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Introduction

Since the beginning of time and throughout biblical history, women have inspired and upheld one another by sharing their stories.

Sarah’s desire for a child reinforces our own, and we find hope and promise in her story. We learn about the thrilling joys and devastating sorrows of motherhood from Mary, the mother of Jesus, who taught us the ultimate lessons in letting go.

During some phases of our lives, we draw strength from Ruth, who selflessly took in her mother-in-law. As we allow others to care for us, we find peace and strength in Naomi.

Like Miriam, we dance, sing and rejoice after triumphantly surviving life’s difficult journeys.

When we step out in new adventures, feeling eager yet confused, we relate to lessons from Eve.

Tales of Mary Magdalene remind us to forgive ourselves as Jesus forgives us.

And how often have we wished for the wisdom and discernment of the prophetess Deborah?

As coauthors of Chicken Soup for the Christian Woman’s Soul, we gathered literally thousands of stories from Christian women around the world to continue this legacy of sharing and to put together this collection. As you read how their faith in Christ has blessed these women’s lives, you will be inspired to make Him the center of your life. These heartwarming, hope-filled stories will lift up your spirits and nourish your souls. Our wish is for you to savor each story and find inspiration and healing in each message. We believe you will draw strength from your fellow sisters in Christ as you practice these lessons of faith, love and forgiveness.

Together, we Christian women will continue our calling to share our faith to nurture and uphold one another.

It is with great joy, pride and humility that we are privileged to share with you—Chicken Soup for the Christian Woman’s Soul.



1
FAITH

Faith is to believe, on the word of God, what we do not see, and its reward is to see and enjoy what we believe.

Saint Augustine 



The Piano

You pay God a compliment by asking great things of Him.

St. Teresa of Avila 

During the early 1990s, being a Christian recording artist sometimes felt like one big struggle in a world of extremes. I would stand on stage in front of spotlights and thousands of people, only to go back to the hotel room with my family, wondering if anyone really cared about what I did at all. I would fall into bed in a small room shared by six, with one bathroom and suitcases piled everywhere.

We put on large contemporary Christian concerts in churches all over the country. I stepped into some of the most beautiful buildings equipped with state of the art furnishings and accoutrements, only to feel like I was on the outside looking in. For two hours I was the center of attention—lights dimmed, music played and God’s presence filled all of our lives. Then moments after the concert ended, we packed it all up, rolled it out the back door into our trailer and disappeared down a lonely highway into the silence of the night.

I used to walk around those big, empty, church auditoriums as everyone scurried to get set up, wondering how they did it. How did these churches acquire all the wonderful facilities and resources they needed to make a difference in people’s lives? What was the secret? I was doing the same thing they were, only I did it on the road and my “congregation” changed every night. I wondered how anyone ever acquired the unabashed boldness to just stretch their hands open, stand before God and simply receive from his overflowing abundance. It was easier to just believe that everyone else must be doing something right, and I must be somehow flawed. Maybe if I tried harder, worked longer and suffered a little bit more, I would finally be “worthy” of receiving what I needed.

One afternoon in between concerts, my husband and I walked into a huge music store filled with the most impressive collection of grand pianos I had ever seen. Row after row of black-and-ivory concert grands sat there waiting for someone with the gift of music in their soul to sit down and play them. I pulled a bench up to one of the pianos, touched the keys and smiled.

“Nice piano,” I said to the salesclerk.

“Are you looking for a grand or a baby grand?” He perked up, thinking he had a customer.

“Oh me?” I laughed. “Well, I can’t really buy a piano now,” I said sheepishly.

My husband walked over and spoke up without hesitation. “Honey, you’ve been wanting a real piano for years. These are incredible instruments!”

I gave him the are-you-out-of-your-mind? look.

“Let me show you a baby grand over here that’s really special,” the salesclerk said moving us to the back of the store.

My husband followed him excitedly. I trailed behind, dragging my feet, wishing we could just get out of there and save ourselves any further embarrassment. We didn’t belong in an expensive music store. I felt like I was trespassing and any minute I was going to be found out.

“This is a brand-new baby grand,” the salesclerk gushed. “It’s the only one of its kind, and we’re clearing it out. It’s on sale—and I’ll tell you, it’s one of the most fabulous pianos I’ve ever seen.”

“Sit down and play it, “ my husband urged.

I wished he’d leave me alone. Why should I play it if I couldn’t have it? To save face in front of the salesclerk, I sat down at the clean, white keys. They felt like smooth silk and sounded like a symphony. The salesclerk propped the lid open.

“Press the pedals and play hard,” he said. “You can’t believe how this thing resonates and fills up the whole room.”

He was right. It was incredible. It moved and inspired me to just sit and play it in the store. I could have written a song right then and there.

“How much is it?” my husband asked casually—as if he had just won the lottery.

“It lists for ten thousand dollars, but since we’re clearing it out, we’re giving it away for only five thousand dollars.” He grinned.

