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Deborah
Facts from the Bible

She lived during the time after Joshua brought the
Israelite people into the promised land and before
Samuel anointed Saul as their King.

She Judged over the people and was a prophetess

She lead the Israelite army into battle known as the
"Battle of Mount Tabor" that brought peace to their
people for more than 40 years.

  She was the wife of Lipadeth

She was from the tribe of Ephriam and lived in the
hills of Ephriam.

 

Judges 4 & 5

"There is a little, dainty flower, that lifts its golden eye, 

without a single tinge of shame."  

 Richard Coe



Strength 
by Paulie Rogers

     “I don’t know how you do it Deborah.” Yadon said,
trying not to drop one of the scrolls while keeping up with
her.
     They were descending the hill where they had just
spent the last twelve hours under a palm tree listening to
everything from petty family squabbles to some pretty
serious acts of injustice. Three days a week, Deborah
judged over their people and her wisdom continued to
amaze him. “The way you handled that couple from Ramah
was pure genius.”
     “Wisdom comes from the Lord, Yadon.” She replied.
     “And the Lord is with you as always, but did you see
their faces when you told them to go home and cook a pot
of stew together?” Yadon laughed.
     Deborah chuckled, remembering it well. 
     “I didn’t think they would ever stop bickering…..” Yadon
continued, running a few steps to catch up. “And you, you
saw right through their antic’s to the real issue at hand.”
     “The problem with people today is that they are to
selfish. Marriage has to be a give-give kind of relationship,
each putting the other before themselves or, as you saw
for yourself today, they become miserable headaches for
the whole community.” Deborah said. 
     At sixteen years of age Yadon was just beginning to take
notice of the young maidens about the countryside. He
wasn’t at all interested in marriage yet, but he was
definitely taking mental note of Deborah’s knowledge on
the matter. 

of Her Faith



     He had to catch up to her again. “And that case of those
two brothers who had swindled their father!” Yadon said,
ready to launch into another praise of her judgment.
     Deborah stopped abruptly and turned to face her young
assistant, causing him to nearly run into her.
     “The real problem is no one lives in harmony with God
anymore. They walk right over the laws of Moses like they
were mere cobble-street-stones. Ever since Joshua’s
passing the people have turned right back again and again
to their wicked ways! And then cry out for God to save
them!” Deborah steamed.
     She jumped up onto a large rock and stood gazing at the
landscape before them.  Daisies swayed with the grass and
a bird flew up from its hiding place. The sun was
beginning to lower, creating a beautiful red and yellow sky
that silhouetted her image. With her long hair moving in
the gentle breeze Yadon thought she was a picture of great
strength. Here was a holy woman who was as close to God
as anyone he had ever known. It was no wonder they
called her the Mother of Israel. 
     The road that wound through the rocky mountainous
terrain below them was quiet now. No one dared travel it
after dark because of Sisera’s harassing soldiers and the
many robbers who pounced on Israelite peasants like a
lion after his prey. Yadon looked about them with growing
nervousness, anxious to be safely within their village gate
as well. But he would wait patiently on his beloved teacher.
He recognized she was now in communion with God.
     Yadon shifted his arm load of scrolls.
     Finally, as the sun completely disappeared on the
horison, Deborah jumped down from the rock and they
continued on in silence the rest of the way home; a
highland village in the mountains of Ephriam.



     "What has taken you so long? I was about to gather a
few men to come looking for you.” Deborah’s husband
said, rushing to her side as soon as they had entered the
court yard.
     “There were many who came today, and I needed to
hear the voice of the Lord at the rock.” She replied.
     Lipadoth’s worry turned to sympathy. He could see his
wife was tired and lifted the heavy leather bag from her
shoulder. Taking hold of her arm, he tenderly guided her
towards the door of their home, Yadon following with the
scrolls to place them in their specially built cupboard.
     Suddenly remembering, Lipadoth paused them at the
threshold, “Barak is waiting for you inside.”
     With a burst of new energy, Deborah pushed through
the door to find the Israelite General sitting before her
hearth.
     “You have returned.” She said with excitement.
      Barak quickly rose from the chair, “Greetings
Deborah.”  
      “Sit at the table Yadon with new parchment.” Deborah
instructed. “Plans are going to be made here tonight.”
     Lipadoth took the scrolls from Yadon who went right to
work lighting the table lamp and smoothing out the
parchment paper. 
     “How was your quest?” She asked Barak, wasting no
time in getting to the business at hand.
     “I have traveled to each of the tribes from Asher to
Reuben.”
     “And…”
     “None will come up to join us, except a few from
Issachar and those with you here in Ephraim.”
     “None?”
     “None.”
     “Not even Dan?”



