father-Of-Many, stop!’  Fortunately I remembered that that was MY name. 
‘Don’t harm the boy!’  As I slowly lowered the knife, my mind protested, ‘I’m sorry, but you’re 

too late.  In my mind I’ve already harmed him.  I can see him lying there dead.’   But I-AM was 
saying, ’You’ve proven beyond all doubt your obedience to me.  Your love for your beloved son 
is not greater than your love and respect for me.’ 

The leg-pull was over.  Now God knew my unswerving obedience to him — even though I 
wondered why on earth he ever doubted it.  And I knew God’s unswerving commitment to his 
promises — even though I wondered why there were times when I doubted that.  Both of us 
were relieved about what we had discovered (or rediscovered) about each other — and about 
ourselves.  And He-Laughs was still lying there all trussed up — in body and in mind.  I untied 
him so I could hold him tightly and allow him to laugh with me in relief, even though he didn’t 
understand what was going on. 
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That’s when I saw a ram caught in some densely growing bushes.  And I knew it had been 
provided by God.  So we offered it as a sacrifice to I-AM.  Together with our on-going joy and 
relief and laughter the three of us renewed our love and commitment to one another. 

While we watched the flames consume the sacrifice, I told He-Laughs something about the 
God who pulls people’s legs.  How he can say contradictory things — like ‘I’ve chosen your son 
to be the start of a nation that will bring blessings to the whole of humankind’, and then ‘kill you 
son’.  I told him how difficult it can be to hold on to his promises and still play along with him by 
doing exactly what he tells you.  But it will all end up with you and God knowing more about 
each other and enjoying an even stronger and closer relationship. 

‘Come on,’ I said, ‘let’s go home and tell your mum what an amazing God I-AM is.’ 

Well, that was 4000 years ago.  Today I’m aware of an even greater promise that God makes 
to his people in Jesus.  He tells you that the resurrection of Jesus has brought about the defeat 
of death, the end of death.  At the same time God’s word proclaims that your turning against 
him will result in an eternal death sentence.  In contrast to Jesus’ defeat of death, that ‘you will 
die’ is no more than a leg-pull to keep your faith holding on his loving promise of life in Jesus. 

4 
The last thing I want to mention is not really a big event in my life.  Rather it’s the ‘big event’ 

that St. Paul made of my life.  He used my faith to explain to Jewish Christians what faith in Jesus 
looks like. 

The point he made to the churches at Rome and Galatia was that faith in Jesus is not 
something that makes a person worthy of being chosen by God.  It’s really the other way 
around.  It’s because God has chosen us, for no other reason than his love for us, that faith 
begins to grow in us.  The faith that saves isn’t the reason we are saved; the faith that saves is the 
result of the relationship that God has established with us in Jesus. 

Paul used me as the prime example of this faith.  I have no problem with that, especially as 
he was speaking to Jews.  My concern is that his assertions that I ‘never wavered’, that I was ‘fully 
convinced’ regarding God’s promises comes across to me as somewhat exaggerated.  I admit, I 
never really doubted the truth of I-AM’s promises — after all he appeared to me in visions, he 
spoke to me again and again, he constantly reminded me of his promises.  He hardly gave 
doubt a chance! 

And yet DESPITE ALL THAT I was constantly working out ways to make his promises come 
true.  As if without me constantly working out the details, God would never have been able to 
do what he said.  That’s what Paul didn’t say. 

Because of that, I’m afraid that some people may obtain a picture of faith that’s simply 
impossible to achieve.  Or at least, faith becomes something that they have to work at, and work 
at, so it finally becomes a faith that God ‘will accept’.  That, of course, destroys everything that 
Paul is trying to say about faith, and about my faith. 

In other words — and maybe I’m being somewhat oversensitive here — I wish Paul would 
have used my life to say that there is no such a thing as a perfect, fully-trusting, never-wavering, 
faith in God.  Of course, he’s speaking to people with a Jewish background, who regarded me 
as a fine example of living by the promises of God.  So maybe I shouldn’t be so picky. 
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If I were to explain my faith to Aussies today I would say something like this:  Faith is really a 
relationship with God that’s full of tears and laughter.  A relationship that’s full of failure and I-
think-I’m-getting-somewhere, of apologising and receiving-forgiveness, of frustration and 
feeling-a-bit-better, of I-feel-like-a-fake and is-that-really-what-YOU-think-of-me-God?  All 
intermixed with plenty of laughter. 

Well, Neil, for what it’s worth, that’s my reflections on my life.  Let me know what you're 
going to do with it.  And I’ll send you a bill to cover the value of what I’ve revealed to you.  Naah, 
just pulling your leg. 

God bless you always, 
Abraham. 

Neil Stiller 
May 2021 
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