“Wow!” my husband cheered and turned smiling at me.

Wow yourself, I thought, rolling my eyes. What did it matter if it was five thousand or five million! We were struggling musicians who didn’t have the money. I couldn’t have this. I was nobody. We weren’t the pastors with the big buildings. We didn’t have a record company financing our tours. Who was I to spend that kind of money for a music ministry? Still, I wanted that piano, and my husband knew it.

“Let’s put some money down on it and hold it,” he whispered to me frantically. “If we can’t pay for it in thirty days, then we won’t get it, but let’s take a step of faith and try.”

He handed the salesclerk a check for $500.

The salesclerk smiled. “See you in thirty days!” he said, waving good-bye.

As the days passed, I wanted that piano more than anything. Each day on tour I started my day with prayer time, and from somewhere deep down in my spirit, faith rose. Unabashed boldness seemed to come out of nowhere and I talked to God.

“God, if I were a pastor, and I needed one of those million-dollar buildings to share my message, you would provide it without question. If I was a medical missionary, and the ‘tool’ I needed was an airplane, it would come to me. Well, God, I’m a musician, and that’s a God-given calling as worthy and as important as any other calling. I’m not asking for a building or an airplane; I’m just asking for a piano to write my songs. I’m ready to believe that my gift of music is as important to you as the gift of being a pastor or a medical missionary or a brain surgeon. I know you won’t fail me because I’m important, too.”

Every morning I prayed that prayer and as I did, I began to realize that I was just as “worthy” as anyone else, because God had given me my musical gift. In a few weeks, I believed it wholeheartedly and the doubt that I didn’t deserve anything began to fade. I began to tell my friends about the piano I had “on hold.”

Our concert tour ended twenty-nine days later. As we pulled into the driveway and started unloading our gear, my parents, who had been watching our house, appeared in the front yard with a letter in their hands.

“Here’s the weirdest letter,” they said, handing us the stack of mail. “It’s addressed to you, honey, but your last name is spelled wrong, and there’s no street address. I can’t believe it got here.”

I stared at the wrinkled, stained envelope with just my name and my small town and state scribbled across it.

I opened it up curiously and saw a yellow check inside. There was no letter or note, just the yellow check. As I unfolded it, I almost fainted. It was for $5,000, and it was made out to me from my great-uncle Britt. I hardly knew him and hadn’t spoken to him in many years. My parents looked at the check in shock.

“Honey, what in the world?” my mother gasped.

“My piano,” I whispered.

“Uncle Britt did that to me once,” my dad laughed. “Sometimes he just likes to start getting rid of all the money he has. I guess your number came up today!” He giggled at his eccentric uncle and hugged me.

The next morning, exactly thirty days later, I called the music store, wired them the full amount of $4,500 and gave the leftover $500 to a worthy ministry. My shiny, white baby grand piano was delivered and placed in the middle of my living room where the sun streamed down on it from a skylight.

There are still times in my life when I feel like “I’m on the outside looking in,” and I question whether I’m “worthy” enough. I sometimes wonder if God only blesses big names and big buildings. On those days I sit down in front of the most extravagant concert piano that I have ever played, and I remember that whether anybody else thinks so or not, God believes I am “worth it,” and He got a ninety-year-old, eccentric great-uncle to help Him show me.

Carla Riehl 



The Ring I Really Want

The manner of giving shows the character of the giver, more than the gift itself.

John Casper Lavater 

“Oh, I love your diamond,” Janet said admiringly as we served lunch to the children in the school gym. “It’s beautiful.”

“Thanks,” I said, and then I confessed. “It’s not real; it’s just a cubic zirconia.”

Her eyes widened. “Wow. I would never have guessed.” 

I have always had a passion for collecting fine jewelry, but I also own a few quality fake pieces, which generally fool everyone. Janet eyed my large sparkling ring. “I’ve never owned anything like that,” she sighed, looking down at the plain thin wedding band on her hand.

We finished serving the children their Thanksgiving turkey lunch, but Janet’s words stayed with me. I knew she and her husband could not afford even the small luxuries of life; they are a Christian family who lives down the street with four boys, and they work hard to make ends meet.

The idea of giving my ring to Janet came to me the next day. I pushed it away immediately. Although the 14-carat gold ring was only a cubic zirconia, I liked it and wore it often with my wedding band. The thought of knocking on Janet’s door and presenting her with my ring seemed ridiculous. I try to shrug the notion off, but the thought persisted. It bothered me for a week. I had no peace until finally I prayed: “Lord, if this is something you want me to do, I’ll do it, but please go with me and let her be home when I go.” I reasoned that if I knocked on the door and Janet wasn’t home, which she often wasn’t, I would take it as a sign that I didn’t have to part with my ring. I felt a little better but was still unenthusiastic about this errand.

