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Naturally 
 

 

Deer cavort on my front lawn, pausing to snack on geraniums, hibiscus, and tulips. A 

fawn spies me through my kitchen window, and our eyes lock for a moment.  

 

A skunk changes his address and takes up residence under my front porch, even making a 

front door and back door with his burrowing. A wild turkey hen decides she likes my 

front porch and enjoys early morning visits there.  

 

A raccoon family of six travels across the common area, babies learning to forage for 

food and survive on their own. Squirrels make graceful arcs as they bound across the 

lawn, then wave their tails as they scoot up the trees.  

 

Living near a forest preserve is full of surprise encounters! And no one would believe 

that my home is one hour south of the Chicago lakefront. 

 

As my kitties, Raven and Jet, and I watch from inside our cozy townhouse, we have the 

best of both worlds. We watch the animals through our windows, never needing to touch 

or talk to them, just enjoying the glimpses of their world.  

 

Do they watch us through the windows, wondering why we stay inside in our self-created 

environment? Do they wonder what it’s like to watch television, lounge on a couch, or 

sip steaming coffee before the sun comes up? Do they sometimes wish our worlds would 

merge? 

 

This morning, as I sip my Highlander Grog with cream, I am thankful that God doesn’t 

just watch me through the windows and wonder what it’s like to be human. He knows 

because he’s been here.  

 

Even though Jesus didn’t live in a townhouse or recline on a couch from La-Z-Boy 

Furniture, he knows what it’s like to be tempted to watch something that isn’t good to put 

in the mind. He knows what it’s like to listen as family and friends share their challenges 

and joys, even though he didn’t have a cell phone. He knows what it’s like to be alone. 

 

That’s why my Jesus is so wonderful. I am his child, and he lives with me every minute 

of every day.  
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He reminds me to change the channel: “Do not conform yourselves to the standards of 

this world, but let God transform you inwardly by a complete change of your mind. Then 

you will be able to know the will of God—what is good and is pleasing to him and is 

perfect” (Romans 12:2).  

 

He gives me patience and love to be a good listener: “Remember this, my dear friends! 

Everyone must be quick to listen, but slow to speak …” (James 1:19).  

 

He invites me to come to him when I feel lonely: “But he would go away to lonely 

places, where he prayed” (Luke 5:16). 

 

Thank you, Jesus, for understanding what it’s like to be a human being. You 

know my frailties, doubts, and fears. Yet, you still love me. You never give 

up on me. You continue to call me a child of God. That makes my salvation 

even more special and real. In your name, I come before you this day. 

Amen. 

 

Do you know Jesus as your Lord and Savior? Do you need to draw closer to him? Today 

is the perfect day to discover or deepen your walk with him. Go to PeaceWithGod.net 

and start today.  
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There Were Some Shepherds 
 

 

When was the last time an angel appeared to you and spoke to you? That hasn’t happened 

to me either. But that was the way God chose to communicate the miracle of Jesus’ birth. 

An angel appeared to Mary and told her about God’s plan for sending the Messiah. An 

angel appeared to Joseph three times, giving him directions for his role in the life of 

Jesus. 

 

One angel, and then a great army of angels, appeared to shepherds who were with their 

sheep in a field. The angel announced the most important news of all: the Savior had 

been born! Citizens of heaven came to citizens of earth, and for one night earth and 

heaven were joined in a miraculous way. 

 

Have you ever worked as a shepherd? I’ve had a lot of different jobs in my life—teacher, 

secretary, legal assistant, retail clerk, writer, promotions assistant, market research 

assistant—but I’ve never been a shepherd. It’s difficult to imagine how God invaded their 

solitary life, their workplace in the fields, their routine, their comfort zone to let them in 

on the excitement that was happening just a few miles away from them.  

 

It would only be natural for them to react with fear to something as unexplainable as an 

angel appearing in a field. The angel recognized their fear and reassured them. When the 

unexplainable happens in our lives, we sometimes react with fear—fear of the unknown, 

fear of change, fear because we don’t understand. God knows that, and God reassures us. 

Do you know that the phrase “do not be afraid” appears 43 times in the Good News 

Bible? God knows about our fear. 

 

By the time the angels left the shepherds, their fear had turned to excitement. God 

honored those shepherds by choosing them to be the first to know about the birth of the 

Savior. That night they walked by faith and by sight. The heavenly vision of all those 

angels was a sight they would never forget, a sight beyond their wildest imaginings. Their 

faith led them to Bethlehem that night—faith in what God had told them through the 

angels, faith in God’s promise to send the Messiah.  

 

The shepherds did see Jesus, the Messiah, the Savior of the world that night. They met 

him face to face in a stable, a most unlikely place for such a significant meeting. What 

was their reaction after they had seen what the angels had told them they would see? 
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They went back to their field and their sheep. But we know that they were different. How 

were they different? They were singing praises to God. Not what you would expect 

shepherds to be doing at nighttime in a field. Their joy was obvious! Their faith was 

undoubtedly renewed and strengthened because they had seen exactly what the angel told 

them they would see: their Savior.  

 

God calls us to do the same thing. When we hear what he tells us through his Word, and 

then we see God’s Word confirmed in our lives, our response is to praise God with joy. 

How do you praise God? Singing, praying, clapping, dancing, serving, thanking, playing 

instruments, lifting hands, bowing, kneeling, standing, making time for God—these are 

all ways to praise God, according to the Bible. 

 

When it is just as God has told us it would be, when we come through spectacular events 

that we can’t explain, when God calms our fears as we face the unknown or uncertain, 

our response is praise. Our praise glorifies God. And our praise is our witness for all the 

amazing ways God is at work in our lives. 

 

Remember to do just as the shepherds did when they encountered Jesus. Be joyful. Praise 

God in whatever way is best for you. But make sure you praise God for this wonderful, 

unexplainable gift that he has given us in his Son. And praise God for the wonderful, 

unexplainable ways he is at work in your life. 

 

Let us praise God for his glorious grace, for the free gift he gave us in his 

dear Son! For by the blood of Christ we are set free, that is, our sins are 

forgiven. How great is the grace of God, which he gave to us in such large 

measure! (Ephesians 1:6-8). 

 

Lord, I put aside all the baggage of past days. I put aside the worries about 

future days. I come today to worship and honor you. Holy Lord. Might 

God. Gracious Father. Beautiful Savior. In Jesus’ name, I pray. Amen.  
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My Christmas Wish List 
 

 

Have you ever made a Christmas list? I will confess that I’ve made many. As a budding 

young writer, I wrote in my best cursive hand “My Christmas List” across the top of 

many sheets of lined notebook paper. And while Barb modestly wrote two or three things 

on her list, I would easily fill the entire page with what I wanted. 

 

The spark for the writing of my lists was the arrival of the Sears Wishbook in the mail. 

As soon as my Mom placed it on the kitchen table, I carefully looked through the many 

colorful pages, turning down the corners of the ones that showed what I wanted for 

Christmas. Then I copied the item names—and sometimes even the page numbers—onto 

my paper.  

 

Before Christmas arrived, I had reorganized and rewritten my list many times. Everything 

I wanted seemed like a possibility to me, regardless of the cost. If I wrote it on my list, it 

became part of my life as I wished and hoped for it. Even on a coal miner’s salary, Mom 

and Dad always made sure that I received at least one item from my list. In the joy of that 

receiving, I quickly forgot the many lists and the other items I had written down. 

 

I stopped making Christmas lists a long time ago. At Christmas, when I hear Amy Grant 

sing the song “My Grown-Up Christmas List,” I find myself echoing her wishes for 

others instead of for myself; wishes for peace, love, healing, justice, truth. These make 

sense to me as an adult living in a hurting and sinful world. 

 

Sometimes I bow before God and confess that I often bring my list to him, my list of 

things I want for myself and for others: healing, faith, protection, guidance, direction, 

submission. You might be thinking, just as I often do, how noble and right my list is. You 

might even be thinking that God will honor my list because I am asking for things that 

are pleasing to him.  

 

But this listmaking can be exhausting work. I might leave someone out. I might not state 

the need correctly. I might spend too much time talking about myself and not enough 

time focusing on others. I might pray for others so long that I don’t have time to pray for 

myself. I might appear selfish. I might appear selfless. You may have had some of these 

same thoughts, too. 
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Recently during my prayer time, when I was done with my list, God told me to be still 

and listen to him through his Word. He reminded me once again that he is dependable. In 

fact, he assured me that his dependability is the greatest gift anyone can receive. This 

characteristic of God underlies and underscores everything I know about God and 

everything God does.  

