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To Grace DuArt and Mafawna Rushnell,

two wonderful mothers who birthed

the birthers of this book.

—Louise and SQuire



A Personal Note to You



Dear Reader,

I want to thank you for picking up Godwink Stories. May I point out a few things?

The centerpiece of this book is the collection of charming, heartfelt, and astonishing letters I have received from people just like you who have taken the time to share their life-altering Godwink stories.

These warm letters reaffirm that Godwinks happen to everyone. We just need to learn how to see them, allow them to unfold, and accept them as direct, person-to-person communications from God to each of us.

As you’ll see, every note, buoyant with enthusiasm, is from someone like a new friend of yours who tells you that those so-called coincidences you’d been dismissing really do mean something. And you need to pay attention. They are like unopened gifts that have been placed upon your doorstep.

If you’re like me, you will also be impressed at how every joy, every hurt, and every worry you encounter has already been written about in the Bible. Godwink Stories simply draws upon the parallel between the letters of real people and the wisdom God had others write into the ancient Scriptures three thousand years ago.

Unlike my other When God Winks books, this one is coauthored with my wonderful wife, Louise DuArt. I may be the storyteller in the family, but she is our in-house authority on the Scriptures. Therefore, anytime this book uses the pronoun I, you should know that it reflects the way we live our lives: three as one—God, my wife, and myself.

Finally, Godwink Stories can be read in various ways. You may decide to read the book cover to cover. You may wish to place it on your night table to read one bite-size mini-chapter per week for fifty-two weeks. Or you may just want a pick-me-up story that fits your need of the day.

For the latter purpose, Godwink Stories is cross-referenced by category—suiting your desire to peruse a letter that speaks to a time of sorrow or your appetite for an uplifting bedtime story.

Along the way, perhaps you’ll be inspired to write your own Godwink story. Can’t wait to read it!

You may share your letter by writing to one of these addresses:

    • squire@whengodwinks.com

• facebook.com/Godwinks

• Godwink Stories

P.O. Box 36

Edgartown, MA 02539

Have a wonderful read, and good wishes for abundant Godwinks!

SQuire and Louise


ENCOURAGEMENT TIMES OF SORROW
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How Can I Shake My Unhappiness?

Is any one of you in trouble?

He should pray.

Is anyone happy?

Let him sing songs of praise.

James 5:13 NIV



Are you happy?

Perhaps you’ll say you have problems that prevent happiness such as:

• People are not treating you with respect.

• Or maybe you’ve been “unlucky”; born into a burdensome life.

Does that sound like you?

If so, you may ask, Why are those reasons for being unhappy justified for you, but not for others who are worse off than you? People in more lowly jobs than yours, with worse handicaps? Yet who greet each day whistling and smiling? Or how about those who are sitting in wheelchairs, unable to feed themselves, who nonetheless always have something cheerful to say and are never heard to blame their circumstances? If so, don’t worry.

These people have discovered a secret, but it’s a secret that belongs to you as much as it belongs to them. It’s this: happiness is not something you are bequeathed at birth, like wealth or poverty; it is not something you earn through hard work, like a college education; and it is not something given to you because of your dialect or skin color.

Happiness is a state of mind that you choose for yourself.

Being happy cannot be attributed to circumstances—though many try—and cannot be dependent on someone else—though many think it is.

Happiness is something you can have, right now.

Just by choosing.

Your operator’s manual—the Bible—says:

When times are good, be happy;

but when times are bad, consider:

God has made the one as well as the other.

Ecclesiastes 7:14 NIV

People who are happy have chosen to adopt an optimistic attitude and to approach every day in an intimate partnership with God.

This is the day the LORD has made;

let us rejoice and be glad in it.

Psalm 118:24 NIV

So ask yourself, “Am I happy?”

If the answer is no, ask, “Do I want to be?”

Janet Marie Withers wrote about a friend who was known for asking people that all-important question:

Are Ya Happy?

My dear friend Sebastian died in December. We worked together and were best friends.

Sebastian always used a personal greeting with me. Whenever he’d come by my desk, he would smile and say, “Are ya happy?”

The day I found out Sebastian had passed away, I was in shock. I left work and prayed for a sign from God that some essence of Sebastian would still survive, in spirit, and that somehow my grief could be heard.

