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Introduction 

When my friends and I were very young, promises were made swiftly and passionately, and we usually demonstrated our sincerity with the symbolic gesture of crossing our hearts and hoping to die. Often, these solemn vows were just as quickly forgotten in the heat of petty disagreements or amended loyalties. However, I grew up in a home where the truth was held in the highest regard, and it wasn’t long before I was determined to follow the example set by my parents. They kept their promises, not only to each other and their children, but also to the rest of the people in their lives.

My parents also introduced me to the promises of God. As a child, I found them comforting and encouraging, but when I left home I fell under the delusion that I was the mistress of my destiny, and those promises lost their power to inspire and console. Eventually, they became only words in a book I used to read.

In the years that followed, I failed miserably at managing life on my own. People I trusted betrayed me, and I began to doubt that anyone was capable of keeping a promise. Worse yet, I lost sight of my childhood determination to follow through on the promises I made which resulted in a suffocating accumulation of guilt. It never occurred to me that I was asking myself—and others—to perform the impossible.

It took a tragic accident to breathe life back into the Biblical promises I had learned as a child. At the time, all I could think about was the possible loss of my beloved husband. Suddenly, I began to pray with a faith-filled trust I didn’t think I possessed any longer. I recited the twenty-third Psalm over and over, and as the hours passed, I became filled with the conviction that God was listening. It was then I realized that He had always been listening, even during the many years when I had been silent. He had never forsaken me, even when I pushed Him away. He had kept His promises.

That was the beginning of my voyage of discovery, and the end of my futile journey on the dead-end road of self-reliance. Now, my Bible has become far more than mere words. It is an inspired, inerrant, and infallible book of God’s instructions to me on how to live my life, a message of love from the Lord filled with countless promises to see me through every situation from tragedy to triumph.

We hope you will be encouraged, entertained, and blessed by this collection of stories from people sharing their experiences with God’s promises. From the grieving daughter God led to forgive her estranged sister after their father died to the harried mother who found proof of God’s love at a local garage sale, each contributor has demonstrated how we can all trust in God’s promises. People from all walks of life, in every possible circumstance, have discovered that these promises are as relevant today as they were thousands of years ago. If you’re new to God’s word, or unfamiliar with His promises, we pray you’ll be moved to discover what He has in store for your life, too.

—Susan B. Townsend 
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Amazing Grace 
 in Glasgow 

But even greater is God’s wonderful grace 
and his gift of righteousness, for all who 
receive it will live in triumph over sin and 
death through this one man Jesus Christ.

Romans 5:17 

I stepped away from the dusty surface of the chalkboard and took a deep breath. Was I really in Glasgow, Scotland, thousands of miles from home? And did these seventh-graders still have as much trouble understanding me as I did understanding them? A dark-haired girl in the front row raised her hand, “’Scuze me, Miss, but I can’t find me jotter.”

Her what? My mind catapulted through the possibilities. Jotter? Like to jot down something. Oh, I know—her journal. She can’t find her journal. Aha! With a sigh of relief, I squatted down next to the worn desk and picked up a bound book with a colorful cover lounging on the floor near the aisle.

She smiled at me as I handed it to her. From his perch at the back of the room, my supervising teacher gave me a slight nod. Wow, I needed that. After weeks of trying to adjust to a new culture, language, and environment, relief washed over me.

Three months earlier, when my plane touched down in Glasgow, my only instructions were to look for a man holding a sign with my name. After awkward introductions, we searched for my suitcase, but it was nowhere to be found. The perky customer service employee said it was probably on a plane headed back to the states. I couldn’t help but think maybe that’s where I should have been, too.

With only the clothes on my back, I set off for St. Andrew’s College, where I would be staying during my overseas student teaching adventure. My first glimpse revealed a brown stucco building built into the side of a hill. The dormitories looked like giant cardboard boxes, some hugging the rise, some jutting out. Rain spattered the windshield, and the driver from the college told me I should get used to cloudy, windy, and damp weather. At least his forecast matched my mental outlook.

Alone in my dorm room, I decided to talk to God about all of the things I thought were wrong with my situation. I listed my grievances and gripes, all the time wondering if He was near, even though I was so far from all that was familiar.

I did get my suitcase, but whatever I had decided to pack back in Pennsylvania didn’t seem to offer much help at St. Augustine’s Secondary School. There was so much to learn, starting with a multitude of words I had never heard before—and all spoken so rapidly, I just stood there with my mouth hanging open. The first time I heard a teacher call a student a “cheeky monkey,” I almost burst out laughing. I regained my composure quickly when I realized the instructor was genuinely angry about the child’s behavior.