 

Now you might say that it is presumptuous of me to use such a common, human word to 

describe our indescribable God. But one message that comes through to me from God’s 

Word over and over again is the message that we can depend on God. You might recall 

some other people who experienced this same truth: Zechariah, husband of Elizabeth and 

father of John the Baptist [Luke 1]; Mary and Joseph [Isaiah 7 and Luke 1]; the shepherds 

abiding in the field [Luke 2]. 

 

I know from the Bible and from my own life experiences that whatever I trust in here on 

earth is going to come to an end: relationships, wealth, armies, possessions, adventures, 

jobs, even my own life. But what I have in my relationship with God through Christ will 

never end. Never. For all eternity. 

 

God is dependable. We can trust what God tells us. What God tells us is true. We can 

believe what God tells us. And our response to that? Faith. Faith is our response to our 

dependable, trustworthy, loving, believable, unchanging God, who is present to us as 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. With faith, in the midst of life’s crises and changes, we 

receive the gift of reassurance. 

 

For you know what was paid to set you free from the worthless manner of 

life handed down by your ancestors. It was not something that can be 

destroyed, such as silver or gold; it was the costly sacrifice of Christ, who 

was like a lamb without defect or flaw. He had been chosen by God before 

the creation of the world and was revealed in these last days for your sake. 

Through him you believe in God, who raised him from death and gave him 

glory; and so your faith and hope are fixed on God. Now that by your 

obedience to the truth you have purified yourselves and have come to have 

a sincere love for other believers, love one another earnestly with all your 

heart. For through the living and eternal word of God you have been born 

again as the children of a parent who is immortal, not mortal. As the 

scripture says, "All human beings are like grass, and all their glory is like 

wild flowers. The grass withers, and the flowers fall, but the word of the 

Lord remains forever." This word is the Good News that was proclaimed to 

you (1 Peter 1:18-25). 
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God, you are the giver and I am the receiver of all good things from you. 

You are the giver who never stops giving. You gave us your Son, and your 

Son gave his life that we might live. You give the Holy Spirit for our 

encouragement and growth. May my Christmas list this year be filled not 

with what I want for myself, but for the one thing I want for those who don’t 

know you: salvation. In the name of Jesus, the Savior, the Way, the Truth, 

and the Life, I pray. Amen. 
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Even 2-Word Prayers Reach God 
 

 

One more trip to the sanctuary of the hospital restroom. I close the door, lock it, and blink 

in the expected glare of the lone fluorescent light tube. Leaning against the cool tile wall, 

I slide slowly to the floor.  

 

Too stunned to cry, too scared to scream, I bend forward in a new wave of emotional 

agony. 

 

Looking up for a moment, I see a red button marked “Emergency” with a chain dangling 

from it. Yes, this is an emergency, Lord.  

 

If I pull that chain, will you come and rescue me? Or will you send someone to break 

down the door, put arms around me, hold me close, whisper in my ear that everything is 

going to be okay? Or will you just open up this ceiling to the sky and transport me to 

heaven? 

 

That was one of the worst days. My husband Gene lay in an ICU hospital bed, incoherent 

and immobile.  

 

Strangely, in that restroom, I felt the same. But it was fear, not illness, that plagued me. 

Or maybe my fear was my illness. 

 

My two-word prayer that day (and many days) was the same prayer that David often 

prayed: Help me.  

 

David cried out to God with this prayer many times, and so did I. I still do.  

 

When all the circumstances swirling around David tried to convince him that he was 

alone and that God had abandoned him, he knew where his help came from. Sometimes it 

seemed like there would be no end to his difficulties. But even then, God was taking care 

of him.  

 

Here a few more two-word prayers that I have prayed. David prayed some of them. You 

may have prayed these, too. You may even be praying one of them today. 
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Have mercy. In a helpless situation, blind men cried out to Jesus with these two words as 

he was passing by. They realized their need and knew that Jesus was the only one who 

could make a difference. No matter how needy I am, God is waiting with the plenty of his 

mercy. I can go to him because I know he loves me and cares for me. 

 

Save me. This was Peter’s prayer when he was walking on the water. When he began 

focusing on the wind and the waves instead of on Jesus, his faith failed and doubt took 

over. Jesus didn’t abandon him to his fear, though. Instead, he reached out and grabbed 

him. Even when I panic, God is already reaching out and ready to grab me. 

 

My Father! This was Jesus’ prayer in the Garden of Gethsemane. Even knowing what 

was ahead for him, he submitted to the will, plan, and purpose of his Father. He trusted 

that God’s way was the right way, the best way. God is my Father, my brother, my 

deliverer, my helper, my all in all. He is all that and more for you, too. 

 

Come close. Sometimes I feel so alone, and this prayer is the only one that helps. As 

James tells us: “Come close to God, and God will come close to you.” He is there to dry 

our tears, help carry our burdens, protect and defend us. Even when we move far away 

from him, he never leaves us or forsakes us. 

 

Hear me. This was a frequent prayer of David that we hear often in the Psalms. When 

Saul was pursuing him, he was often hiding in caves. And he may have often wondered if 

God was listening. Sometimes I wonder, too. But then I remember God’s promises to 

listen when we call. 

 

Forgive me. Another prayer of David. When he had committed the sin of murder, he 

asked for God’s forgiveness. God is always ready to forgive when we repent. And he 

keeps no record of our sins. What a great release for us as sinners! 

 

Heal her/him. In the book of Numbers, we read about Moses’ prayer for his sister 

Miriam. She was stricken with leprosy, and her brother prayed this simple prayer on her 

behalf. Have you ever boldly prayed this prayer for someone you love? 

 

Praise God! This was another of David’s prayers. He acknowledged that God was 

sovereign, in control, and taking care of him ― regardless of his current circumstances. 

Even on days when I feel like the world is against me and difficulties are closing in on 

me, I continue to praise our God! There are so many wonderful praise songs to help me 

do that, too. One of my current favorites is “Good Good Father.” 
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God has many ways of answering our prayers. Some we understand. Some we don’t. 

Some we see. Some we never do.  

 

Keep trusting. Keep praying. Even if you pray only two words. Keep those lines of 

communication open. God is listening, and he is at work. All the time.  

 

“I pray that from his glorious, unlimited resources he will empower you with inner 

strength through his Spirit” (Ephesians 3:16). 

 

“Never stop praying” (1 Thessalonians 5:17). 
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At the Well (John 4) 
 

 

It was noon, a very hot day. The last thing I wanted to do was go to Jacob's Well, but that 

was a daily job in Samaria. I was the only woman there that time of day, and a man was 

resting in a little spot of shade near the well.  

 

I didn't make eye contact with him and just hurried to draw my water. But then he spoke 

to me. I knew right away he was a Jew. I couldn't understand why he would ask me for a 

drink. And then he told me about something called living water.  

 

At first I didn't understand what he meant. As he talked about never being thirsty again, I 

knew this was a water I wanted—whatever it was! 

 

Then he got kind of personal, asking about my husband. I didn't lie to him—I really didn't 

have a husband—that day!  

 

But I couldn't mislead him. He knew my life story, even though we had never met before. 

Now this was making more sense. He was some kind of prophet!  

 

I tried to distract him with a religious question, but he came back with talk about 

salvation. He talked about God and God's Spirit. He said things I had never heard before 

from any teacher or preacher! He was telling me everything I needed to know.  

 

Wait a minute—everything! I asked him if he was the Messiah we had been waiting for 

and expecting. His answer shocked me: He said he was the Messiah!  

 

I dropped my water jar and ran back to town. I didn’t know I could run that fast! But this 

was amazing news, and I had to share it! I told everyone: "This man is the Messiah. He 

told me everything I've ever done."  

 

We went back to Jesus and begged him to stay and teach us. He spent two more days 

with us, teaching us about God's Kingdom. Then all of us knew for sure: He was the 

Messiah, the true Son of God. 

 

  

http://laurawarfel.com/


 

 

 
 

Copyright © 2016 by Laura Wasson Warfel  14 
LauraWarfel.com 

 

What if the woman at the well were alive today?  

She might buy a billboard ad,  

run a series of television commercials,  

find a newspaper reporter to write her story,  

or even start a website: imetthemessiah.com! 

She would want to share her good news! 

 

Come and see what the Lord has done. See what amazing things he has 

done on earth (Psalm 46:8). 

 

Lord, may I find more courage daily to share the Good news with everyone 

I meet. I know that’s your assignment for me. Please help me realize the 

importance of this and obey you. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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Prescription from Jesus 
 

 

Soon another Feast came around and Jesus was back in Jerusalem. Near the 

Sheep Gate in Jerusalem there was a pool, in Hebrew called Bethesda, with 

five alcoves. Hundreds of sick people—blind, crippled, paralyzed—were in 

these alcoves. One man had been an invalid there for thirty-eight years. 