The next morning I put the ring in its little blue velvet box, wrapped it up in tissue paper and walked down the street to Janet’s house, my heart pounding. She’ll think I’m crazy, I thought. What kind of neighbor gives someone a 14-carat gold ring? I don’t even know her that well.

I felt like turning around and going home but forced myself to climb the steps to Janet’s house. I knocked quietly on the door. No one answered. I stood on her porch, waiting uncomfortably. Knock again, God’s spirit prompted. Reluctantly I knocked again. No one answered.

I felt the stirrings of relief. Maybe she was away and I could forget about this whole thing. Just as I stood there contemplating my escape, I heard the doorknob rattle. Janet looked incredibly surprised to see me. “Hi,” she greeted me.

“Good morning,” I said, struggling not to blush with discomfort. I handed her the small package. “I have something for you.”

She looked astounded. “For me?”

I nodded. “The Lord has been telling me all week to give this to you.”

She took it and as her fingers closed over the contours of the box, she realized what it was. To my immense surprise, her eyes filled with tears and her hands began to shake. “No,” her voice quavered. “I can’t accept this. It’s too much. I can’t accept this.”

An immense peace and joy descended upon me there on Janet’s front porch. “You’re my sister in Christ and I want you to have it,” I said, unable to keep the delight from spreading over my face.

Janet unwrapped the ring and cried. I hugged her, my eyes full of tears. She hugged me back. It took a bit of convincing on my part, but she finally agreed to keep the ring. “If you ever change your mind, just tell me and I’ll give it back,” she promised. It was a few sizes too small for her, so I told her to have it adjusted at the nearby jewelry store, which had extremely reasonable prices.

I thought that was the end of the story, but several weeks later as I was walking past Janet’s house, she flew out the door, across the porch and out to the sidewalk.

“I have a present for you,” she said breathlessly. She thrust a little package at me.

“Janet, you don’t have to do that,” I protested.

“Open it,” she said, grinning.

I opened it and found a little blue velvet box with my ring in it. I looked up at her, puzzled and slightly disappointed that she had chosen not to keep it.

“I went to the jewelry store you told me about to get it sized,” she explained, “but the clerk didn’t think it would be good for the claws and setting to enlarge it that many sizes. I was devastated. I finally had something beautiful and I couldn’t even wear it.”

Janet’s smile was incongruent with her story.

“I don’t understand,” I admitted.

On the sidewalk, in the late afternoon, with the sun slanting through the maple tree in Janet’s yard, she told me what had happened. For years, her set of wedding bands had lain in a dresser drawer in her bedroom. She had lost the diamond solitaire, and the rings needed repairs and sizing. It was a gorgeous antique set but she had been unable to wear it. Every Mother’s Day, birthday and Christmas, she had quietly gone to that dresser drawer and examined her rings, hoping her husband had surprised her by getting them fixed. And every time she went to the drawer, she was disappointed. Repairing and restoring the rings were simply too expensive. She and her husband had received estimates from jewelers of nearly one thousand dollars for the work. They couldn’t afford to spend their money on something so frivolous. My gift had touched her heart, but what she wanted most was to wear her own wedding bands.

On a whim, Janet asked the clerk in the jewelry store about getting her wedding rings fixed. She had given up hope that it would ever happen. It had never occurred to her to consider a synthetic gem—until now. Janet’s rings were sized and repaired and the center stone replaced with a cubic zirconia for under $100. She held her hand out to show me. Her rings sparkled in the sunlight. Rows of glittering diamonds encircled a solitaire that flashed with brilliant fire. They were stunning.

“For the first time in seven years, I am wearing my rings again,” she said, her voice breaking. “Thank you for your gift. Thank you more than you’ll ever know—but these are the only rings I really want.”

I walked home in a daze. It took quite a while for the whole extraordinary sequence of events to sink in. I have concluded that God’s intricate plans are altogether too incredible to anticipate or comprehend. The next time He wants to entwine my life with another, I will do as He asks—without questions, without doubts—and with trust.

Rachel Wallace-Oberle 



Seed Faith Money

He that gives all, though but little, gives much; because God looks not to the quantity of the gift, but the quality of the givers.

Francis Quarles 

My friend Rosemary was newly divorced and overwhelmed by the awesome responsibility of raising two daughters alone. There were many weeks when she had less than fifty dollars to her name.

At Easter time, Rosemary’s daughter Theresa discovered a pea-sized lump on her collarbone. Tests showed Hodgkin’s disease and a tumor that filled 40 percent of her chest cavity.

In addition to the terror of watching Theresa suffer, Rosemary was also distraught over the enormous medical bills piling up. The hospital was demanding a fifteen-hundred-dollar payment.

A few weeks later, quite unexpectedly, Rosemary was named “Employee of the Year” at work and received a prize of fifteen hundred dollars: exactly the amount she needed. What a stroke of luck! Rosemary thought.

At church that Sunday an overpowering inner voice was so loud and clear she shook her head to make sure she wasn’t dreaming. The voice said, “Give Maggie a hundred dollars.”