    “Not even Dan.”
     Lipadoth closed the scroll cabinet and moved to stand
next to his wife. Yadon held reed in hand paused to dip
into the jar of writing ink.
     “How many men do you have then?”
     “My Naphtali men with the tribe of Zebulun make up
about ten-thousand.” Barak answered.
     “Has not the God of Israel commanded you to go and
deploy troops at Mount Tabor?” Deborah sternly asked.
She was not scolding the General but dumbfounded that
God’s people were not answering His call. How long will
they be content to suffer in bondage to a King who rains
terror over them?
     Barak cleared his throat and replied, “This is true
Deborah, God has commanded this of me but now what
must I do? Sisera’s army outnumber us four-fold.”
     Deborah walked over to the one small window the room
had and stood staring at the flames of a neighbor’s cook
fire. Her heart called out for an answer from above. 
     After what seemed like an eternity she turned to face
Barak saying, “Take your ten-thousand men and go up to
Mount Tabor remembering the battles of Joshua and
Moses before him. God will give us the victory once more.” 
     Now it was Barak’s turn to think. 
     “God has not only asked you of this Barak, but He has
shown me that He will deliver Sisera into your hands.” 
     Yadon held his breath in anticipation as Barak paced
the room. He knew full well she had heard from God and
that he needed to follow through with this.  
     “Ok, I will go and do this on one condition.” Barak
resigned.
     “And what is that?”
     “You come with me.”
 



    The elder Lipadoth placed his hand on his wife’s
shoulder, causing her to look up at him in question. 
     “I am too old to go fight this battle of the Lord.” He
whispered. “But His Spirit is with you blessed one... go.” 
     She saw the reassurance in his eyes. Their age
difference had never mattered to her. He was as godly as
any man who ever had served the Lord and was always her
supporting strength.
     “Fine, I will go with you Barak.” She said, turning her
attention back to him. “But because you lack the courage
to do this on your own, the Lord will deliver Sisera into the
hands of a woman.” She prophesied
     With an honorary bow Barak said, “Thank you, Woman
of God. With you at my side God is truly with us.” 
     Suddenly remembering his task, Yadon went to writing
these things down. Excitement rising within him as he
realized he would be witnessing a battle like none other.

     ~
      Deborah sat atop her horse, dressed for battle. She had
learned to wield a sword and maneuver a fighting course
effectively over the last three months of training. She
would stay at Barak’s side in commanding stance, but she
was prepared for whatever she must do that might come
her way. Yadon proudly stood ground beside her, holding
firm her horse’s bridle. Ten-thousand Israelite men stood
in form ready to hear the words of their respected Judge
and Prophetess. 
     “Warriors of Israel, God has called Barak to lead you go
and fight King Jabin’s army. Word has reached General
Sisera that we are rising up against him and he is now en
route with his nine-hundred chariots and twenty-one
thousand foot men. Yes, we are but few in comparison but
God is with us. He has said go, for I will deliver the
Canaanites into your hand this day. Bravely go down, in
the power given to you… the power of the Lord!”



    “The power of the Lord!” The men shouted, each one in
faith that the God of Israel was in them.
     The air had been hot and dry for days as was normal for
the time of year. But as the Israelite troops moved into
their attack positions surrounding the Jezreel Valley, 
 Deborah kept her eye on the dark clouds that were
beginning to form to the north.
     The men watched in patience as Sisera’s army moved
up the Valley, then watched for Baraks signal of attack
from atop Mount Tabor. Yadon jumped up behind
Deborah on her horse. It was time.
     With surprise to their enemy they rushed down the
mountain with fierce attack, sword against sword, taking
the enemy down left and right. Panicked, Sisera called
retreat and they turned on the run.
     “March on, my soul; be strong!” Deborah called.
Then thundered the horses hoofs - galloping, galloping go
his mighty steeds
     The sky grew darker, thunder rolled and rain began to
fall.
     They chased Sisera’s army all the way back to Taanach
near the waters of Maggido. There they attacked with
sword drawn, slaying, slaying, slaying. 
     “Do not stop for plunder!”  Deborah instructed Barak,
"continue on…"
     As the Canannite chariots reached the Keshon River, its
dry bed was now thick with mud from the continued rain
and they were getting stuck, unable to move. The Israelites
were quickly ascending upon them and in his panic, Sisera
ran for his life on foot. The rain pelted, and the river rose.
Lightening flashed, thunder sounded its angry voice and
then, coming from the mountains where they had begun,
came a flash-flood that swept swiftly in, taking with it all
that was in it’s path. 