I had to mail a Christmas package. I didn’t feel up to it but decided to go to the post office anyway. As I stood in line, a big man in front of me, about the size of Sebastian, turned and casually asked, “Are ya happy?”

I nearly fainted.

I thought I hadn’t heard him right. Fumbling for words, I finally spilled out: “I’m overwhelmed!”

He smiled gently, turned, and moved forward in line.

I haven’t heard that phrase used often, except with my dear Sebastian. It’s not a typical greeting. I wanted to believe that, somehow, God and Sebastian were reaching out to me from beyond.

I left the post office with a surreal feeling—still unconvinced, still holding on to my grief and pain; still shrugging it off as just a coincidence.

Days later, my son and I were at McDonald’s. An older woman chatted us up and then, suddenly, paused. She looked at me and said, “There’s a book I sense you need.”

She wrote the title and author’s name on an envelope. I kept it until I got home. I was going to throw it away . . . not feeling like receiving any pep talks. But I kept it.

On Christmas morning I opened a gift from my sister, Dorothy, and there it was—that very book—When God Winks at You: How God Speaks Directly to You Through the Power of Coincidence, by SQuire Rushnell.

I excitedly showed my sister the note given to me by the woman I’d met at McDonald’s.

Now it all makes sense. It’s a comfort to know that hearing Sebastian’s phrase, “Are ya happy,” was no coincidence: it was a Godwink!

Janet Marie Withers

What a wonderful lesson from Janet. It makes us wish we all could have known Sebastian. He seems like the type of person who never wandered around telling everyone what a bad day he was having, what terrible things others were doing to him, or what a difficult hand he’d been dealt since birth. Instead, Sebastian chose to be happy. It was that simple.

So can you.

Sebastian was in sync with this teaching from the ancient Scriptures:

I know that there is nothing better for men

than to be happy and do good while they live.

Ecclesiastes 3:12 NIV

Today, decide for yourself whether you are going to look at the glass as half full or half empty. It’s your choice. Yours and God’s. And He wants your glass to be overflowing.

Try being a Sebastian today. Are ya happy?


HEALTH
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How Does God Help Me with My Medical Problems?

When I called, you answered me;

you made me bold and stouthearted.

Psalm 138:3 NIV



Part of the delight in authoring the When God Winks books is discovering where they are taking me. I distinctly remember the day the word Godwink blossomed in my mind . . . and thinking, My, what a friendly little word. Then saying, “Thank you, Lord, for placing it there.” A word to fill a vacancy in the language for so-called coincidences that you are certain could not be coincidence.

It was another delight when the term Godwink Link popped into my head, for it seemed to perfectly identify the person who is the deliverer of a Godwink to you or me—the unwitting messenger who “just happens” to make a phone call at the perfect moment to provide encouragement; or bumps into you, out of the blue, and changes the course of your life through a new job or relationship; or places something precisely where you’ll see it for the purpose of giving you necessary information.

In fact, we are all Godwink Links at one time or another—innocent couriers for God, brightening someone’s day, or in some cases, providing that person with life-saving information.

That was the role of Dolly’s friend—a Godwink Link—as Dolly describes it in her letter.

Dolly’s Godwink Link

My husband and I annually visit close friends, Patty and her husband, at their cabin in West Virginia for a fun weekend. This particular visit was a Godwink for me.

Patty and I were in the kitchen, and she told me she’d gone to the dermatologist for a checkup the week before. While waiting to see the doctor, she watched a video about skin cancer. It raised her concern at first, but the doctor gave her great news—she was fine.

I was at the sink doing the dishes, wearing a tank top, when she came over to me and said, “Dolly, you have a mole on your back that looks funny, you should have it looked at.”

I laughed and said, “Since you saw that video, you’re going to be all over us.”

Well, wouldn’t you know, I was divinely aligned to have a routine doctor’s appointment of my own the following week. The doctor talked with me, did everything he needed to do, and I was getting up to leave when I heard an inner voice say, “The mole.”

I turned to the doctor and said, “Oh yes, I have a mole on my back that my friend said I should have looked at.”

He examined it. “It does look a little funny,” he said casually. “Let’s take a biopsy.”