When a student was threatened with a “punishment exercise” because he was disrupting the class, I thought the teacher wanted him to do jumping jacks in the aisle. Imagine my surprise when the teacher handed the offender a packet of papers on which he had to write “I will not disrupt the class” 500 times.

Every day brought new adjustments. Some were small, such as when I tried to buy a bag of plain potato chips, and I was faced with choices like pickled onion, prawn cocktail, and roast beef—none of which sounded even remotely appealing.

There were major changes, too. I soon learned that God was pushing me way out of my comfort zone. Back in the states, I attended college in a tiny town nestled in the Allegheny Mountains. Now, I had to find my way around a crowded, bustling city. Social interaction revolved around drinking, smoking, and hanging out in pubs, but with a family history of alcoholism, I stayed on the fringes and made few friends.

At times, homesickness overwhelmed me. I just wanted something familiar, and I craved my old routine, friends, and family. God made it clear that I needed to stop clinging to what I had left behind and embrace the new opportunities I had been given. I started traveling on the weekends, determined to enjoy the countryside and learn more about the history of Scotland. After renting a car and learning to drive on the other side of the road, I headed out to the Highlands.

Shy, black-faced sheep with newborn lambs dotted the countryside. I drove through low, rugged, thorny moors, only to enter endless green fields dappled with brilliant, golden-yellow blossoms. Mountain waterfalls gushed by the side of the road, and I laughed at cows with long, shaggy hair hanging in their eyes. I saw my first real castle, and when I touched the cool stone walls, I daydreamed about the knights and ladies who had lived there long ago.

On one adventure, not long after leaving the bustling city, I drove through a hard curve on a lonely country road. I glanced over to my left and standing in the middle of a field was a bagpipe player, dressed in the tartan of his clan. As I walked across the meadow, I recognized that he was playing “Amazing Grace.” His passion and intensity showed on his face, and as the last notes of the song faded away, I felt as though a blessing had been said over me. I was desperately in need of God’s presence and His peace, and at that moment, I felt certain He was with me— even in Scotland, thousands of miles from home.

My last few days at St. Augustine’s Secondary School linger like photographs in my mind. The faculty threw a party for me, gave me gifts, and teased me about my awkward attempts to think and act like a Scot. The students created a book of poetry and made me promise to carry it back to the states and share it with other kids. I did bring their project back with me, but I also carried much more in my heart.

God’s rewards came in unexpected forms while I struggled in Scotland: the giggles of students who loved my “accent,” although I grew to love theirs even more; the beauty of a land that God’s hands sculpted with careful precision and craftsmanship; and the endless kindness of strangers turned friends. 

—Laurie Modrzejewski 
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Those Who Can’t 
 Build Towers 

Each time he said, “My grace is all you need. My power works best in weakness.” So now I am glad to boast about my weaknesses, so that the power of Christ can work through me. That’s why I take pleasure in my weaknesses, and in the insults, hardships, persecutions, and troubles that I suffer for Christ. For when I am weak, then I am strong.

2 Corinthians 12:9–10 

H is pudgy baby hand, unusually large for a two-year-old, struggled to comply with the request of the smiling woman in front of him. But the smooth wooden blocks would not remain stacked. As soon as he placed more than one on top of the other, they tilted and tumbled. A frown creased his forehead, and he gave a whisper of a sigh. The examiner recognized the obvious signs of frustration, and she scooped the blocks into a bag. “We’ll put these away for now,” she said in a cheerful voice. Her smile faded as she jotted down some notes on her clipboard.

I knew what the notes would say. A degree and seven years of teaching had filled my brain with the psychobabble used by psychologists in the field of education—phrases such as “developmentally delayed,” “cognitive impairment,” and “special needs.” Those were the terms they tossed about like so many multicolored balls. The words may have suited their clipboards, but they did not fit my son, even if he could not build towers.

David entered this world a month early. As he slid into the doctor’s waiting hands, I caught a glimpse of a tiny, almost purple baby, and I heard the doctor pleading softly. “Come on, little fella, breathe, breathe.” At last we heard the welcome wail, but instead of being laid in my waiting arms, he was whisked away to be tested, monitored, and placed in a special incubator.