    "God has surely shown his hand today." Barak said.
     An Israelite warrior rushed up to report to Barak,
“Sisera has taken off on foot toward the east!”
      "Go after him in pursuit." Deborah told Barak.
     Without hesitation, Barak dug his heels into his horse. 
     When they reunited, it was again at their base camp
near Mount Tabor in the Valley of Jezerel. The story was
recounted again and again amongst the soldiers as they sat
around the campfire. Praises went up to the God of Israel
who had swept in and smote the Canaanite force once and
for all.
     Barak sat down beside Deborah and said, "You were
right, God favored a woman."
     "The battle always belongs to the Lord, General." She
replied.
     "Yes the battle always belongs to the Lord." Barak said
with genuine humility.
     She looked at him out of the corner of her eye. "Jael
really killed Sisera with a tent peg?"
     Barak chuckled. "She sure did, right through the temple
as he slept."
     Yadon ran up to them full of the evening's excitement.
"Deborah, sing for us will you?"
     Several other men sitting close called out to her as well,
"Sing for us!"
     "Yes, please sing for us." Barak said.
     Deborah replied, "Ok, I will on one condition."
     Barak eyed her suspiciously, "What's that?"
     "You go with me."
     Deborah's beautiful voice began to sing the Battle
account as Barak joined in. Yadon wrote their every word
down; a song that would be remembered for generations
to come. "So may all your enemies perish, O Lord! But may
they who love you be like the sun when it rises in it's strength."
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T H E  F R A G I L E  B E A U T Y  O F  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

       Daisies can live in both wet and dry climates,

and are resistant to pesticides and insects. They can

thrive most anywhere they are planted. Deborah had

a strong faith and trust in God without fear of her

enemies. She went into battle resilient to do the will

of God. 

 What am I afraid of?
Write these fears down in a journal or piece of paper

Ask God to show you why you are afraid.
Then ask Him to help you release those fears into His care.

 



Journal: What I'm afraid of



Plant
 

O F  C H R I S T  T H R O U G H  T H E  S I T U A T I O N

 "He rescued me from my
strong enemy and from those who
hated me, for they were too mighty

for me."   Psalm 18:17

God has never asked us to face our enemies

alone. He loves us too much for that. In every

circumstance of our lives, He wants to be our

rescuer; our help in times of trouble. All we have

to do is put our trust in His mighty strong hands to

fight the battle for us. Whatever we face in our

lives be it an illness, difficult people, a sinful habit,

or the death of a loved one. God will

go before us and bring us out on

top. Even if that day is on the day

of His second coming... He wins it for us. 

 Now take a look at those 
fears of yours and ask God to

show you how He has been your help 



Journal: How God is my help
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T H E  H E A R T S  D E S I R E

When Deborah stood on the rock overlooking the

land of her beloved people, she realized that God

wanted his people to do more than just sit waiting

for his intervention. They were being called to do

something! 

Jesus stood on a hillside overlooking his beloved

people too, weeping for all of humanity (Luke

19:41) before he surrendered his life up to save us

in the greatest battle of the ages.

 

 

 

For God gave us a spirit not of fear
but of power and love and self-control

2 Timothy 1:7

 For we do not wrestle against flesh and
bleood, but against the rulers, against the authorrities

against the cosmic powers over this present darkness, against
the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly places.

Ephesians 6:12



Journal: 

 What spirital battle(s) in your life
 is God asking you to fight?



 
BATTLE

It's so easy to want to fight things our way.

Often we believe we must take control of the matter

 and force things to go as we see best. But God tells us......

 

"For my thoughts are not your thoughts,
neither are your ways my ways, declares the
LORD. For as the heavens are higher than
the earth, so are my ways higher than your
ways and my thoughts than your thoughts.

Isaiah 55: 8-9

Trust the LORD with all your

heart, and do not lean on

your own understanding. In

all your ways acknowledge

him, and he will make

straight your paths."

Proverbs 3: 5-6

What area's in your life are you trying to control?

 
O F  W H O  W E  A R E  I N  C H R I S T

Plant



Journal: 

The thing's I try to deal with on my own



Plant
 

W I T H I N

                Therefore put on the full armor of God,         

                so that when the day of evil comes, you   

             may be able to stand your ground, and after you

have done everything, to stand. Stand firm then, with the belt

of truth buckled around your waist, with the breastplate of

righteousness in place. and with your feet fitted with the

readiness that comes from the gospel of peace.

In addition to all this, take up the shield of faith, with which

you can extinguish all the flaming arrows of the evil one. take

the helmet of salvation and the sword of the Spirit, which is

the word of God. Ephesians 6: 13-17

Deborah did not run ahead of God to fight their enemy. She

took direction and acted upon what God asked of them. And

she lead those who were willing to listen to His instruction.

God blessed their fight because of their obedience.



Journal: How I put on the armor of God


