
“Keep Your Head Down!” 
By Paul R. Blake 

 
 I miss my friend. He has gone home. Harry King passed from this life and went to his 
reward last week. I met Harry on June 4, 1995 at the Sunday morning service of the Westview 
church of Christ. He was very welcoming. I sensed from our first conversation that we would be 
more than brethren worshiping together in a local congregation; we would become good friends. 
And become friends we did! Harry was a man entirely without guile; with him, what you saw was 
exactly what he was within and without. He was kind, generous, direct, and an unselfconscious 
encourager.  In the 17 years I knew him, I never once had any fear that he feigned anything.  
 Harry taught me how to play golf. Most folks who know me are not sure whether they 
should thank him or blame him for that. Golf stands apart from all other sports because in golf, 
one does not have referees; each player calls penalties on himself. This makes golf a test of 
one’s honesty and character. Harry taught me to play the game according to the rules for myself 
without forcing them on others who just wanted to play “friendly golf” (playing golf just for fun 
and not for the score). He was very patient with me while I was learning to play; he didn’t 
criticize when I hacked the ball around the course, and he made every effort to say something 
good when I got lucky and made a nice shot. That was the way he lived his life in Christ. He 
followed the rule of faith carefully while being humble and patient with others who were learning 
the way. 
 However, Harry had the same answer for nearly every errant shot I made: “Keep your 
head down!” Over time I became irritated by what I thought was a rather repetitive and pointless 
correction, cringing every time I hit a poor shot knowing Harry was going to say, “Keep your 
head down!” But I eventually discovered that there was a great deal of wisdom in that old 
saying.  
 “Keep your head down!” means stay focused on what you are doing. Golfers often lift 
their heads during the swing to see where the ball is going before the club strikes it. This often 
results in a mishit because the player is not concentrating on the ball, but rather on where he 
hopes it will go. In other words, stay focused until the task is finished. And Harry did just that. 
His faith and godly works never wavered; he walked before the Lord until it was time for him to 
go home. Paul wrote: “For I am already being poured out as a drink offering, and the time of my 
departure is at hand. I have fought the good fight, I have finished the race, I have kept the faith. 
Finally, there is laid up for me the crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, 
will give to me on that Day, and not to me only but also to all who have loved His appearing” 
(2Tim. 4:6-8).  
 Harry kept his head down and focused until the end. The last time I visited him in St. 
Elizabeth’s Hospital South, he was sitting in a chair smiling and talking of getting well, going 
home, and getting back to worship services. He knew at some point that multiple myeloma 
cancer was going to send him to his eternal home, but his present task was to finish his course 
in this world. He would not lift his head until he finished his swing in this life. Then he would lift 
his head and look to see the results of his shot, a resting place in Paradise until all of the saints 
are gathered in heaven. Harry kept his head down; now he’s looking up. 
 Harry J King helped shape my life with the countless things he taught me in the four 
years we shared at Austintown and in the 13 years since. I thank God often for the wisdom, 
patience, and love He manifested toward me through Harry, my brother and friend.  
 Harry, I am trying to keep my head down, but I look forward to lifting up my eyes in 
heaven and seeing you there. 
 I miss my friend. 