“What?” Rosemary demanded.

“Give Maggie a hundred dollars.”

Maggie? The Maggie whose job I took over when she quit at work? She was the only Maggie that Rosemary knew. Why does this woman need me to give her a hundred dollars? Rosemary asked the inner voice. I’m the one struggling financially! At least Maggie has a husband to help her.

Rosemary thought about her recent windfall. After tithing and paying taxes on it, the amount she actually cleared from that prize was less than a thousand dollars— not even enough to cover the hospital payment. Now someone—was it God? Rosemary wondered—was asking her to give a hundred dollars to a woman she hardly knew.

This is ridiculous, she said to herself. Why, it’s total fiscal irresponsibility!

At home that afternoon Rosemary kept hearing the voice: Give Maggie a hundred dollars.

She dug deep into her faith reserve and remembered the verse from Matthew 28:20 that says, “And surely I am with you always, to the very end of the age.”

Rosemary thought back to the last few months of Theresa’s struggle with Hodgkin’s disease. By now, she was well on the road to recovery. She hadn’t even gotten sick from the chemotherapy. Yes, God had been with them throughout the whole ordeal, but Rosemary also knew that God didn’t ask for paybacks.

It didn’t make sense, but Rosemary reached for her checkbook. Shaking and sweating, she wrote the check and mailed it to Maggie. A week later Maggie stood on Rosemary’s doorstep. Smiling, Maggie handed the check back. “I can’t accept this, Rosemary, but I want you to know that you certainly did God’s work when you sent it. My husband was getting so bitter about God and religion. He was so touched by your generosity, he’s acting like a whole new person. Thank you so much,” she beamed as she pressed the hundred-dollar check back into Rosemary’s hand.

The next Sunday, Rosemary tithed an extra ten dollars for the hundred dollars Maggie had given back to her. On Monday, Rosemary received a check in the mail from her Aunt Joey for a hundred dollars for no particular reason— something her aunt had never done before.

On Tuesday, Rosemary tithed ten dollars of that money to the church.

On Friday she received a hundred-dollar check in the mail from her good friend, Sharon, who enclosed a note that said simply, “I’m sure you can use this.” Sharon had never done such a thing before.

That’s when it hit Rosemary square in the eye. She thought to herself, When God asked me to give Maggie a hundred dollars for no apparent reason, I listened—a bit grudgingly, I’ll admit. Was it a test, like when God instructed Abraham to sacrifice Isaac, his beloved son? And just as God spared Isaac at the last minute, did He “spare me” by bringing back that one hundred dollars three times in six days?

Several years later, Rosemary’s finances were again extremely grim. Her older daughter, Claire, was getting ready to go back to college, and Rosemary was frantic over how she would come up with the money for her tuition. In faith, she reluctantly sold some antique jewelry that had been given to her years earlier.

The next Sunday Rosemary slipped into the pew next to Margaret, a struggling single parent. The familiar inner voice said, Give a hundred dollars to Margaret.

Rosemary almost wailed out loud. Now just a minute! she said to that inner voice. I took a loss on the jewelry when I sold it, because I have faith in You! And You’re still asking me to give Margaret a hundred dollars?

Rosemary knew it was useless to argue. The world says “Hang onto your money.” But sometimes God says “Give it away.” She gave Margaret a hundred dollars.

Within five days, the bank suddenly approved an “iffy” college loan toward Claire’s tuition. In addition, the following week Rosemary received a generous and quite unexpected raise at work.

The next week in church she quieted herself and prepared to “listen” to what God had in mind for her now— more out of curiosity at the absurdity of it all than with real eagerness. Within a few minutes, she was directed to give another struggling single parent whom she barely knew one hundred and fifty dollars. This time there was no, Aw, come on, God, You’ve got to be kidding! By this time, she was a believer. She’d been taught more than once that if she just put out a seedling effort, God would return His bounty in bushels.

Patricia Lorenz 



The Song in You

And the song in you can make hopes and dreams come true.

LaDonna Gatlin 

Back in the summer of 1976, in Nashville, Tennessee, I came to a crossroads in my life, and I had a decision to make. Should I stay with my brothers, the Gatlin Brothers, and sing their country music—or follow God’s leading in my heart and sing a different song? Although the prospect of stardom lay just ahead for the Gatlins, I could not get away from that tug in my heart. So, after much soul-searching, I chose to sing God’s song.

That song has taken me on an incredible journey. It has taken me from the Grand Old Opry to the splendor of the Crystal Cathedral and every place in between. I’ve sung it in the spotlight with hundreds of people looking on. I’ve sung it by the nightlight as I sang lullabies to my babies. I’ve sung it in the halls of corporate powerhouses, and I’ve sung it in the halls of death row prison blocks. I’ve found one thing to be true in all those places—people need to hear my song.