When Jesus saw him stretched out by the pool and knew how long he had 

been there, he said, “Do you want to get well?” The sick man said, “Sir, 

when the water is stirred, I don't have anybody to put me in the pool. By the 

time I get there, somebody else is already in.” Jesus said, “Get up, take your 

bedroll, start walking.” The man was healed on the spot. He picked up his 

bedroll and walked off. That day happened to be the Sabbath (John 5:1-9 

MSG). 
 

Jesus asks me: “Do you want to get well?” 

Three actions he requires of me: 

Get up out of my self-pity. 

Pick up the pieces of my life. 

Walk into the rest of the life he has prepared for me. 

 

Heavenly Father, I’m struggling today. I know what you want from me, yet 

I resist and rebel. Help to begin fresh once again, to surrender to you, to 

get my ego out of the way so you can work through me to accomplish your 

plan. In Jesus’ name, I pray. Amen. 
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In Front of Jesus 
 

 

Some men came carrying a paralyzed man on a bed, and they tried to carry 

him into the house and put him in front of Jesus. Because of the crowd, 

however, they could find no way to take him in. So they carried him up on 

the roof, made an opening in the tiles, and let him down on his bed into the 

middle of the group in front of Jesus. When Jesus saw how much faith they 

had, he said to the man, "Your sins are forgiven, my friend."  

(Luke 5:18-20) 
 

It's so warm in my house this evening. I never dreamed the Teacher would draw such a 

big crowd. News about him and the healing he has done must be spreading farther than I 

thought.  

 

We don't have room for one more person. After all, we need to give Jesus a little air and 

space around him. I wish I were a little taller. I can't quite see what he's doing. But I can 

hear the words he's saying. I've never heard a teacher speak with such authority. 

 

What do those men think they're doing? They're trying to force their way in the front 

door. Maybe I should tell them to come back another evening. Look, they're even trying 

to carry in a man who is lying on a mat. He must be very sick if he can't even walk on his 

own. Well, they'll never get him or themselves in here. There just isn't room for anyone 

else! 

 

Oh, it must be getting cooler outside. It feels much cooler in here now. Wait a minute. 

Where is that dust coming from? A piece of the ceiling just fell over there. Could it be? Is 

someone trying to come into the house from the roof? Robbers? Thieves? Soldiers? I 

can't believe this is happening! Those men are taking away part of the roof. They’re 

trying to lower their friend on his mat into the room and place him in front of Jesus.  

 

Why would they do something like that? Don't they realize they're destroying our 

property? But Jesus doesn't seem to mind. He even has a smile on his face. I've heard 

how he has healed some outcasts and hopeless cases. This would surely fall into that 

category! 

 

He's talking about two kinds of healing: sins and legs. Jesus is telling the man that his 

sins are forgiven. Now he's telling the man to get up and walk. Look, the man is standing 
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and picking up his mat! And he's praising God in a loud voice. Now others are joining 

him. This is amazing! How could this be? This must be the Son of God! He even has 

power over our physical problems. We have seen amazing things here in my house today! 

 

This man who suddenly walked? What if he were alive today? 

You can be sure he would be running up and down the streets of town, knocking on 

doors, and sharing his good news!  

He might host a radio call-in program where he answers questions about Jesus.  

He and his friends might even start a roofing and remodeling business on the side! 

 

Come and see what the Lord has done. See what amazing things he has 

done on earth (Psalm 46:8). 

 

He will love you better than anyone ever has.  

He will satisfy your needs better than anything ever will.  

And he will be there for you always, through the best and worst of times, for eternity.  

His love is amazing, the most amazing experience you will ever have. 

 

God, you do the judging. You do the healing. You do the fixing. You do the 

saving. You do the planning. I’ll do the trusting. Amen.  
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How to Get Outside Yourself 
 

 

We don’t know his name. But I do know that the Samaritan got it right. 

 

Jesus said: “But a Samaritan who was traveling that way came upon the 

man, and when he saw him, his heart was filled with pity. He went over to 

him, poured oil and wine on his wounds and bandaged them; then he put 

the man on his own animal and took him to an inn, where he took care of 

him. The next day he took out two silver coins and gave them to the 

innkeeper. ‘Take care of him,’ he told the innkeeper, ‘and when I come 

back this way, I will pay you whatever else you spend on him.’” (Luke 

10:33-35) 

 
Have you ever sat with a sick friend? It’s difficult to see someone you love in pain, 

uncomfortable, wanting but not finding relief. I’ve spent many hours in hospital rooms, 

bedrooms, living rooms with people who are sick. Not my choice, believe me. God’s 

assignment, for sure. 

 

Because I was the person who avoided anything medical. The person who almost fainted 

or threw up every time I even got close to a hospital. The person who couldn’t face the 

ICU even to help comfort my Dad. 

 

Until Sally. For Sally, I crossed the threshold of her bedroom and left my fears outside. I 

sat with her while she was sick. We laughed. We talked. We looked for quarters to put in 

the next jukebox we saw.  

 

Something changed in me that day. God (and I really didn’t realize it was him at that time 

in my life) moved me beyond my own emotions, needs, pain, fear and connected me with 

my friend. At a time when both of us needed that connection so much. 

 

Have you ever sat up all night with a sick friend? It’s difficult to keep your eyes open, to 

stay alert to the person’s needs, to administer medicine if you need to. But sometimes in 

the deep dark of night or the tentative light of the coming day, you have opportunities to 

do more. Pray. Speak God’s Word. Hold his/her hand. 
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Have you ever sat with a sick spouse? A relative? It’s even more difficult. But the bond 

of love that you have with the other person often gives you the strength to endure. More 

than that, it often gives you the strength to minister to him/her in a time of great need. To 

bring him/her closer to Jesus. 

 

Have you ever sat up all night with a sick person you didn’t even know? That’s what the 

Samaritan did. Look at this. Between verses 34 and 35, he took care of the injured man. 

 

He rescued a man he didn’t even know. He took the man to an inn. Even as nice as our 

hotels and motels are today, I wouldn’t be comfortable taking a strange, injured person 

there. Imagine taking an injured person to an inn as it existed in Jesus’ time. Most inns 

were one large room with rows of single beds and candles for light. 

 

As the Samaritan sat with the man, he probably had to listen to snoring from the other 

guests. The injured man may have cried out in pain during the night, and the Samaritan 

may have had nothing to make things easier for him. He may have been sitting on a hard 

chair, drowsy but afraid to fall asleep, especially if a candle was still burning near the 

bed. 

 

The hours of the night must have passed slowly. The Samaritan may have wondered at 

times whether the man would live or die from his injuries. He certainly had plenty of time 

to think and pray. 

 

During that long, uncertain night, the Samaritan lived out the commands Jesus gives us in 

Matthew 25. The man was hungry and thirsty, and probably received some food and 

drink. The man needed clothes and surely received at least a blanket. The man was sick, 

and the Samaritan cared for him. The man was a stranger, and the Samaritan welcomed 

him. 

 

The Samaritan teaches us how to get outside ourselves. Focus on the person in need. Put 

his/her needs ahead of your own feelings. Make sure his/her needs are met. Offer the 

love, comfort, and peace only God can give. Pray.  

 

The next time you have a short afternoon or a long night to sit with a person (or pray for a 

person) who is sick or injured — or sad, depressed, lonely, abandoned, abused, 

frightened, or broke — remember the Samaritan’s example. He stayed. He cared. 

 

  

http://laurawarfel.com/


 

 

 
 

Copyright © 2016 by Laura Wasson Warfel  20 
LauraWarfel.com 

 

Lord, today I bring my friends, relatives, co-workers, neighbors to you. You 

know their pain so much better than I do. You know how to heal them. You 

know how to fix them. You have infinite patience, love, and caring for them. 

I pray for your healing touch upon them. I pray for your hand of protection 

over them. I trust them to your care in Jesus’ name. Amen. 
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Detoured But Not Derailed 
 

 

Taking a detour often takes you on an uncharted adventure. Seeing sights you may not 

have seen. Encountering people you may not have met. Finding a new road you may have 

never driven before.  

 

And when you take the detour, you trust the signs you are following to get you back on 

your original route. Especially if you’re in a city you’ve never visited. 

 

But sometimes, the detour routes you a different way, and you end up on a different road. 