Tears filled my eyes as I succumbed to the exhaustion of giving birth and concern for my newborn son. My husband and I knew children were, indeed, a gift from God. We had waited eight years for our oldest son, Ben. Now, as the medical personnel poked, prodded, and examined my baby, I gulped back the tears and clutched my husband’s strong hand. We prayed together, thanking God for David and asking for His grace over our new baby’s health.

Thankfully, tests revealed that David’s heart and lungs were fully developed. After a few days in the hospital, he came home to our little white farmhouse. During his first weeks at home, he ate well, slept well, and grew like a weed. We knew he was growing from our frequent visits to the doctor’s office. David seemed plagued with so many minor medical conditions that we jokingly called him “Murphy’s child”—if anything could go wrong, it would. He had frequent ear infections, various skin conditions, and chronic congestion.

As the months went by, we became anxious about his development. At one year of age, he still could not walk or talk. We were told, “Stop comparing him to Ben. David has his own developmental schedule.” I wanted to believe that. I knew David was bright. He loved books and stories, responded well to simple directions, and had a sunny, loving personality that made him a favorite with friends and family. But at age two, he had just learned to walk and his vocabulary was limited to a few one-syllable words. I contacted the local area education agency that provides services for children through the local school districts, and they agreed to test David.

Subsequent testing qualified him for an inhome instructor once a week, and I intensified my own work with him. I studied our language: how words can be broken into parts and how we use our tongues, lips, and mouths to form sounds. Then I taught David how to form the words he needed to communicate. Swimming lessons and outdoor play were provided to strengthen his muscles. We also enrolled him in a preschool two days a week.

David did grow and develop, just not at the rate of his peers. Although he was tall for his age, he was awkward, uncoordinated, and sometimes found simple tasks impossible. There was no doubt he was delayed, but inwardly, David had a spirit that wasn’t restricted by weak muscles. When he was four years old, he told me he had asked Jesus into his heart, and he never wavered from that decision. He possessed a love for God’s word and always hurried to hear our nightly Bible story. He had the gift of compassion and was unusually kind to others. This constantly amazed me because David was often teased and taunted for what he could not do. In spite of being on the receiving end of childhood cruelty, David reacted with a love that could only be the grace of God.

His first two years of school were spent at a small, private school. It was a wonderful, sheltered environment, and he thrived. He learned to read and was finally able to read his own beloved stories. Math was more difficult, but we worked at home drilling facts and finding ways to work with numbers so they had meaning.

When David was seven, he was given a diagnosis that made all the medical puzzle pieces fit together. He had been complaining of his foot “going to sleep,” and we found ourselves visiting the office of a pediatric neurologist. He told us that David had very mild cerebral palsy—brain damage that occurs before birth. In David’s case, the muscles of his right leg had tightened, pulling his foot into an unnatural position. He would eventually need surgery to correct the deformity, but they would wait until his feet had finished growing. The brain damage had also caused his learning difficulties and motor problems. Although the diagnosis was difficult to hear, we finally knew what we needed to do. We would put a support system in place so David could reach the potential we knew he had.

When my husband Gary’s job required us to move, I enrolled our three children in the local public school. It was much larger than their previous private school, and I braced myself for the academic challenges David would face. At our first parent teacher conference, I heard the remarks that would be repeated over and over again throughout his schooling. “He’s not a top student but he tries so hard. He always asks if he doesn’t understand something. Math is difficult but he never gives up. He is so friendly and gets along with everyone.” What more could any parent want?

As children increase in size and age, competition increases and winning the game rises in importance. David’s hero, his brother Ben, excelled both academically and athletically. I couldn’t help but worry how Ben’s performance would affect David, especially since he wanted to try everything Ben did. So we let him, and David excelled in his own quiet way. He was picked for teams, even an allstar team, because he never complained about what position he played, or how often he got up to bat. He just loved to play. In high school, when football became too competitive, he was the team’s manager. He was on the high school wrestling team for almost two years before he had his first winning match, but he never gave up.

David’s “give it all I’ve got” and servant attitude did not go unnoticed in his high school. At the graduation awards ceremony, when students received honors for outstanding scholarship and leadership skills, he was presented with the award for school spirit.

David is now a young man living on his own. He is a responsible worker, both at his job and his church. He never managed to build great towers of wooden cubes, but if God has a clipboard for David, it surely lists words like integrity, love, and character. With the strength of God’s grace given to him, David has built a man.

—Susan Lawrence 
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Who’s in 
 Charge Here? 