Oh sure, the melody and the lyrics change from place to place. Sometimes I sing, “I’m on Top of the World.” Other times, however, I sing a far different tune. Like the day that a young female inmate walked up to me in a prison yard and said, “LaDonna, I can remember living in only two places in my entire life—under a bridge in Dallas and behind these prison walls.”

I had no idea what to say to that young woman. So I cradled her precious face in my hands and with tears streaming down both our cheeks, I did the only thing I knew how to do—I sang her my song. “Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound that saved a wretch like me. I once was lost, but now I’m found, was blind but now I see.”

I didn’t have the power to reverse the young woman’s sentence—to sign some document that would set her free. But I did have the opportunity to offer her something that I believe supercedes the constraints of any circumstances— hope—a hope that gave her strength.

My journey has shown me that there’s a whole world full of people out there who feel just as imprisoned as that young inmate—imprisoned by their circumstances, their failures, their fears. They have no hope, or so it seems. We all have a God-given song to share, and just as I sang my song to her, we can each sing our songs of hope every day. It may be as simple as a smile, a kind word, a pat on the back or a handwritten note that says, “I’m here for you, I’m praying for you.”

None of us should be afraid to sing our songs—we never know who needs to hear the music.

LaDonna Gatlin 



God Listens

Faith is the pencil of the soul that pictures heavenly things.

Thomas Burbridge 

“God, if you ever want a man in my life, you will have to put him there. In fact, he will have to be standing at my front door wearing a T-shirt that says you sent him.” Those words, spoken from bitterness and disappointment for the crushed relationships in my life, stated exactly how I felt about men, as a single mother.

Years passed, and my busy life centered around church, my four sons and my job. My parents lived out of state, so our church became our family.

Slowly, I turned all my joys, heartaches and triumphs over to God.

During those healing years, my youngest son established a friendship with a man who assisted our youth music minister. Dean was a quiet, somber man, but one who lived a life modeled after our Lord. He urged youth to find their identity through God’s unfailing love. I admired Dean’s patience, understanding and giving ways. More so, I appreciated his friendship with my sons.

At first I felt suspicious of him spending time and effort on them, and I researched his background to ensure my sons’ safety and well-being. He received glowing reports for his integrity and devotion to God. I decided he had been sent to fill the void in my sons’ lives and to be the role model they so desperately needed.

Over the next year and a half, Dean spent more and more time with them. He took the youngest to Cancún during Christmas break and took two of them to Branson, Missouri, shortly afterwards. He purchased one of the boys a car so he could take a part-time job. Dean showed him how to pay for gas and insurance and still have spending money. He listened to my sons’ escapades and problems, and he never judged or condemned their behavior. He and I were great friends. I felt no threat because Dean was twelve years younger than I.

One summer day the doorbell rang. Dean stood in the doorway wearing a T-shirt with the logo “God Listens.” At that moment I remembered the words I had uttered years before. I felt the color rise to my cheeks, and my stomach knotted. Dean handed me five additional shirts with the same “God Listens” logo printed on the front.

“I got these at the Christian bookstore, and there’s one for each of you,” he said.

All I could think of was, Oh no, Lord, not Dean. He’s not the right one. He’s too young, and he’s—well, he’s my friend. Naturally, I said nothing, but thereafter the “God Listens” logo haunted me. I attempted to rationalize the entire incident, and I asked God to handle the matter for me. He did.

Two months later, Dean proposed. The boys were excited, and I realized how happy our lives had become since he first began a relationship with us. Still, I felt nervous and fearful of being hurt again.

Dean and I talked a great deal about a Christian marriage and the value of open communication. We made a budget, attended premarital classes, prayed together and talked about our future.

Neither of us had family nearby, so my sons and a few close friends were all we wanted to attend the ceremony. We scheduled the wedding for ten o’clock on a November morning. Shortly before 9:30, the boys and I drove to the church where one of Dean’s friends waited outside to video the whole thing. I’m not very comfortable in front of a camera, but I tried to relax and act normal—whatever that is.

Once inside I stared amazed at the number of friends who had come to share in our vows. My best friend, my sons and I stood in an empty office while a photographer snapped various poses of us. Of course, the video rolled on.

Promptly at ten, the pastor stepped in and announced it was time for the wedding. We walked down the hallway to find even more friends waiting.

But Dean did not stand among them.

The pastor reached inside his suit pocket and produced a folded piece of paper. “Dean could not be with us this morning, but he did leave a letter for DiAnn.”

A hush fell over the room, and I teetered between hysterics and sheer bewilderment. Why couldn’t the pastor have pulled me aside to break the news? My heart pounded furiously as I stood there in total humiliation and disappointment. Too stunned to even utter a protest, I watched in horror while the pastor unfolded the letter. Suddenly, the thought of fainting held merit. If only I could stop him— but it was too late.

With heartfelt words, Dean began his letter explaining how he had gradually fallen in love with each member of my family. He stated how his friendship with me had grown from admiration to a deep love. His first love was Jesus, and he knew I shared the same feelings. Together we would establish a loving, Christian marriage and realize the blessings of our Lord. His love and commitment extended to my sons as well.