You consult the GPS but get no definitive answer. Confusion sets in, and it looks like you 

may have to stop and ask a human for directions. 

 

You notice that the sun is going down. It’s the end of a long day. You’re tired and getting 

crabby. You can’t remember the last time you ate or drank some water. The gas gauge is 

moving toward E. 

 

Now, you have a choice to make. Will you keep going forward, or will you pull over and 

stop for the night? You begin to weigh your options and the consequences. And the route 

you’re on is leading you farther in the direction you think you don’t want to go. 

 

That’s what becoming a widow was like for me. I thought I was heading down that road 

of marriage to at least our 25th wedding anniversary. I had resigned from my job, married 

Gene, relocated to a new city, become a mom by marriage to three teenagers, accepted 

the assignment of pastor’s wife. I knew I was definitely on the right road. The road I 

wanted to be on. 

 

Diabetes had other plans for us, however. Gene had struggled with being diabetic for 

many years. This disease is a thief, stealing from every part of a person’s body. It began 

to steal from Gene. 

 

Before we realized what was happening, our life was taking a long detour. And the final 

destination was a shock. I stood with the kids at the cemetery, looking at a newly dug 

grave. I was where I never wanted to be. I was a widow. 

 

At that point, I had no map or GPS to tell me where to go. There were no signs pointing 

me in the right direction. I felt like I was tied to the bumper of a pick-up truck and being 

http://laurawarfel.com/


 

 

 
 

Copyright © 2016 by Laura Wasson Warfel  22 
LauraWarfel.com 

 

dragged through potholes on unfamiliar country roads. That was 13 years and many 

choices and decisions ago. 

 

We never know when life’s circumstances will send us on a detour. But we do know the 

master cartographer who charts the course. Regardless of the circumstances, God’s 

greatest desire is that we travel with him.  

 

Yes, there will be bumps in the road and fog and sharp curves and scary hills. Fear may 

send you into the rest area. You may take a wrong turn ― on purpose. You may get lost 

or wander around aimlessly for a while. And you may have questions for God along the 

way.  

 

Be assured that his promise to never leave us or forsake us is greater than any difficulties 

we will ever encounter. His love is the power we need to keep going and to go in the right 

direction. 

 

Put your complete trust in God. His way is the only way and the best way. His Word is 

your map. His grace is your fuel. He will never let you down.  

 

“You will show me the way of life, granting me the joy of your presence and the 

pleasures of living with you forever” (Psalm 16:11). 

    

Help me to follow your path, Lord, the path that you are revealing before 

me. I don’t have to blaze a trail through the rainforest with a machete. 

You’ve already prepared my path. Guide and direct me, Lord, that I may 

not stray from you. You’ve already won my victory, Lord. Help me to give 

up defeat and to live victoriously in you. Help me, Lord to live in 

confidence and peace, for you are my God. Praying in Jesus’ name, Amen. 
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Description of Desperation: Judas Iscariot (Part 1) 
 

 

The Devil had already put the thought of betraying Jesus into the heart of 

Jesus, the son of Simon Iscariot (John 13:2). 

 

Judas has always fascinated me—the underdog who did have a purpose in the kingdom of 

God. Gene told me once that I loved to champion the underdog. Maybe that’s why I’ve 

always been drawn to Judas.  

 

We don’t know how Judas was called to become a follower of Jesus. The first time we 

meet him is when Jesus is choosing the 12 who will be closest to him during his earthly 

ministry. In their accounts of that time, Mark and Luke both point out that Judas was 

Jesus’ betrayer. He will always be known for that. 

 

Judas appears again at the end of John 6. Jesus refers to him as a devil. He knows Judas is 

going to come between Jesus and his Father.  

 

Then there is a big gap. Judas must have been lurking in the background, watching Jesus, 

listening to his teaching, but not allowing Jesus to touch and work in his heart. How 

could he be so close to Jesus and yet keep his distance? 

 

Judas’ love for money widened that gap. John presents this in John 12, the account of 

Mary’s anointing of Jesus before his crucifixion and burial. Again, Judas is called the 

betrayer. The words of Judas betray him: “Why was this perfume not sold for three 

hundred silver coins and the money given to the poor?” John then observes that Judas 

didn’t care about the poor because he was a thief. He tells us that Judas carried the money 

bag and took money from it. 

 

Matthew, Mark, and Luke all record the deal that Judas made with the chief priests before 

the Passover meal that Jesus shared with his disciples. Matthew even reports what Judas 

said to them: “What will you give me if I betray Jesus to you?” The deal was made, and 

Judas was even paid in advance: 30 silver coins, the price a master paid for a slave at that 

time. He didn’t realize that he had already sacrificed the greatest treasure: Jesus. Then 

Judas began to plan how he would carry out his assignment. Time was growing short, and 

Passover was quickly approaching. 
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During the Passover meal, Jesus showed his true humility and servant heart by washing 

the disciples’ feet. Judas was there, and Jesus probably washed Judas’ feet, too. How 

could he do that? What amazing love!  

 

After this act of love and service, Jesus announced to the group that one of them was 

going to betray him. The disciples began to ask and wonder who would do this. Then 

Jesus dipped a piece of bread in a sauce and handed the bread to Judas. Judas took the 

bread, and John says that was the moment when Satan entered him. Matthew tells us that 

Judas said, “Surely, Teacher, you don’t mean me?” He had already made the deal! Jesus 

confirmed it: “So you say.” Most shockingly, Jesus told Judas to hurry and do what he 

must do.  

 

According to John, Judas left before Jesus introduced the Lord’s Supper. When Jesus 

gave a new commandment: 

 

“… love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one another. If you 

have love for one another, then everyone will know that you are my disciples” 

(John 13:34-35). 

 

Judas had already left the room to arrange the time and place for the betrayal. Judas 

didn’t get to hear this commandment, the one that could have changed his life.  

 

When the thought moves from the mind to the heart, is the action inevitable? Did Judas 

truly believe he was doing the right thing? Or had he turned away from God and was just 

pursuing what he wanted: 30 silver coins and notoriety for turning over Jesus to the 

Romans? Jesus released him to do what he had to do. Does God do the same for us? 

 

Lord, help me to go into this day expectantly, seeking you, serving you, 

glorifying you with my life. As I encounter temptation, protect me from the 

enemy’s wiles and ways. As I encounter those who are struggling with 

temptation, help me to be merciful and forgiving. Point me to you, Lord, 

and help me point others to you also. In Jesus’ blessed name, I pray. Amen.  
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Description of Desperation: Judas Iscariot (Part 2) 
 

 

After their final earthly meal together, Jesus and the 11 left the Upper Room and went to 

the Garden of Gethsemane. On the way, Jesus seemed to be cramming in his last 

instructions for them. He even told them more about the Holy Spirit and prayed for 

them—and all who will believe in the future—and their ministry that was to come. Judas 

missed all of that.  

 

John tells us that they had been to Gethsemane many times before that night. Judas 

arrived there later, after Jesus had time to pray. A group of Roman soldiers and some 

Temple guards came with him. They carried lanterns and torches, and they were armed. 

Judas, saying nothing, gave the agreed upon sign to identify the accused: he kissed Jesus. 

As Michael Card points out in his song “Why”: 

 

Why did it have to be a friend who chose to betray the Lord 

And why did He use a kiss to show them, that’s not what a kiss is for 

Only a friend can betray a friend, a stranger has nothing to gain 

And only a friend comes close enough to ever cause so much pain. 

 

Judas’ despair began when the soldiers took Jesus away to be tried. His agony lasted 

through the night as Jesus was harassed by the high priests. The next morning, Jesus 

appeared before Pilate, and the people condemned him to die. When Judas heard the 

news, he tried to make things right. He took the 30 silver coins back to the chief priests. 

We hear Judas’ words from John: “I have sinned by betraying an innocent man to death!” 

But it was too late. Judas threw down the coins in their presence.  

 

In his despair, Judas saw no way out. After walking with Jesus for three years and seeing 

Jesus heal the sick, forgive the downtrodden, raise the dead to life, talk with outcasts, 

love beyond all reason and measure, he went out and hanged himself. Judas could have 

stopped the plan, or even returned to Jesus after he had done it and asked for Jesus’ 

forgiveness. Instead, he killed himself and probably removed himself from God’s 

presence forever. 

 

Judas died before Jesus died. He didn’t get to experience the passion of the crucifixion or 

the joy of the resurrection. 
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In Acts 1, when Jesus appeared to his disciples for the final time after the resurrection, he 

reminded them that Judas had a part to play in their work. If Jesus hadn’t died, he 

couldn’t have risen and triumphed over sin for all eternity.  

