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    Dedication:

 

BetteLou Price—my lifelong partner, gentle encourager, and co-creator in Christ.

You always believed in God, and somehow, you always believed in me.Even now, I picture you—pain-free, full of joy, likely lending kindness to whoever's nearby, just as you always did down here. 

Your love made this work possible. Your spirit still shapes it.The Holy Spirit continues to speak, just as He did when we first said yes to writing for Him together.

Thank You, Lord, for the gift of BetteLouAnd thank you, Bette, for showing me how love and faith can dwell in the same sentence.

And now, Bette, until later when we will be together once again, forever alive,

 

I am still here, 

Still His—And still yours— 

 

Wayne.  
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70 Day Devotional
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Day 1: The Cave I Didn’t Choose
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I didn’t ask to be here. 

This room, this rhythm, this strange quietness pressed between walls I didn’t build. I used to think of caves as places for the wild—bears, bats, prophets maybe. But not me. And not now.

Yet here I am.

I think of David, anointed but hunted, faithful yet forced to flee. He found himself in a cave too. Not because of sin. Not because of failure. But because the world turned dangerous, and God's purposes took him through a season of shadows.

He didn’t sugarcoat it. He called out to God with the honesty of a man who had no one else. “I have no refuge,” he said. “No one cares for my life.” And still—still—he cried, “You are my refuge. My portion.”

It’s strange, isn’t it, how a cave can become a chapel?

Maybe this space I didn’t choose is holy ground too. Maybe being still, being sidelined, being unseen by the world doesn’t mean I’ve been forgotten by God. Maybe the cave is where kings are formed.

So I sit and lay here—

Still, 

But still His.

––––––––
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​​Scripture – Psalm 142:5–7 (NIV)

I cry to you, Lord; I say, “You are my refuge, my portion in the land of the living.”

Listen to my cry, for I am in desperate need; rescue me from those who pursue me, for they are too strong for me.

Set me free from my prison, that I may praise your name. Then the righteous will gather about me because of your goodness to me.



​​Prayer

Lord, You see the walls around me. You know what it feels like to be hidden and hurting like David was. I choose to believe that You haven’t left me here alone. Be my refuge. Be my portion. And make this place—this cave I didn’t choose—a holy place where I hear You more clearly than ever before. I love You Lord. Amen.



​​​​
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Hope for the Weary, Worn, and/or Wounded

Day 2: The Gift I Never Knew I Wanted

There were times—busy times—when I would whisper a prayer almost without meaning to:

“Lord, give me a little peace and quiet.”

Now I have more quiet than I ever imagined. Not always peace, but certainly quiet. And isn’t it just like God to answer our prayers in ways we didn’t expect?

This stillness, once unwelcome, has begun to speak. Not loudly. Not even clearly at first. But softly, like the sound of leaves shifting in a breeze. I’ve started to realize that quiet isn’t an absence—it’s a presence. A space where God can settle in.

In the hush, I find myself thinking differently. More deeply. Praying more gently. Listening longer. Sometimes I cry in the quiet. But sometimes—more often lately—I simply rest in it.

And here’s the part I never saw coming: it’s in this quiet that I first started to sense the Spirit moving me in new ways. Subtle, spiritual gifts I never gave myself time to see before—discernment, compassion, words of wisdom, mercy. He was forming them in me all along, but now... now I’m learning to receive them.

The restriction didn’t give me quiet.

God did.

And through that quiet, 

He gave me even more.

––––––––
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Scripture – Isaiah 30:15 (NIV)

“In repentance and rest is your salvation, in quietness and trust is your strength...”



Prayer

Father, thank You for the gift I didn’t recognize at first. Thank You for quiet—not as a loss, but as an invitation. Teach me to rest in it, to listen in it, and to see the beauty of how You’re growing me in this still space. I’m not missing out. I’m drawing in. I invite you into this formerly unappreciated  space, my quiet. I look forward to meeting You here, now, Jesus. Amen.
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Hope for the Weary, Worn, and/or Wounded

Day 3: One More Cry, One More Step 

The King, David, was also a man—hunted, betrayed, broken, worn thin by responsibility and regret. He knew what it meant to be desperate—and not just once. That’s why he prayed like someone who had worn a groove in the floor with his knees. 

He asked for safety. 

He asked for justice. 

He asked for answers. 

But most of all, he asked with trust—not because the answers always came right away, but because he had a history with God. 

And maybe that’s what trust really is—not certainty about how, or when, or even if... but a decision to turn back toward the same God again, just like you did yesterday. 

It's unlikely you’ll be praying for rescue from soldiers or caves. 

Maybe your battle is fatigue. 

Maybe it’s bills. 

Maybe it’s pain that doesn’t let you rest. 

Maybe it’s just the dull ache of feeling alone.

Whatever it is, your need is no less worthy. And your return to God—again, and again, and again—is trust. ___________________________________ 

Scripture – Psalm 28:6–7 (NIV) 

Praise be to the Lord, for he has heard my cry for mercy. The Lord is my strength and my shield; my heart trusts in him, and he helps me. My heart leaps for joy, and with my song I praise him. ___________________________________ 🙏 Prayer 

Lord, You’ve heard my voice before. And here I am again. Still needing. Still asking. Still believing You’re the only place my cry can land and still have hope. I don’t know how You’ll answer. But I do trust that You will. Create in me a path of prayer, one that always circles back to You. Thank you Father. Amen.

​
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Hope for the Weary, Worn, and/or Wounded

Day 4: While I Still Can

We used to talk about going. My daughters were living in new places, building their lives, and their mother and I always said we’d visit—sometime soon. But soon kept slipping. It was always, “Maybe next year,” or, “Let’s wait until things settle down.”

And now... Mom passed, and I can’t.

Funny how “Can’t do” comes not long after “Not yet.” I wish I had known how short that window would be.

But I won’t stay in regret. That road doesn’t go anywhere good. The truth is, I can’t visit my daughters now—but I can talk with them. I can listen well. I can encourage them. I can love them out loud, in real time, with whatever strength I have today.

I don’t want to waste the moments I do have by mourning the ones I missed.

Maybe that’s part of what Jesus meant when He said not to worry about tomorrow. Not because tomorrow doesn’t matter, but because today is sacred too. It holds people we love. Words, we can say. Forgiveness, we can offer. Memories, we can still make... even by phone.

No, I can’t travel anymore.

But I can be present.

And that’s still something holy.

––––––––
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Scripture – Matthew 6:34 (NIV)

Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Each day has enough trouble of its own.



Prayer

Lord, we both see the moments I let slip by. I need Your help learning how to treasure the moments I do have. Show me. I want to love well with all the strength and support You’ve given me to share, today. Let my words carry more than sound—let them carry my love and Your grace. It’s important to me. Amen.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Still Here – Still His

[image: ]




Hope for the Weary, Worn, and/or Wounded

Day 5: The Battle I Can’t See

When David fought, there was usually someone standing in front of him. A giant. An army. A betrayer. His battles were loud, public, physical. He knew when the fight started—and when it was over.  
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