The faithful love of the Lord never ends!
His mercies never cease. Great is his faithfulness; 
his mercies begin afresh each morning.


Lamentations 3:22–23 

I stood in the middle of my office, staring at mountains of cardboard boxes and dozens of file folders strewn about the room. I grabbed photos, mugs, a vase, and a mouse pad and jammed them into the boxes as I fought back my tears and tried to remain focused—one drawer at a time. I was cleaning out my office because I had just been laid off after twenty-two years.

A large part of my identity was tied to this company. Almost half of my life had been spent here. Where else would I go, what else would I do? As I faced the grim reality of unemployment, I tried to think positively. After all, I had several months of severance, including benefits. I had gone back to school as an adult learner only a few years before and completed my bachelor’s degree. I was intelligent, hard working, and possessed a diverse range of skills and experience. Surely, I could find a new job.

After the initial shock wore off, I began to enjoy my unexpected “vacation.” I could keep up with the laundry. I was able to have dinner on the table every night when my husband got home and fix his lunch for him to take to work each day. “When you go back to work,” he said, “I’m going to miss all this.”

I tried to make light of the situation. “Well, if I don’t find a job, then you may have all this every day—while we’re living in a tent!”

Despite my worries, I knew I should count my blessings. My husband had two minor surgeries during my lay off, which meant I could take care of him without missing any work. I had time to host a Christmas open house for our neighbors. During the gathering, a woman named Chris told me she worked at the local community college. She recommended that I come into human resources sometime to see if there were any openings. I filed this in the back of my mind, planning to follow up on her suggestion.

For the first few months, I had a parttime job and hoarded my salary like precious nuts for the winter. I figured I had plenty of time to find a job, but I thought it might be wise to put away some extra money, just in case. As the months dragged on, I realized job hunting had changed dramatically from the days when I was in my twenties. There was a new set of rules, and I didn’t know what they were anymore.

I felt as if my job applications were vanishing into a black abyss. I might submit twelve online applications a week and never hear back from anyone. Or, I would receive an automated e-mail in my mailbox that read, “Thanks for applying. We’ve received your application and will review it. If you meet our needs at this time, we will contact you.” But they never did.

A spirit of fear and doubt started to shadow me from the moment I woke up, and my self-esteem began to suffer. Every time I looked at the calendar, I panicked. I was stricken with the “what if” disease and frantically made contingency plans. What would we do if I didn’t find a job? What if I found one, but it paid significantly less than what I had been earning? Well-meaning friends quoted statistics on how hard it was for older workers to find jobs in today’s market. When had I become an “older” worker? I finally understood the need for age discrimination laws.

I reminded God of my predicament daily. Obviously, he had forgotten about me—and my family’s needs. Couldn’t he see I was responsible for helping to support my family? I had to find a job, and soon. I widened my search to include menial entry-level jobs. I sat by the phone like a lovesick teenager. I did everything possible, but God wasn’t cooperating with my plan at all. What was going on?

I recognized the toll my predicament was taking on my family. “If you don’t find a job, am I still going to be able to go to college?” my daughter asked. I promised her we would find a way although, secretly, I doubted our ability to do it. I knew my husband prayed, but he made little effort to discuss the problem. We had been married for just a year, and my lack of a job was proving to be a major stressor for our young marriage.

One day, I realized I had been trusting in my own ability to fix the situation, and my eyes were opened to my prideful foolishness. I thought of the Israelites on the banks of the Red Sea with the Egyptians approaching rapidly. If I had been there, I would have been feverishly building a raft instead of trusting in God for deliverance. Now, my quest for self-sufficiency had allowed everything to spiral out of control. I prayed earnestly. “God, forgive me for not trusting in You. Let Your will be done and let Your glory be revealed. You know my needs, and You have promised to meet them. Help me to trust You. Help me to find the job You want for me.” I felt a sense of peace immediately. I had no idea what the future held, but I knew I was no longer in charge.

I continued my search: making contacts, filling out applications, and following up on potential leads. However, this time, I left the results in God’s hands. One day, I decided to look at the community college my neighbor had recommended. I filled out an online application and waited. And waited some more. Finally, on the application deadline date, I called them. The human resources representative said she didn’t have copies of my transcripts. I asked her to check again. Suddenly, I remembered that my e-mail address was in my maiden name. I pointed this out to the woman, and she was able to locate my information. She said I would be notified if they were interested. So, I waited once more. Was God trying to teach me patience as well? Finally I received a call for an interview—a month away. I didn’t understand. Didn’t God know my severance pay would run out before then?