 

Lord, when we are quick to judge others, to lack forgiveness, to reject those 

whom we consider despicable, enter our hearts. Fill us with your mercy 

and grace. Thank you for forgiving us when we betray you, deny you, say 

we love you and then act as if we don’t. Help us to reach out to the sinner 

and let him or her know that you forgive all sin. In Jesus’ precious name, 

Amen. 
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Just Keep Worrying 

 
Knit 1. Purl 2. Repeat. That’s how you make a scarf. Worry 1. Obsess 2. Repeat. That’s 

how you make your own craziness. I’ve made both. And believe me, knitting and purling 

are much more rewarding. 

 

Worry and its dearest friend obsession are two of the most difficult companions to part 

ways with. They know you so well, and they find so many places to dwell. You can tell 

them to go away. Cry. Scream. Gnash your teeth. But they have a way of burrowing in. 

 

Just to make sure you can keep worrying and obsessing, you probably have an unwritten 

list of things to worry and obsess about. I know I do.  

 

Best time to start reviewing that list? When you’re in bed and ready to go to sleep. A sure 

guarantee for restlessness, tears, and nighttime fears. Things may look better in the 

morning, but tonight everything looks awfully dismal. 

 

Did you know that the word “worry” is mentioned at least 38 times in the New Living 

Translation of the Bible? And to prove how well he knows us, God uses the word “don’t” 

before the word “worry” at least 25 times.  

 

Writing about worry, the wonderful Christian writer and preacher (and widow) Anne 

Graham Lotz says: “You and I often play games with the names we call sin to make it 

seem less like sin. … We call the sin of unbelief, worry.” 

 

The path of worry is a slippery slope. To begin, it masquerades as caring. Then it 

becomes concern, then doubt. As we turn it around and around and around in our minds, 

it soon becomes obsessive thinking. Finally, worry turns into all-out fear. And we 

become its prisoner. 

 

No, the answer isn’t to just keep worrying. The answer is to turn those worries over to 

God early on. Before they can grow into monsters. The answer is faith. Unwavering faith 

that looks beyond what is seen and trusts in what is unseen. Trusts that God never leaves 

you or forsakes you. 
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As Christine Caine, one of my favorite writers and preachers, says in Living Life 

Undaunted: “You don’t even know what God is doing behind the scenes, but your answer 

is on its way.” 

 

What are you worrying about today? It’s okay. Just go to God and give it to him. He’s 

already at work on it. And he wants to know that you’re trusting it to him. 

 

Here’s one of the remedies for worry. Calls me down off the ledge and restores peace to 

my soul. Every time. Psalm 121. Use your name and pray this as your prayer today. 

 

I look up to the mountains — does my help come from there? 

My help comes from the Lord, who made heaven and earth! 

He will not let you stumble; the one who watches over you will not slumber. 

Indeed, he who watches over Israel never slumbers or sleeps.  

The Lord himself watches over you! 

The Lord stands beside you as your protective shade. 

The sun will not harm you by day, nor the moon at night. 

The Lord keeps you from all harm and watches over your life. 

The Lord keeps watch over you as you come and go, both now and forever. 
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Finding your more 
 

 

Wallowing. As a widow, I’ll admit to having done my share of wallowing. 

 

Wrapping myself in the what-could-have-beens. Rolling around in the what-weres. 

Refusing to join the what-ares. Escaping from the what-will-bes. With the preferred 

anesthetics. 

 

You may have wallowed, too. Or you may even be wallowing right now. Our smell-free, 

guilty secret. The justified indignation festering inside. You may have a bright, shiny 

persona that you put on for the world. But in private, you are prone to wallow. 

 

Me, too. 

 

Guess what. This doesn’t have to be a permanent condition or even a preferred choice. 

God is calling and calling you out right now. His plans for you are so much bigger than 

the pseudo-safety of a mental muddle. 

 

You’re still here. 

 

You’re still needed by God. 

 

So here’s the call: Be more. More than you are right now. More than you think you can 

be. More than the world says you are. More than your mom and dad ever dreamed you 

could be. 

 

More than the color of your hair, the size of your clothes, or the amount of money in your 

bank accounts. 

 

Start seeking your more. 

 

My more is to be more than a widow. It only took me 11 years to agree with God on that 

plan! 

 

That may be your more, too. 

 

Let’s find and explore our more together. I love adventures! How about you? 
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“May God give you more and more mercy, peace, and love” (Jude 2). 

 

God, you know just how to amaze us me! My only response is praise! All 

praise to you, gracious heavenly Father. I love you. I honor you. I proclaim 

your name through my thoughts, words, and actions. I shout the truth of 

your Word from my lips. I bow before you, my Creator and my King. Amen. 
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Chunks of the Past 
 

 

Sw – iii – iii – sh … th – uuu – nk. What was that? A meteor? A house from Kansas? 

 

Raven and Jet, my feline friends, race me to the living room window to see what made 

that noise. There it is, near the winter-bare lilac bush. A large chunk of snow has slid off 

the roof and landed near the porch. A slightly frozen mass, glistening in the late afternoon 

sun.  

 

Like the snow sliding from the roof and then melting into the ground, I feel large chunks 

of my past disappearing. There is no way to prepare for this experience. The empty 

spaces are difficult to describe.  

 

Each time I lose a loved one, I feel a chunk of my past slide out of my heart and my 

present life. In fact, many of those who know me best are no longer around. Those who 

knew me from birth. From my childhood neighborhood. From high school. From my 

home. As a poet. As a lover. As a friend. As a daughter, cousin, niece, granddaughter.  

 

Pieces of me slid away with them. And I find that it’s more difficult to be who I really 

am, my best self, without them around. They know parts of me that no one else will ever 

know. They share memories with me that I share with no one else.  

 

Losing shared memories is a loss of a different color. 

 

Survival? The temptation is to cling to the past ― to the exclusion of the present. To 

glorify the past and overlook the new treasures of the present. But that’s the danger zone.  

 

When we cling too tightly to the past, we miss the person we are in the present. We forget 

to treasure our loved ones who are still here with us. We miss opportunities to appreciate 

the new people in our lives. We ignore the person we can be in the future.  

 

God has a remedy for this. He calls it faith. I think it started with Noah. When God saved 

him and his family, God also destroyed everything they knew. They still had one another 

(and the animals), but everything else familiar was gone. The ark became their home, and 

their destination was unknown to them. For survival, they had to cling to God’s promises 

and plan.  
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That’s what we must do, too. When everything around us is shifting, changing, 

disappearing, that’s our time to cling to God and his truth. He is the one constant. He is 

the one who knows us best. He is the one who never leaves us or forsakes us.  

 

Our true identity is who we are in God. Our reason for still being here is found in him. 

 

“You are royal priests, a holy nation, God’s very own possession. As a result, you can 

show others the goodness of God, for he called you out of the darkness into his wonderful 

light” (1 Peter 2:9). 

 

Lord, I don’t want to be on the perimeter. I want to be in the center with 

you. Please hold me in this storm. It’s coming at me from all sides, and I 

feel like I’m drowning. You are God. No matter what I try to put in your 

place. You are God. Please clear my mind of all unwanted debris. Make 

more room in me for the things of you. In Jesus’ name, I pray. Amen.  
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How to Build a Grief Bunker 
 

 

A place of safety. That’s what I need. A place where I can take cover until the storms and 

attacks of loss and grief have passed.  

 

I’ll build a bunker. Should be easy enough. 

 

Today I’ll just rest here in my safe place. Hide out here alone. Wrap myself in TV reruns, 

old songs on the radio, faded photos spread across the table. 

 

Even if I cry or cry out, it’s easier here.  

 

I know the world doesn’t want me. I’m worn out and weary. It’s just exhausting to even 

try to be part of what’s happening out there. 

 

I’ll just stay here. Where I feel safe and comfortable. Where I can create my own reality. 

 

My sadness is my sadness. No one else understands what this grief is like for me. 

 

So I’ll just sit here in my sadness. I’ll wrap my grief around me and just hunker down. 

They say it will pass. I have my doubts. Maybe I can just stay here forever. 

 

My Bible? Oh, it’s over there on the table. I’ll read it later. 

 

My family? Oh, they just don’t understand how hard this is. I’ll talk to them later. 

 

My life? Oh, it’s over now. Without my husband, I have nothing left to enjoy. I’ll just sit 

here by myself. 

 

One day flows into the next. Tomorrow never comes. Yesterday is a drug. It’s like my 

own party where I’m the host and the guest. 

 

Didn’t Pastor Jason just tell me something about parties? That’s right. He said, “The 

enemy loves to cater pity parties.” 