The letter concluded that he waited for us at a secret destination. There, he awaited me at the altar.

The pastor tucked the letter back inside his suit coat and escorted me to a church bus. I didn’t know what to say for fear the lump in my throat would explode into a pool of tears. Where could Dean be?

We boarded a church bus, with the video still filming my every emotion, while I searched futilely for a possible wedding location. Each time I thought I knew where Dean intended to meet me, the bus drove right on by. We continued driving, and my mind raced with the possibilities. Then the bus turned into a lovely subdivision. There stood my husband-to-be in front of a beautiful and spacious new home. In the front yard, a sign leaned against a huge pine tree. It read: The Mills Residence, established November 24, 1993.

Inside, in the dining room, I found a wedding cake and food for all our friends. Candles and baskets of pink flowers surrounded a kneeling bench in front of a marble fireplace. Dean stood there, arms outstretched. A black grand piano filled the room with the music of love.

Dean’s T-shirt had been right—God does listen.

DiAnn G. Mills
Submitted by Linda Evans Shepherd 
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“I truly believe that if we were meant to be,
there would be a sign from the heavens.”

Reprinted by permission of Jonny Hawkins. ©2001 Jonny Hawkins.



A Thousand Ways

God has a thousand ways where I can see not
one,
When all my means have reached their end,
Then His have just begun.

Esther Guyot 

Heavy snow fell outside the home of Dick Osborn’s parents in Boise, Idaho. Dick sat quietly in his room brooding about a dating relationship that had ended. Reaching for his Bible, he read Proverbs 16:33: “The lot is cast into the lap, but its every decision is from the Lord.”

Normally Dick wasn’t the type to give God an ultimatum, but this particular evening, he felt lonely and depressed thinking about his ex-girlfriend, Sandy. He reached in his pocket for a quarter and flipped it up in the air, saying, “Lord, if it lands heads up, I will get back with Sandy and marry her someday. If it doesn’t, I know that isn’t your will.” The coin landed tails up.

“No, Lord,” Dick said, “that’s not the right answer. Let’s go two out of three.” He tossed the coin into the air once more, and it landed tails up again. After the fourth time, Dick groaned, “Well, this is just a bunch of hokey anyway.” 

Glancing around the room, Dick’s gaze fell on a magazine lying upside down on the rug. On the back was an advertisement for the book Parables for Young Teens. He pleaded, “Lord, who am I going to marry, then?” Staring at the book’s picture, he read the author’s name and said, “Susan F. Titus?” Again, he flipped his coin up in the air, but this time it landed heads up.

“Well, that just proves that this really is a bunch of hokey. I don’t even know anyone named Susan F. Titus, let alone what state she’s in. How could I possibly marry her?” He soon forgot the incident and tried to move on in his life.

Months later, Dick sat laughing and talking with his church group.

“The thing I miss most from my previous marriage is the baseball tickets to the California Angels,” one young woman said.

“It happens that I’ve got season tickets to a box seat. Maybe we can go sometime,” Dick said.

She whispered discretely, “I’d like to, but I’m dating someone.”

Dick smiled and responded glibly, “Let me know if you ever change your mind.”

Several months later, Dick was disappointed to learn that his old girlfriend, Sandy, was engaged to someone else. The following Sunday he walked with his baseball-fan friend from the church sanctuary to the parking lot. She stopped and said, “Dick, remember what you said about my telling you if I ever changed my mind about going out with you?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I’d like to.”

A smile lit his face. “Okay.”

They had lunch the following Wednesday, and soon 

their romance blossomed. Before long, they were engaged. One day, while Dick was carrying some of her son’s things upstairs, he noticed a framed poster hanging on the hallway wall, which read: Parables for Young Teens by Susan F. Titus.

He stared openmouthed, then turned to his fiancée. “Sue, did you write that book?”

“Yes,” she answered. “Why else would I have it hanging on my wall?”

He didn’t respond, but just stared incredulously.

Later on their honeymoon, one evening Dick squeezed Susan’s hand and said, “I have a story to tell you, and you’re going to find it hard to believe. “ Before he started the story, however, Dick took a coin from his pocket and flipped it. “Heads. I won,” he said, and then he began.

Susan Titus Osborn
submitted by Linda Evans Shepherd 



A Special Lady

We must take our troubles to the Lord, but we must do more than that; we must leave them there.

Hannah Whitall Smith 

I rushed out of the feed store, eager to get home, when I heard her. “Wheee . . . eee . . . eee!” I turned to see a darling little filly in a small, fenced-in area in the parking lot. It seemed cruel to keep this beautiful animal penned up in a four-by-nine stall. Drawn by her beauty, I walked over to her. Her soft, warm nuzzle against my bare arm that hot summer day almost made me cry.