The sight of my dwindling bank account balance prompted me to call my former employer to find out when my last check would arrive and when my health care benefits would end. I was shocked and thrilled to discover I would be getting an additional check for my unused vacation days. What a blessing! In addition, I discovered my vacation time had continued to accrue over the past ten months. As it turned out, I had enough money to take me through another month.

Exactly a year after I was laid off, I started my new job with a salary that was almost identical to my old position. As my feet touched the floor that morning, I praised God for His mercies and for His impeccable timing. And for helping me learn that control is best left to the Master.

—Connie Hilton Dunn 
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Back Home 
 Again 

Then Jesus said, “Come to me, all of you who are 
weary and carry heavy burdens, and I will give 
you rest. Take my yoke upon you. Let me teach 
you, because I am humble and gentle at heart, and 
you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is 
easy to bear, and the burden I give you is light.”

Matthew 11:28–30 

The rustle of multicolored leaves danced across the yard, chased by the breath of a gathering storm. Summer had lost her battle with the oncoming tide of winter, her marathon of blooms gone and the many coats of green replaced by the bleak, monochromic colors. As I gazed out the window, those were the objects of my thoughts, pushing what should have been foremost on my mind to the background. Then a part of my heart—that special compartment reserved for love of family—opened up and released a torrent of emotions.

Sally drifted into the room and kissed my cheek, her breath a whisper against my neck. “I brought you a cup of coffee,” she said and handed me the steaming mug. “Care to tell me what’s on your mind?”

I took a sip of the strong brew and sighed. “Nothing,” I said. Then I saw the reproving look in her eyes. I turned to the window, my forehead pressed against the cool glass, a burst of condensation clouding the windowpane as I spoke. “I don’t know. It seems as if everything is coming apart at the seams. I suspect Dad’s cancer is far worse than what I’m being told. Mom is still recuperating from her triple bypass surgery. I’ve been diagnosed with prostate cancer, and I lost my job after thirty-five years. I couldn’t have written a drama this tragic on my best day.”

I raised my eyes to find a distorted image of Sally and me in the windowpane, our reflections not unlike two ghosts in a horror movie. “Why do we live in this deep freeze?” I asked, in an attempt to change the subject.

“That’s a discussion for another day,” she said, deftly bringing the subject at hand back to center stage. “Where you need to be right now is West Virginia. Your parents need you, and your sister could use a break. I know . . .” she said and held up her hand to stop my protest before continuing. “She claims she doesn’t, but that’s only to spare you the emotional distress of what is really going on.”

Sally was right, of course. I was being a jerk, wallowing in self-pity.

“Give it some thought. I’m sure you’ll do the right thing,” she said, and left me to my conscience. 

Sally’s perfume lingered as I reluctantly picked up the phone, the rat-a-tat-tat of hailstones beating a staccato rhythm on the roof as I dialed. “Hello, Mom. I’m coming home.”

The bleak November day matched my mood as I left Upstate New York on my way south. Once I crossed the West Virginia border, the layers of winter funk began to peel away, replaced by bright sunshine and a kaleidoscope of colors on the surrounding mountains. As if on cue, John Denver’s “Country Roads” drifted through the speakers, and I found myself tapping the steering wheel and singing along, the reason for my trip briefly forgotten.

I passed a little white church, its steeple rising above the crimson leaves of a live oak, and my thoughts drifted back to another time and place, fifty years removed from the present. It was 1954, during a military assignment in Alaska. Two friends and I decided to try our hand at fishing for salmon on the Russian River, several miles north of Anchorage. We hired a bush pilot to fly us to the mainland, where we borrowed an old limousine for the trip north.

With our gear loaded and our spirits high, we traveled through the Alaskan wilderness, arriving in the early evening and setting up camp a few miles from the river.

The next morning, our fishing gear in tow and our hip waders over our shoulders, we hiked to the river. Little did I know, I was about to have a lifealtering experience.

The trees gently swayed to the rhythm of the wind and the sunlight sent sparkles of diamonds dancing across the waves as I waded into the water.

Salmon darted about and leaped from the water like trained dolphins as they made their brutal journey from the ocean to their place of birth. Once there, they would lay and fertilize their eggs, then die—a neverending cycle of life. “I’ve hooked a big one,” I yelled and looked around in hopes of seeing a look of envy on my friends’ faces, but they weren’t there.