 

Wait. I can’t let the enemy into my bunker! He doesn’t belong here.  
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He wants me to give up.  

 

With the help of God, I’m not giving in. I’m not giving up. I will never give up! I have to 

rise up against the enemy and his arsenal of temptations. 

 

God has so much more for me! Outside of this bunker I’ve built. My job is to trust and 

obey him. He’ll take care of the details. 

 

I’m climbing out of here today. And I may have to do that every day. But I know that it is 

worse to hide than it is to hurt. 

 

Help me, Lord. Help me to be all you want and need me to be. Help me to follow hard 

after you instead of falling into self-pity. Help me to let go of more of my past so I can 

make more room for you in my present.  

 

Help me to know, Lord, that you are my safe place. Safer than any bunker I can ever 

build. 

 

Lord, I love you. Order my minutes, hours, days. Help me be faithful to you instead of a 

slave to my grief. 

 

“For you are my hiding place; you protect me from trouble. You surrounds me with songs 

of victory. The Lord says, ‘I will guide you along the best pathway for your life. I will 

advise you and watch over you.’” (Psalm 32:7-8) 
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A Widow’s Psalm 
 

 

The Lord is my husband. 

I have all that I need. 

He sits down with me at the table 

while I feast on his Word. 

He teaches me everything I need to know. 

He wraps me in the cozy quilt of his love 

holding me close when the storms rage around me. 

He fills up my empty spaces 

with his love and grace. 

He guides me on the path he wants me to take 

(if I’ll let him) 

and shows me the work he has for me to do. 

Even when the bills are stacking up  

and the refrigerator is almost empty 

and the car needs new tires, 

I will not be afraid. 

He is my pilot, defender, provider. 

He stays with me even when  

I try to push him away 

or deny his presence 

or ignore him by staying too busy. 

He builds a fortress around my home 

and sends his angels to protect me. 

He cares more about me  

than anyone else does. 

He wraps me in the softest quilt 

and holds my head on his shoulder. 

He stands ready to love me 

no matter who I am or what I’ve done. 

He invites me to his banquet table 

and we eat together  

with others who know what loss is like. 

He honors me by working through me  
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to build God’s kingdom on earth. 

He listens as I count my blessings 

and list my troubles. 

I trust in your goodness, Lord. 

Your lovingkindness overflows into my life. 

I want to walk with you always. 

I want to meet you in your house  

and live with you there. 

You are the one I worship. 

You are the one I love. 
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Consider the Scars 
 

 

To conclude: let no one give me any more trouble, because the scars I have 

on my body show that I am the slave of Jesus (Galatians 6:17). 

 

Paul’s scars for Jesus – from beatings, imprisonments, even his many travels and 

shipwrecks. 

 

Jesus’ scars for me – in his hands from the nails, in his side from the spear, on his back 

and face from beatings and mockery, on his head from wearing a crown of thorns, on his 

feet from walking so many miles and from the nails. 

 

What scars do I have for Jesus? None that anyone can see. My life of faith has not been 

physically demanding. My scars are on the inside. I gave up my idea of security and 

chose to walk in your security. I gave up the world’s idea of wealth and chose to live for 

you. Sacrifices are my scars. Is this an offering that is pleasing to you? 

 

Jesus has scars for me. 

Paul has scars for Jesus. 

Do I have scars for Jesus? 

 

 

Scars (Galatians 6:17) 

 

Shipwrecked and shattered, alone in a cell 

Paul could have cried finished, but had so much to tell 

His scars were his witness as he boldly proclaimed: 

Jesus, I love You, Jesus, I need You 

Jesus, the world needs You too. 

 

Battered and bruised, alone on the cross 

When Jesus cried “Finished,” He knew the cost 

His scars were His witness for the work He had done. 

Children, I love you, Children, I want you 

Children, I’m calling to you. 
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Scars on the outside, scars deep within 

Jesus, our Savior, Healer, and Friend 

Come to Him now and let Him take your sins 

He’ll touch your scars and your pain 

And you’ll never be the same. 

 

Hurried and hardened, out in the world 

Do we cry finished before we are through? 

Are the scars we are bearing reminders of sins? 

Or are they our witness, bringing glory to Him? 

Jesus, we love You, Jesus, we need You 

Jesus, we live just to glorify You. 

 
Copyright © 2007 

Lyrics by Laura Wasson Warfel 

Music by Jeanie Kinsey 
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Leaving Their Mark 
 

 

Michael Card. Philip Yancey. Dave Matthews. Bonnie Koloc. Rich Mullins. John Mayer. 

Michael Hedges. Dan Fogelberg. Bebo Norman. Garth Brooks. Brennan Manning. We all 

have them, those famous (or mildly famous) people who have made their mark on this 

world—and left their mark on us. Maybe their words, their music, their way of looking at 

faith or having fun … sometimes we can put in words why they touch us and move us, 

sometimes we can’t. But they are set apart in our reality. Time spent in their presence is 

always special, always precious. 

 

I just returned from seeing and hearing Michael Card in concert. Each time I share the 

same room and breathing space with him, he makes another mark on my existence. His 

passion for serving the Lord and his love for Jesus always inspire me. He sings God’s 

Word with humility and understanding. I am blessed once again for having been in his 

presence. 

 

There was another evening, another special encounter with him in Nashville at the GMA 

Convention in 2002. The room was small, and I felt smaller. I had just discovered his 

music. I was having a difficult time believing that a poet and minstrel could serve the 

Lord … and even be successful! After he sang, I walked up to him and we talked briefly. 

Eye contact was unmistakable. Our connection of faith was, too. 

 

So tonight when I experienced his rare gift for voicing God’s love and grace once again, I 

was in the presence of a brother in Christ. He puts into words and music what I have in 

my heart and soul. I gladly receive what he has to give. What a treasure! 

 

God creates this comfortable familiarity. One of my favorite scenes in the “Jesus” film is 

when Jesus chooses his closest 12 disciples, the ones who will walk with him and witness 

everything he will do and say. He looks at them with more than a brief glance. He looks 

at them like he’s known them forever … and he has! He created them, he knew them 

before he met them, and he enjoys their company for eternity.  

 

That’s what it will be like when we arrive in heaven! Jesus will greet us with excitement 

because he already knows us and he’s just been waiting for us to get there.  
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As Michael Card reminded me tonight, God’s greatest desire is to be with us. He has 

created so many ways for us to do that. We’ve blown a lot of them through our sinfulness 

and selfishness. But the gift of eternal life from Jesus and the gift of the Holy Spirit’s 

presence in us when we believe are always available, no matter how bad we’ve been or 

how far we stray. God has made his mark on us for all eternity.  

 

I heard a loud voice speaking from the throne: “Now God’s home is with 

people! He will live with them, and they shall be his people. God himself 

will be with them, and they shall be his people. God himself will be with 

them, and he will be their God. He will wipe away all tears from their eyes. 

There will be no more death, no more grief or crying or pain. The old 

things have disappeared….And now I make all things new!” (Revelation 

21:3-5). 

 

My Lord and my God, I come to you just to say I love you. Thank you for 

your constant presence. Thank you for never giving up on me when I stray. 

I’m glad we’re together for today, tomorrow, and all eternity. In Jesus’ 

name, I pray. Amen. 
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Only Three Words 
 

 

Every good gift and every perfect present comes from heaven; it comes down 

from God, the Creator of the heavenly lights, who does not change or cause 

darkness by turning. By his own will he brought us into being through the word of 

truth, so that we should have first place among all his creatures (James 1:17-18). 

 

If someone asked me to describe myself in three words, they would be: 

creative 

caring 

courageous 

 

What are the three words you would use to describe yourself? 

 

Use me, Lord — just as you have created me — to accomplish your will in 

this world! Help me to cooperate and work with you in all things. In Jesus’ 

name, Amen. 
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At the Hands of the Weaver 
 

 

I want you woven into a tapestry of love, in touch with everything there is 

to know of God. Then you will have minds confident and at rest, focused 

on Christ, God’s great mystery (Colossians 2:2 MSG). 

 

A silken thread so delicate in its making: too fragile for a tapestry or foundational for the 

weaving? I am not the weaver, only one who prays for beauty.  

 

Lord, as you weave the tapestry of my life, may I learn more and more 

about you. Make me strong enough to express my part of your grand 

design. Make me bold enough to add the color you desire. Make me humble 

enough to be woven together with all your other children. In Jesus’ name, 

Amen. 
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No Jesus, No Peace 

Know Jesus, Know Peace 
 

And God’s peace, which is far beyond human understanding, will keep 

your hearts and minds safe in union with Christ Jesus (Philippians 4:7). 