Three days later he telephoned and said, “Dolly, I am as shocked as you. It’s melanoma.”

I promptly went in for surgery, the doctor got it all, and I’ve felt good ever since. I asked him, “How long would you have given me if I hadn’t found this when I did?”

He looked at me seriously and said, “About two years.”

Isn’t it wonderful the way God works? He used my friend to alert me to the mole on my back because He knew I would never see it and had no other reason to see a dermatologist.

I praise God all the time for using my friend as my Godwink Link.

Thank you for letting me share my story. I love telling it.

Dolly Estep

Isn’t that just the way God works?

• Patty “just happened” to have the information Dolly needed, having seen a video.

• Dolly “just happened” to wear a tank top that day.

• Patty “just happened” to see a mole that Dolly couldn’t possibly see.

• Dolly “just happened” to have a scheduled appointment with the doctor.

• The doctor was now divinely aligned to test the mole and perform the surgery before the melanoma could become a fatal problem for Dolly.

Now—tell us God had nothing to do with that!

Your heavenly Father cares for you and all His children. He knows what you need before you do. And, with loving eyes, He is always looking out for you.

If God is concerned about tiny sparrows in the sky, then how much greater is His concern for you? He considers you much more valuable than the sparrow.

Are not two sparrows sold for a penny?

Yet not one of them will fall to the ground

outside your Father’s care.

And even the very hairs of your head

are all numbered. So don’t be afraid;

you are worth more than many sparrows.

Matthew 10:29–31 NIV

“God is watching you,” say the words to a song.

Another classic song tells us:

His eye is on the sparrow,

and I know He watches me.1

Yes, he does!


ANGELS
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How Do I Discover My Purpose for God?

I am sending an angel ahead of you

to guard you along the way.

Exodus 23:20 NIV



We have a brain-injured son, Grant, who lives in one of the most exemplary communities in the world for adult disabled people. Everyone has a job. They get a paycheck. And they feel good about themselves.

Yvonne Streit, founder of Brookwood Community, says, “We show our citizens how to be proud of what they actually can do—especially what they didn’t think they could do.” She adds quickly, “But don’t you think for one moment that this has anything to do with me. God caused all of this to happen. Every bit of it. We’re just doing what he has led us to do.”1

Little wonder that many visitors to Brookwood depart with the feeling that they have just discovered a place on earth where angels reside.

Our son’s job is to help produce some seventy thousand poinsettia plants each year. Recently, Grant talked excitedly about his job. We listened intently and praised him. Then we took the opportunity to raise another topic: helping him to identify his purpose in life.

“We’re proud of the job you are doing for Brookwood,” I said, “but we also want you to think about your job for God.”

“Job for God? What’s that?” he asked.

“We have jobs we go to every day, where we get paid to do something or make something; but our job for God is what we decide we can do with our individual talents for God.”

After some discussion, Grant determined that because he loves to sing and is good at it, he should use his music to “help others feel good.”

“That’s a wonderful job for God,” we agreed.

We thought about that conversation as we read this letter from one of the world’s most famous angels: Roma Downey. She played the lead angel on the popular TV series Touched by an Angel, seen in ninety million homes every week during the 1990s.

She writes that, one day, she was given a clearer understanding about her job for God.


The Job of an Angel

As the angel Monica on Touched by an Angel, my Irish heart was always warmed knowing that every episode reflected biblical truths—primarily, that here on earth, we entertain angels unawares.

My fellow cast members and I also came to understand, early on in the development of the series, that our roles would extend past that of on-air angels to off-air as well—where we were called to channel God’s grace.

One day I was visiting a children’s hospital, trying to do my part in bringing a ray of hope to little ones and their hurting families. As I walked down a corridor, I encountered nurses accompanying a bereaved family from a room. Glancing beyond them, I could see the form of a lifeless child lying on the bed.

The mother’s face was contorted in pain and anguish. My heart cried out to her. For an instant, our eyes met. I watched her expression transform into a look of hope—indicating that she knew exactly who I was.

“I prayed that you would come,” said the woman with whispered urgency. “I asked God to send me an angel to confirm that my child is in heaven. And here you are.”