“Hi! You’re a pretty lady!” I rubbed her nose and she immediately responded with a series of neighs that seemed to say, “Buy me . . . eee . . . eee.”

I hurried home and tried to go about my business as usual, but I kept hearing an echo in my thoughts. “Love me . . . eee . . . eee.”

About this time, I had begun to seek a closer walk with God. I had a yearning in my heart to know God in a deeper way. My husband, Emmitt, did not understand my new commitment and worried I’d go “overboard with religion.”

Dear Lord, I prayed, please don’t let me turn Emmitt away from You. Draw him toward You. More than anything in the world, I want him to love You with all his heart.

I took Emmitt to see the horse, which I already called “Lady” in my thoughts. Emmitt had a very tender spot for animals, especially horses, and we bought her right on the spot!

Since we lived at the edge of town and had an acre of backyard, we thought caring for her at home had more advantages than taking her to our small farm. Emmitt never admitted how much he cared for Lady, but I caught him many times talking to her from the window. He spent all of his extra time outside with her. He curried her mane and tail and led her around the backyard with her halter. When he took her halter off, she followed him anyway. Lady became a privileged character, and she knew it. She ran around inside the yard with the dogs, shaking her beautiful head and prancing like a circus pony.

One day I found her chasing cars with the dogs. Oh no! She thinks she’s a dog! I thought. We kept our animals safely enclosed inside a chain-link fence, but Lady and the dogs ran the length of the fence every time a car went by.

As we loved, enjoyed and laughed at our playful filly, she grew into a very beautiful animal. Summer came, and she ate everything that grew through the chain-link fence—and everything she could reach over it. Rose bushes, trees—nothing within her reach was safe. The last straw occurred when she pulled the window screen off the bedroom window. She peeped in and called, “Whee . . . eee . . . eee.”

I finally persuaded Emmitt to take Lady to the farm. Although he couldn’t spend as much time with her there, my yard improved considerably.

What a thrill to see her in her newfound freedom. She held her magnificent head and tail high and ran like a racehorse.

Then it happened. Emmitt came home from the farm with sorrow written all over his face. “Lady’s suddenly gone lame. I can’t figure out what happened. She was all right this morning. The vet just left and he can’t find anything wrong.”

I’ll admit that at times I had been a bit jealous of Lady because Emmitt spent so much time with her. But the thought of her hopping around on three legs made my heart ache, too.

Three weeks later, after shots, liniment rubs and many anxious moments, she had not improved at all.

I am always amazed at God’s perfect timing. A friend just “happened” to loan me a tape about a man who prayed for his horse, and the horse got well. We listened intently to the tape and discovered that God cares about what we care about, even animals. Emmitt immediately lost all of his inhibitions.

“Come on,” he shouted, jumping up. “We’re going to the farm right now and pray for Lady!”

It was a balmy summer night. The moonlight reflected on Lady, and the three of us seemed to sense the awesome beauty and wonder of God. A myriad of stars twinkled overhead, and the distant cooing of doves gave the midnight peace a holy hush. Lady neighed to us in her usual way as we walked up to her. She put her velvety soft nose against Emmitt’s shirt and stood motionless on three legs. 

Then Emmitt poured out his heart to God. I sobbed, knowing that no matter how God chose to answer Emmitt’s prayer for Lady, He had begun a new work in Emmitt’s life.

“Thank You, Lord,” he prayed aloud, “for showing me how real You are. Whether You heal Lady or not, my life will never be the same. And how I praise You for that!”

From that moment on, I had a brand-new husband. He awakened the next morning with a new zest for living, grateful for everything in this wonderful world that our God has made. We could hardly wait to get to the farm. As we pulled into the gate I saw Lady, still hobbling around on three legs. I hurt most of all for Emmitt’s sake.

“I don’t care if Lady is crippled the rest of her life, I praise God for everything!” he said.

I silently shot up a prayer of thanksgiving as Emmitt expressed his newfound faith to me.

It was a gorgeous day at the farm. Lady neighed to us in her loving way. Even the birds seemed to say, “Bless you!”

“No use keeping Lady shut up in the lot like this. I’ll open the gate. At least maybe she can limp around and eat a little green grass.”

The instant Emmitt opened the gate, something seemed to quicken in Lady.

She shot out of that gate with her head and tail held high, running like the wind! A racing thoroughbred could not compare with Lady’s beauty. She galloped the full length of the pasture and back to us on four strong, sturdy legs.

It was then that I looked at my husband. I shall never forget the scene. Tears streamed down his face and his arms stretched toward Heaven in thanksgiving. My heart leapt; the feelings I felt for this man overwhelmed me and I loved him more than ever.

Not only had God answered Emmitt’s prayer for Lady, He had answered my prayer for Emmitt.

Lady foaled last spring. Her baby is another darling. Many people have wanted to buy Lady, but Emmitt just smiles. “She’s not for sale. She’s a very unusual horse, and God meant her just for me. Let me tell you about it!”