A sudden feeling of foreboding rippled up my spine when the gravel under my feet abruptly gave way. I sucked in my breath as the frigid water enveloped me, my waders immediately filling with water. I struggled to stand, but the current was washing me downstream, my waders pulling me under like an anchor. Then I heard the most awful sound. “A waterfall,” I whispered. “My, God, I’m going to die.”

There comes a time in most everyone’s life when, during a crisis, they turn to God. I was no different. The large boulders, twenty feet below, loomed dark and menacing. The roar of the water was deafening as my frigid hands clung to a log spanning the waterfall. “Dear God,” I whispered. “If You get me through this, I promise to spend the rest of my days as a devout Christian.” With the prayer still on my lips, I released my grip and plunged into the abyss.

I survived, thanks to a lone angler who witnessed my dilemma, pulled me to safety, and pumped the water from my lungs. I was true to my word. When I returned to my squadron, I found the base chaplain and was baptized the following Sunday.

Now, as I thought back to that time in my life, I suddenly had a desire to visit the little white church. I made a U-turn, the church pulling me like a magnet.

I sat in the parking lot and wondered what had drawn me to this place in the middle of nowhere. An elderly man approached my car and leaned his elbows on the open window. “Name’s Harvey. Can I help you?” he said in a familiar West Virginia twang. 

“Just thinking,” I said, hoping he would go away and leave me in peace.

“You seem put out by something. Sure I can’t help?”

“If you must know, I suppose I’m looking for guidance. Spiritual guidance.”

“Well, you came to the right place. This here little church has been around since the Civil War. Been a passel of souls saved over the years. Tell you what,” he said, as he reached in his pocket and pulled out a small Bible, quickly marking a page with a gnarled finger. “Try this one. It always works for me when I need a little spiritual pick me up.”

“Thanks. I’ll return your Bible.”

“No need. It’s yours to keep. The church has plenty of Bibles, but there’s only one of you.”

“And you are?” I asked.

“Well, right now, I’m what you city folks call a custodian. I do most everything but roof repairs. I don’t cotton to roofs. Never did.”

As Harvey ambled off, I found the verse and began to read. “Come to me, all of you who are weary and carry heavy burdens, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you. Let me teach you, because I am humble and gentle at heart, and you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy to bear, and the burden I give you is light.” As I tried to digest what I had just read, soft music drifted from inside the church. Curious, I entered to find Harvey sitting at the organ. “Welcome,” he said. “I’ll be with you shortly. And I don’t do requests, so don’t ask, ’cause I only know three hymns.”

“Help me understand, Harvey.”

“Well, I can give you a simple country preacher’s take on things. Take potholes for example. It takes a leap of faith, not a loss of faith, when you hit one of life’s potholes in the road. But if you truly believe, God will help smooth the way. Oh, there will still be potholes, but they won’t seem nearly as rough and deep. That’s God’s promise to you, but only if you honor your promise to Him through faith and prayer.”

“I’d like to stay a while and pray. If you don’t mind,” I said.

“God’s church is your church. Stay as long as you like.”

“Will you pray with me?”

“It would be my pleasure, son.”

So, like the salmon, I was coming home, but not to perish. I was coming home to God, to be born again, and Lord willing, to renew the promises I made all those years ago.

—Stan Higley 
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Blessings in Store 

How great is the goodness 
you have stored up for those who fear you.
You lavish it on those who come 
to you for protection, 
blessing them before the watching world.

Psalm 31:19 

Our teenage son stood in the driveway and screamed at us. “You hate me,” he said. “Why did you bring me here?” I cringed and pressed a hand to my throbbing head as the bitter words spewed from his mouth. “You just love your other precious son. He can get away with anything, but you don’t really want me.”

What had gone wrong? This son—our sixth child—was supposed to feel loved and wanted. Being a mother should be a woman’s greatest blessing, but I didn’t know how much more of this I could endure.

When my husband and I married in 1955, we joked about having a dozen children. God took us seriously and, over the next eight years, He blessed us with four delightful daughters and, then, a little boy. We loved children, and God had given us our heart’s desire. In the early years of our marriage we lived in town, and our children played with their neighbors. Then we moved to the country. The girls left on the school bus every morning, and our son missed having playmates. By now, we no longer talked about having a dozen children, but we decided half a dozen might be just right. We began to think about adopting a child.
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