 

One of the most peaceful times I remember in my life is sitting by the ocean one 

September in Carpinteria, California. It was vacation — no schedule, no desk, no traffic, 

watching the activities of nature, listening to the seagulls and the waves, talking with 

people who walked by, reading, napping, letting the sun warm me from the outside in. 

But then the sun began shining brighter, and I started getting hotter. I was hungry, and I 

could feel the sand under my quilt. The beach was getting more crowded. My peace 

vanished! 

 

Paul reminds us that God’s peace, which is far beyond human understanding, will keep 

our hearts and minds safe in union with Christ Jesus. How do we find that peace? Paul 

tells us. 

 

May you always be joyful in your union with the Lord. I say it again: 

rejoice! Show a gentle attitude toward everyone. … Don’t worry about 

anything, but in all your prayers ask God for what you need, always asking 

him with a thankful heart….Fill your minds with those things that are good 

and that deserve praise: things that are true, noble, right, pure, lovely, and 

honorable….And the God who gives us peace will be with you (Philippians 

4:4-6, 8-9). 

 

We search for peace in lot of places, and the world is more than happy to tell us 

where to find it. The longer I live, the more I’m convinced that nothing outside of 

me will ever give lasting peace. The only lasting peace comes when I rest wholly 

and completely in the arms of my Abba Father. He has everything under control, 

including my peace. 

 

Loving Father, I rest in the comfort of your love. Thank you for caring for 

me. Thank you for creating peace for me. Help me to recognize, accept, and 

enjoy it. Help me to remember that it never ends. In Jesus’ name, I pray. 

Amen. 
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Better Than Sleep 
 

 

My sense is that I could sleep the clock around and still want to snuggle into my pillow 

and sleep some more. Dreams are cheap entertainment (if you don’t count the cost of all 

the missed opportunities and relationships of reality). Slipping into escape protects me 

from the thumps of circumstance and twinges of pain. My afghan is my armor, and Alex 

my cat [was] my faithful knight. 

 

What fatigue or fear drives me to this place? I suspect that it is my mounting of each day 

as if astride a bucking bronco, newly launched from the chute. The ride is wild, and no 

gloves can protect my hands from harm. No words can calm the forces of evil that cause 

the wild and unpredictable movements.  

 

I shout for Jesus to get on behind me and hold me until I am no longer breathing the 

kicked up dust from impatient hooves and moisture from flaring nostrils. I pray for Jesus’ 

calm and peace to bring the animal to a docile state.  

 

I want to ride with Jesus in a meadow under a sunny, cloud-dappled sky, moving in an 

ambling rhythm, floating just slightly above every dirt clod, gopher hole, rock, and thistle 

bush. There are no precipices or canyons, tornadoes or hailstorms. We just ride until the 

sun is setting. After sharing the warmth of campfire and conversation, I pull up a memory 

foam mattress and sink into it only as far as my body takes me. Jesus stands at my head 

all night, shooing away pests and stroking my hair.  

 

When I wake, the sun is touching my face. Jesus is smiling and holding out his hand to 

help me up as, once again, we face the daily ride together. 

 

The Lord is my shepherd; 

I have everything I need. 

He lets me rest in green pastures. 

He leads me to calm water. 

He gives me new strength. 

He leads me on paths that are right 

for the good of his name. 

Even if I walk through a very dark valley, 

I will not be afraid, because you are with me. 
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Your rod and your shepherd’s staff comfort me. 

You prepare a meal for me in front of my enemies. 

You pour oil of blessing on my head; 

you fill my cup to overflowing. 

Surely your goodness and love will be with me all my life, 

and I will live in the house of the Lord forever. 

(Psalm 23 NCV) 
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Digging a Hole 

 
During church one Sunday morning, I had this image of myself standing at the bottom of 

a deep hole and continuing to dig it deeper. The more I do what God doesn’t want me to 

do—disobey him, ignore him, try to hide from him, and run off after my own desires and 

agenda—the deeper I get in this hole. 

 

The only way out is allowing him to take the shovel from me, fill up the hole, and take 

my hand when I reach level ground once again. 

 

Lord, I’ve dug such a deep hole 

I want to climb out 

help me climb out 

then take my shovel 

fill it in 

so I never have to fall in it again. 

 

Each time I ignore you 

each time I turn away 

I fill up my shovel 

and throw more of your blessings away. 

 

Every harsh word 

every negative thought 

more denials of grace 

and of your place 

in my life. 

 

When I say I believe  

and want your will in my life 

then turn and listen  

to what the world tells me to do … 

 

When I say I’ve changed 

and celebrate you 

then go back to what was before 

become more of what you don’t want me to be … 
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When I lie to myself and to those I love 

thinking no one will know or see 

when I justify and glorify 

the things of this world … 

 

I dig my own pit 

don’t even realize how deep it is 

my view of reality  

is only the dirt around me. 

 

Help me look up 

no matter how small the view 

help me to see only you. 

 

Throw me a lifeline 

one more time 

I’ll grab it 

I’ll hold it 

I’ll begin to climb. 

 

And I know you are holding the other end 

you’ll never let go 

I’ll put aside my shovel 

trust in your way 

together we’ll reclaim 

what is yours  

what is mine 

the life that you want for me. 

 

For our love for God means that we obey his commands. And his 

commands are not too hard for us, because every child of God is able to 

defeat the world. And we win the victory over the world by means of our 

faith. Who can defeat the world? Only the person who believes that Jesus is 

the Son of God (1 John 5:3-5). 
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Late Night, Too Late 
 

 

Memories tumble over me, recreating my past in a collage of mismatched snippets. 

Layering, layering, misdeeds curl the edges of so many scenes. With a Pampered Chef 

pastry roller in hand, I crawl over fading colors—rolling, rolling, trying to press down the 

panic. But it seeps through in ragged rainbows, staining, staining, disappointing. 

 

What can seal the overlapping edges? What can bring life to the fading colors, stop the 

blurring, hold the integrity I know is there? Another hand works with me, wielding the 

wide brush, spreading the only sealant that will help. His mercy. I turn to thank him. I 

feel his presence, but my eyes cannot meet his. 

 

In red across the middle, he writes: “Blotted out.” I look again. Now I see the pattern of 

his words, a singular crossword pointing me ahead. 

 

I can’t repair what was done before. I simply turn the page and start anew. Annette taught 

me about turning pages, helped me turn a few when they were too heavy for me to turn 

alone. And now I must turn the last one, the one that sends her away from me for a long 

time. If I could have just one more smile, one more round of girlfriend laughter … but 

nothing here goes on forever. 

 

I am so scared to write, scared to see the hurt and sorrow march across the page in 

measured alphabet. And yet, I must write. Words are how I hear my salvation. When my 

heart speaks, each part of me listens for the answer, the clue, the permission to begin 

again. 

 

My words seem empty, and yet I write to discover more of who I am. I miss you, and 

you, and you, and all the ones who let me be that person. A thousand thank yous, a 

million whispered good-byes. 

 

I need practice on my hellos, my welcomes … spoken less often, needed so much. 

 

Greet one another with the kiss of Christian love. May peace be with all of 

you who belong to Christ (1 Peter 5:14). 
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My Jesus, thank you for your grace and love, for saving me when I was the 

chief of sinners. Thank you for sending people to love me and to believe in 

me. You always know what I need. I love you. Amen. 
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Just As Jesus Tells Us 
 

 

They went off and found everything just as Jesus had told them … (Luke 

22:13). 

 

When you really think about it, getting up each morning is a risk and an adventure. No 

matter what we plan or expect, we have no idea what that day will hold. Sometimes we 

go for long stretches of sameness and allow ourselves to be lulled into a routine. Then 

we’re jarred to a more intense reality by an unexpected event. Our life may take a totally 

new path, or we may return to the familiar sameness once again. Regardless, we know it 

will be just as Jesus tells us: He will be with us, no matter what. He never leaves us or 

forsakes us. 

 

As he is preparing that place for us with him for all eternity, we must still face the daily 

adventure of getting out of bed and living each day. If we live for him, he takes care of 

every detail, just as he tells us he will. 

 

It is a mistake to think that bad times will stop because we’ve had so many. It is not true. 

They will keep coming. The only constant is Jesus, who never leaves, never changes, 

never stops loving us. 