Joan Clayton 



Living on the Ledge

Three months before my husband, Mel, was diagnosed with terminal lung cancer, we went on vacation to Glacier National Park in Montana, a place I had wanted to see since I was ten years old.

Within six months, my husband of thirty-five years was dead, and I was left with a shattered heart. Before he died, I made him promise that he would somehow let me know he was with God and that he was with me in spirit. I had his body cremated, knowing that someday I’d want to put his ashes down in Montana. I dreamed of one day having the courage to go back without him at my side. Mel had always believed I could do anything. He was always encouraging, always cheering me on to greater heights, but I never had his faith in me. How could I possibly do this alone now?

Two-and-one-half years passed before I could call the funeral home and arrange to pick up his ashes. Another six months went by before I could muster the courage to arrange a trip with Elderhostel to return to Glacier.

When we finally assembled at Big Creek for the first day of hiking, every one of the seventeen mountain hikers was experienced—except me. I was a flatlander who had walked only at sea level all her life. If I had known what hiking in the Rocky Mountains was like, I never would have signed up. I just knew I was going to die on those mountain ledges. Every step of the hike, I kept saying over and over, I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me. By lunchtime I was sitting on the top of a mountain peak, looking down at Two Medicine Lake on one side and a wide prairie on the other.

After lunch we continued climbing with an elevation gain of 2,300 feet in just three miles—and a temperature of at least 95 degrees. One of the most empowering moments of my entire life was when I reached the summit and finished in the top ten. I felt energized with faith, and I knew that with God’s help, and the memory of Mel’s faith in me, I could face any challenge life had to offer.

Of course, then I had to hike back down—but that’s another story.

I had previously arranged with the director of Elderhostel in Montana to put down my husband’s ashes. After four days of classes and hiking, the time and the place were set, and eight of the eleven women on the hike wanted to be part of the ceremony.

On Thursday, July 12, the same date that Mel and I had visited Glacier, the group went for our final hike together. The trail was twelve miles long at 6,700 feet. The last four miles descended 2,400 feet to our pickup point. We literally traversed the Continental Divide and the scenery was spectacular. When we returned to camp, however, I wondered how any of us would have the strength to carry out the plans for that evening’s ceremony. To make matters worse, for the first time that week it had started to rain. I checked with the instructor after dinner, and she agreed we should carry on as planned, but take our umbrellas.

We met on the banks of the creek that eventually flowed into Glacier National Park, where I wanted the ashes to end up. The banks were too steep, and I knew I would slip if I tried to go down to the water’s edge. I suggested that we go farther down the road to a clearing I had been to the night before.

As we approached the clearing, a large deer stood looking at us. Mel had had a fascination with deer and he often took me to watch them. I knew then that Mel was there with me and that I had chosen the right place. The deer retreated back into the forest, and we all gathered into a circle just a few feet from the creek’s rocky edge. As we joined hands and closed our eyes, the instructor told everyone how important this week had been for me, that Glacier was the last vacation spot for me and Mel, and that, after several difficult years, I was putting the past behind me. She remarked that although life was a challenge, I could do anything I set my mind to do—even hike twenty-six miles in the Rockies at 7,000 feet.

We opened our eyes and the instructor, who was standing across from me, told me to slowly turn around. I turned and looked straight into the eyes of the same deer standing about twenty feet away. After it saw me, it retreated into the woods. We were all flabbergasted. At the next moment, the woman on my left told me to look to my right. At that moment, the sun came out and everything turned golden. There below the mountains, between two trees and stretched across the creek, was the loveliest rainbow I have ever seen.

I finally collected myself enough to open the black box with the ashes, walk out into the creek and put them into the water. But it was nearly anticlimactic as I watched them flow down the stream to Glacier National Park.

Denise Mizell 



Startled by a Dream

He settles the barren woman in her home as a happy mother of children.

Psalm 113:9 

I woke from a restful sleep and lay in bed thinking about the day ahead. Soon I drifted off again and dreamed: A teenage boy who looked about fourteen years old sat at a large cherry wood desk, concentrating on a book. Though I had never met him, I felt a sense of intimacy and familiarity with him. Then the Lord spoke: “This is your son.”

Startled by this message, I moved in to get a closer look at this studious young boy with brown hair and glasses. The Lord spoke again. “I have a plan, a special purpose for him.”

Then a feeling like cold water hit my face and I woke.

I shook my husband. “Stan, we’re going to have a baby, a son!”

“Huh?” he said and rolled over, unimpressed. But as I thought about the dream, seeds of hope grew in my heart.

At forty-two, despite major surgery and other medical interventions, I had never been able to conceive. My husband had two grown children, but not having a child of my own grieved me.

My husband and I directed a ranch at Vista, California, for street men from Los Angeles trying to get their lives back together. Part of the summer program included a camp for kids. Under close supervision, teenage counselors shared kitchen duty with the street men.
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