I wanted to say, “No . . . you’re wrong. I’m not really an angel . . . I’m an actress who plays an angel.” But my lips failed to move. I looked deeply into those reddened eyes, above the tear-streaked cheeks of a grieving mother, and chose to say nothing.

Instead, I placed an arm around her and whispered, “Let me pray with you.”

Standing there in the hospital corridor, we prayed. Words of comfort flowed from my lips, but surely, they were not from me—they were words bathed by the grace of God.

Then, with my hands extending to the mother’s shoulders, I smiled tenderly and said, “God be with you.”

Wiping away a tear that had formed at the corner of her eye, she expressed deep-felt gratitude. “Thank you, thank you so much.”

Yet I left the hospital wearing a heavy cloak of guilt. I felt I had somehow done the wrong thing. That I had allowed myself to become an actor on the stage of real life . . . leading a mourning mother to believe I was something that I was not.

As soon as I could, I telephoned my dear friend, fellow actor, and confidant, Della Reese. She was the one I always turned to for words of encouragement.

“I feel like such a fraud,” I said into the phone after explaining what had happened.

“Why would you feel like that?” she asked compassionately.

“Because that poor woman was in a vulnerable place and needed support . . . thinking that God had sent me there to provide it for her.”

“And who says he didn’t?” said Della matter-of-factly. Then, with calm authority, she added, “Baby, there are times when we need to step out of the way, and let God use us to channel his grace.”

What was clear to me on that day was that God had winked. Yes, he channeled grace through me, but he had also channeled wisdom through my friend Della Reese.

Roma Downey

Discovering that her role as an angel extended beyond the script and the TV cameras was, for Roma, the revelation of her job for God—her greater purpose for Him.

God calls us to be his ambassadors. Sometimes that means He needs us to be a Godwink Link—the courier of a Godwink—in the lives of others to let them know that they are not alone. Often it is simply to pray with someone in need.

Ask God to help you become more attuned to his voice. Is there someone he wants you to reach out to today, as his angel on earth, with a message of love and hope? Is there a way you can use the unique talents He has given you to serve His purpose?

Let your light shine before others,

that they may see your good deeds

and glorify your Father in heaven.

Matthew 5:16 NIV

Roma went to the hospital that day to help uplift others, but as a bonus, she received a great blessing herself: greater clarity about her job for God—her purpose.

Dear friends, let us love one another,

because love comes from God.

Whoever loves is a child of God

and knows God.

1 John 4:7 GNT


PRAYER ENCOURAGEMENT
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How Can I Overcome My Terrible Feelings of Anxiety?

Cast all your anxieties on him

because he cares for you.

1 Peter 5:7 NIV



We want answers!

We need to know that our families are safe; that we won’t be downsized; or that we’ll have enough in the checking account to make it through the month. We crave clear answers when we get a scary medical report and have to wait days or weeks for an outcome. And we long for decisive answers in our relationships.

“I’d almost rather have the answer of bad news,” said one friend, awaiting a biopsy. “At least I could get started on dealing with it. The uncertainty is killing me with anxiety!”

Difficult times are when we especially need to get connected to our faith. We need to believe that our lives are not random; that we’re not like twigs floating down a stream to destinations unknown. We want to know that there is a purpose for everything we’re going through; that someone is really up there watching over us and that He knows what’s going on, even if we don’t. We want to know that this lonely feeling we have is false—that we are never alone, that we’re on His GPS . . . God’s Positioning System.

During times of trouble, we should be on the lookout for Godwinks. That’s one way for God to communicate with us. In fact, one of the best things about Godwinks is that they are like a handrail along your way, giving you hope when answers are not forthcoming . . . assuring you that everything is going to be okay.

As Krista pours out her heart in this letter, we can feel her yearning for answers.

Moe—the Rest of the Story

About six months ago, I was in one of the worst states in my life. I was recently divorced, I had a horrible boss to contend with at work, and I wasn’t speaking to my parents. I was becoming a hermit, miserable and sinking deeper every day.

One day I was talking with my chiropractor about life, how hard it is, and that I just felt hopeless. At the end of my appointment, she handed me a slip of paper on which she had written, “God Winks, God Winks on Love, God Winks at You, by SQuire Rushnell.” She added, “Whenever I’m feeling down, I read these books.”

