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      This book is dedicated to Pain. You have faithfully thrown me surprise parties all my life. You have been consistent in the guests you have made sure are in attendance with those parties. You continue to make the effort to help me, to introduce me to Purpose, Power, Courage, and Destiny. You never take offense when I choose instead to mingle with Bitterness, Anger, Blame, Frustration, and Hopelessness. The people who will read this book and be changed by it are your tribute.

      Thank you, Pain, you have played your role to perfection!

    

  


  
    
      
        
        
        “Pain is caused by those you don't expect it from, at least expected times in circumstances you aren't prepared for and the effects are long lasting.”

        Hermann J Steinherr

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        "Life is a series of responses and our response determines our future."

        

      

      What you are about to read is a concept that God has allowed pain to teach me. Pain is a part of life—and, regardless of the reasons it shows up, I believe we can use it to discover purpose. There are several guests who will always show up at a pain party, and our ability to move through it comes down to our responses to the guests we choose to interact with.

      This is the story of Joanna, a conversation that took place between us, and ultimately the healing that was discovered through perspective. My prayer is that you will also experience this healing perspective.

      
        
        Daniel
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            “Could you please repeat that?”
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        “Life is pain, highness. Anyone who says differently is selling something.”

        William Goldman 
        (The Princess Bride)

      

        

      

      The man sitting across the desk from her was no older than her own daughter. How could he possibly know she was going to die? He had obviously made a mistake, and after getting a second opinion she would bring back the other doctor’s findings to prove that this little man didn’t know what he was talking about.

      Second opinion—who was she fooling?

      This was her fourth “second opinion,” she thought, as she closed her eyes and the doctor’s dull, monotone voice began to fade. One more voice reminding her that she would not see her grandchild born. One more person doing their best to help her understand she would never get to experience another Christmas. She filed the words she was hearing alongside all of the other bad news from the last three months.

      “Ma’am, I know this is a shock to you, but the tests, scans, and x-rays are all telling us the same information. The cancer has reached a stage of aggression to where we can no longer continue treatments.”

      
        
        “…Optimistically, I would say four months…”

        “…If you have any unfinished business…”

        “…Is there any family you can notify…”

        

      

      Joanna would later describe those words she received in those moments as Pain. The kind of immense pain that starts somewhere deep inside you, and then inch by inch crawls its way up into your chest to settle somewhere, finally, uninvitingly between your throat and your tongue. Squeezing your breath and any traces of hope from your body. On Joanna’s way out of the hospital, she met a man in the elevator who knew nothing of the turmoil inside her. He looked at her and leaned over cautiously to speak to her in a low voice.

      “Excuse me, ma’am. I know this might sound strange, but I feel like I am supposed to tell you something odd.” Joanna gave him a look that said nothing surprises me at this point, and gripped her purse a little tighter. “I don’t mean to sound crazy,” he continued, “but you look like you have heard some bad news and you look as if you are in pain.”

      “Well, I have, and I am,” she snapped. “It doesn’t take a genius to guess a person at my age leaving a doctor’s office might have received a bad report or would be in pain.”

      Immediately after the words left her lips, Joanna felt a pang of regret. This man did not deserve her anger. After all, he was in the elevator with her, so it could be that he had also received some bad news. She looked at the floor until the silence was suffocatingly thick. She sheepishly looked up at him and spoke softly.

      “I’m sorry. That was rude of me. I just left my doctor’s office, and I received some news I was hoping I would not receive. My head tells me that at my age, news like this is a strong possibility, but my heart… my heart is in pain.”

      The man looked her in the eyes for a moment before speaking. True to his word, what he said was odd, but it was also her desperately-needed reset button.

      “Think of pain not as an event, a feeling, or a circumstance. Think of pain like a party,” he began.

      “Some party!” She instantly replied. “More like a terribly timed surprise party.”

      “Exactly!” The stranger said, lighting up. “Pain throws terribly timed surprise parties that no one enjoys.”

      “Well, pain sure threw me a surprise party today.” Joanna replied. “But it’s a lonely party.”

      The man smiled at Joanna. “Well, the thing I have discovered about pain’s party is that pain has invited every guest you need to meet to that party. Every guest has a purpose for showing up, and if you are not paying attention to everyone in attendance, you will miss out on the power of that party.”

      “Power? There is nothing powerful about the news I was just handed,” Joanna quickly countered. “I was just given a grenade with no safety pin and an expectation that it will explode.”

      “I felt I was supposed to say something when I first saw you,” the man said, looking at her with compassion. “There is beauty in ashes. There is life in death, and there is hope in the dark. There most certainly will be power in that party.”

      Just then, the elevator stopped its swaying hum of descent. The doors opened, and as Joanna stepped off the elevator, she turned to look one last time at the stranger, who had politely stepped to the side allowing her to exit. He was continuing to another floor, so as she looked at him, he spoke a final word. “Keep doing what you know to do and give the season its season. Let your pain do its thing. You can only meet your purpose through pain.”
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            Surprise!
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        “The pain that we feel has a power to push us to our very great potentials.”

        Nokwethemba Nkosi

      

        

      

      I have discovered that pain never just creeps into a person’s life. That would be easier. Pain is the ultimate loose cannon—loud, flamboyant, and obnoxious. This is why we are so surprised when we walk through the doorway of the day-to-day to find this partier in our home, with a crowd of guests. Pain jumps out from behind the couch and shouts, “SURPRISE!!!!” Pain never just stops by for a front porch conversation, never knocks on your door or calls to see if it’s a good time. Pain always throws a party, and this party is guaranteed to shock you.

      And nobody parties like Pain. The party will be loud, wild, and out of control. Pain does not care if you had prior plans or company of your own on the way. Pain cares nothing about the sacredness of a quiet moment reading a book, or a candle-lit bath time. Pain does not understand the necessity of sleep nor does pain regard the importance of our desire to catch the perfect memories on camera. When Pain decides to throw a party, it will always be on Pain’s terms. This alone can be one of the biggest reasons we dislike Pain’s surprise parties in our lives—no one wants to feel out of control.

      KING OF THE ROAD

      We are all control freaks to one extent or another. We like to believe that we have full control in our life. We like to believe that we have the final say in what our labors in life will produce. We make plans, schedule vacations, and procrastinate on doing the most important things in our lives because we honestly believe we have an endless supply of tomorrows. We can put off telling a loved one how we feel, because we will always see them at the next family get together. We hesitate to tell a person how proud we are of them, because we’re waiting for the “right time.” We refuse to forgive, because we must be sure the offender is genuinely sorry.

      In my office at home, I have a beautifully framed and hung passage of scripture. I love this passage of scripture dearly, because it is one that God has shown me during one of Pain’s surprise parties.

      
        
        
          
        “A man's heart deviseth his way: but the LORD directeth his steps.”

        Proverbs 16:9 (KJV)

      

      

        

      

      In other words, we can make all the plans we want, but the LORD determines our movement. What makes this verse so powerful is how simply and certainly it states that we are NOT in control of our lives. We can make all of the plans we want to make, but, in the end, our path is and will always be determined by God. This isn’t the only time Scripture mentions our lack of control.

      
        
        
          
        “Don’t brag about your plans for tomorrow—wait and see what happens.”

        Proverbs 27:1 (TLB)

      

      

        

      

      To believe we are promised anything beyond the moment we are in is to live life based on fantasy.
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