For the next week, I read several of your stories each night. I began to feel like a huge burden was being lifted. I felt better and was even able to smile! I was seeing the light at the end of the tunnel and believed I really was going to get through this . . . whatever “this” was.

Out of the blue, my mother called, wanting to get together to talk and reconcile. If she’d called ten days earlier, I would have refused . . . but now I was able to face the music, make amends, and have amends made to me. It was beautiful.

That night, thanking God and smiling, I opened up one of your books and read about Moe.

Author’s note:

Krista is referring to the story I called “A Mutt Named Moe,” told by actor Chuck McCann about the day he nearly struck a black Labrador with his truck, then chased the dog down to see if it was all right. Here are some excerpts:

The dog jumped into the truck right next to Chuck and later accompanied his new best friend as he plastered posters around the neighborhood: “Found: small black Lab.”

The next day, Chuck received a phone call. A lady said the dog sounded like a mutt that she, too, had once found and returned to its owner. She had a number. Chuck called it, leaving a message saying that he may have found their dog.

Six days passed.

Finally, a woman telephoned. “Yes, that sounds like our dog,” she said in an unemotional, monotone voice. “We were moving to a new house. He was playing in the yard and must have run off.”

“What’s his name?” asked Chuck, with a slight trace of annoyance that the woman had no expression of concern.

“Moe.”

Chuck turned from the phone and yelled, “Moe!”

At that instant, the happy, tail-wagging black Lab dashed into the room.

“Yep. That’s your dog,” said Chuck. “Didn’t you get my message from last week?”

“Ye-e-sss,” said the woman with some hesitancy, “but we were moving, and I thought he’d be all right where he was.”

Chuck stared at the phone.

“Ma’am, if you don’t want the dog, I’ll keep him.”

“All right,” she said.

That was how Moe came to be Chuck’s permanent best friend. They were inseparable. Everywhere Chuck went, Moe went. And Moe always had his favorite spot in the truck—right next to Chuck.

They were best pals for ten years.

Then, one day, Moe seemed to be out of sorts. He wasn’t his normal, friendly, frisky self. Instead of jumping up when Chuck came into the room, he’d lay there. Sad looking.

“What’s the matter, Moe boy? We’ve got to get you to the doctor.”

“It’s a stomach disorder,” explained the vet. “All we can do is prescribe a medication to try to prevent the disease from spreading.”

A while later . . . tears welling in his eyes . . . Chuck sadly cradled Moe in his arms and watched as his best friend went to sleep. And never woke up.

Ten months passed, and Chuck was in a park . . . where a dog show was going on, with rescue groups looking for new homes for their animals. As he passed a booth featuring Lhasa apsos, one particular pup came right up to Chuck.

“He’s like a small bag of feathers,” said Chuck with a tone of surprise, lifting the tiny dog with soft fur and a face that belonged on a stuffed toy.

The dog had one blue eye and one brown.

“This is the cutest dog I’ve ever seen,” said Chuck to a lady with the rescue group. “What’s his name?”

“Moe.”

The world stopped. Or so it seemed. Chuck was astonished.

“What did you say?”

“His name is Moe,” she repeated.

Chuck couldn’t believe his ears.

“I . . . I’ve got to have this dog,” he said, promising to provide a wonderful home for the little creature.

The story ended with Chuck saying, “I’ll always miss my first Moe . . . but this little Moe is filling a big hole in my heart.”

Back to Krista’s letter . . .

I finished that story with uncontrollable tears flooding my face. You see, almost to the day, our 105-pound yellow Labrador retriever, Jaeger, had also passed away. He was the most beautiful, sweetest, most lovable dog on earth. He brought so much joy, not only to my family, but also to many others. He was truly special.

The next day, I called my mother and asked her if I could stop by after work. I brought your books and waited for my dad to get home. I opened up to the story about Moe and read it aloud.

I barely got through it. In my life, I have had only a few glimpses of my father crying. This time I got more than a glimpse—he wept. My mother was sobbing, and by the end, there was a sort of wow feeling at how God lets us know He is there, guiding us and taking care of us. We just have to be ready and listen.

After that day, my parents would wake up every morning, have their devotions, and read your book. We’d get on the phone and talk about them. Even now, my dad calls and asks, “What was your Godwink today?”
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