 

They found everything just as Jesus had told them. What reassurance, 

Lord! I do find and I will find everything just as you have told me! I know 

you go before me, knowing and preparing the way. Give me strength and 

courage to follow your ways always. As I open your Word today, Lord, I 

know you will tell me just what I need to know for today. Open my heart 

and mind to what I need to hear. Help me to live for you, no matter what 

happens today. In Jesus’ name, I pray. Amen. 
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On His Hands 
  

 

Public speaking has never been a problem for me. In fact, I have been known to remind 

others that I’m not afraid to fly, not afraid to drive alone on long trips, not afraid to eat 

foods from other countries, and not afraid of the number one fear of most people: 

speaking to large groups. But when my supervisor at Three Angels Broadcasting 

Network asked me to give a devotion for one of our large group worship times, I 

immediately wanted to say that I couldn’t do it. For some reason, speaking to large 

groups of people whom I know and see every day is different. And after all, in this group 

there would be pastors, supervisors, and even employees from other departments. But 

that familiar nudge caused me to blurt out a yes before I could mutter a no. 

  

Now all I had to do was determine what to use for my devotion. This shouldn’t be too 

difficult, I thought. With my years as a minister’s wife and experience with public 

speaking, I knew I could do it. More than anything, I wanted to glorify God and leave my 

co-workers with a strong message. I prayed for God to lead me, and then I left it in his 

hands. 

  

That weekend, I felt a clutch around my heart when I read an e-mail message from a 

friend who is not a Christian. He was telling me how his life was going well again 

because he had been dating a woman for seven weeks and his business was making a 

profit. All I could think about was his need for the Lord in his life. Keep praying for him. 

Never give up on him. The message was clear. And then the verse from Isaiah came to 

mind: “Jerusalem, I can never forget you! I have written your name on the palms of my 

hands” (Isaiah 49:16).  

  

No matter what I have done, God has never given up on me. He loves me so much that 

He has written my name on the palms of His hands. The same hands that received the 

nails on Calvary. The same hands that touched the eyes of a blind man. The same hands 

that created heaven and earth. The same hands that cooked fish for Peter after the 

resurrection. Surely there are others at 3ABN who have a friend, a family member, a 

neighbor about whom they are concerned, I thought. How can I help them remember 

never to give up on those dear ones? 

  

When I saw the permanent marker in the mug on my desk, I immediately saw myself 

giving the devotion I would give on Monday. There was the idea, a gift from God. 
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Monday morning came, and I was even more nervous than I had expected to be. Was this 

a stupid idea? Would everyone be laughing behind my back, or praying for my soul? No, 

I told myself, this was right.  

  

After I read the verse from Isaiah, I talked about how there are some individuals in our 

lives whom we pray for more than others. Those are the ones who are far away from the 

Lord. I began to see flickers of understanding on some faces. I passed the markers around 

the circle and invited them to write on the palms of their hands. Not the Bible verse, but 

the names—the names of those for whom they had been praying for days, weeks, years. 

The loved ones who had not yet accepted the Lord. Then I took it one step further. I 

asked them to pray for these lost ones throughout the day, every time they looked at the 

palms of their hands. I closed by saying that just as God never forgets us, we must always 

remember those who still need to come to Him.  

  

After worship time, a few friends came up to me and thanked me for the devotion. I 

thanked God for giving it to me. 

  

But as the day went on, several co-workers made it a point to come to me and thank me 

for reminding them to pray. Others took time to show me their hands throughout the day: 

“Look, the names are still there,” or “My names wore off already, but I still remember 

them.” 

  

Even though most of the names had worn off our hands by the end of the day, we know 

that our names never wear off the palms of God’s hands. And after we accept him as our 

Lord, our names still remain there because Jesus has written them there with his blood. 

  

The best affirmation happened the following week. One co-worker had been praying for 

many years for her husband to come to the Lord. Of course, she had written his name on 

her hand that day. She came to me and told me that her husband had gone to church with 

her that week. “I might be able to cross his name off my list soon,” she said. 

  

May our lost loved ones come to know the Lord before He returns. May we never give up 

praying for their salvation. 

  

“Jerusalem, I can never forget you! I have written your name on the palms of my hands.” 
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My Father, you know the names of those I know who don’t yet know you as 

their Lord and Savior. I say their names silently in my heart to you now. 

Show me ways and give me words to reach them with the truth of your 

Word. Open their minds and soften their hearts. May today be the day that 

they come to you, ask for your forgiveness for their sins, surrender their 

lives to you, commit to live for you. I pray for them in Jesus’ name. Amen.  
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 Quicksand 
 

 

Quicksand. The stuff of drama in old Westerns, Tarzan movies, desert movies, and even 

two chapters in the book Les Misérables.  

 

Have you ever had a quicksand experience? 

 

Quicksand is loose, wet sand that yields easily to pressure. Although the sand looks solid, 

a change in pressure causes it to lose strength because of its spongy texture. Anything 

resting on it will fall into it.  

 

Have you ever fallen in unexpectedly? 

 

One of the most interesting truths about quicksand is that it can’t suck a person down. 

When a person falls into quicksand, he/she usually panics because his/her movements are 

restricted by the wet sand.  

 

The more the person struggles, the deeper he/she sinks. It’s unlikely that he/she will sink 

entirely because the human body is denser than the quicksand. But that realization may 

be far from his/her mind. 

 

Have you ever struggled while you were sinking? 

 

What might actually happen is that the more the person struggles, the more tired he/she 

becomes. The way to escape is by slow movement of the legs and rotation of the body.  

 

Exhaustion is a genuine danger. 

 

Has exhaustion ever threatened your existence? 

 

Quicksand reminds me of one way the enemy works in our lives. Sometimes we feel like 

we’re falling into the stresses and demands of daily life. We may think that a certain 

person, a certain job, a certain possession, a certain address, a certain diversion are all we 

need to live a secure life.  
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But as those things pass away and the uncertainty of what comes next is not strong 

enough to hold us, we feel ourselves sinking. We discover that the world and all its 

temptations are definitely not a solid foundation for our lives. 

 

Of course, the human reaction is to fight and try to pull ourselves out of the trial, the 

mess, the confusion, the doubt. And what happens? We can’t do it. We struggle and panic 

and try to fight against what seems to be pulling us down. And we find ourselves going 

deeper into the struggle. We forget what will save us. 

 

And exhaustion is a genuine danger. 

 

When exhaustion takes over, the struggle for survival becomes even harder. We end up 

giving all good things about ourselves to the fight. By the end of each day, our energy is 

depleted. We may even hear ourselves saying, “I’ve got nothing left.” 

 

I’ve been there. And I may find myself there again. That’s one of my human pitfalls. Not 

paying attention to the landscape and falling into the danger zone. Trusting people and 

money more than I trusted God. Coming to the end of both. Realizing there was no way 

out in my own strength. 

 

That’s the place God wants to meet you. Sometimes you have to come to the end of 

yourself, your perceived strength and independence, so that God can do the work he 

wants to do in and through you. 

 

Are you at that place today? It’s okay. God is there with you. He is going to put his arms 

around you, pull you to safety, calm your fears, dry your tears. And be assured. This isn’t 

a one-and-done salvation. He is always there for you. No one and nothing else can 

truthfully make that promise. 

 

There was one quicksand time in my life when I turned my back on everything I had 

known, including my God and my family. I decided to pursue a life as a poet. I know it 

sounds crazy, but poetry became my idol and took the place of God in my life.  

 

I surrounded myself with poets and immersed myself in the arts culture. I had a good day 

job as a legal assistant to pay the bills. I devoted all my other time to writing poetry, 

reading poetry, traveling to poetry workshops, giving poetry readings, leading poetry 

events. 
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Then the ego kicked in. A few of my poems got published, and I won a couple of prizes. I 

was the editor of a poetry journal. Hey, I’m pretty good at this! 

 

That lasted for about three years. (My strong will, stubbornness, and unwavering 

optimism had definitely kicked in.) Then I found myself in the quicksand of reality.  

 

One of my poetry friends passed away. People in our poetry group fell into disagreements 

and began to disappoint me. Instead of feeling inspired to write, I often felt numb and 

dead inside. The stress level of my job increased, and the money was never enough. I had 

moved so far away from God, I thought I could never get back to him. 

 

At first, I panicked and struggled.  

 

Then one night during a thunderstorm ― in Phoenix, Arizona, where I was living ― God 

got my attention. He put his arms around me, told me he had a better life for me, and 

began pulling me out of the quicksand of a life without him. 

 

That rescue involved the ending of a three-year romantic relationship. A move from 

Phoenix to St. Louis. A new job as a writer for a Christian ministry. New friends. A 

renewed commitment to my family. Even a new focus for my poetry. A life transplant. 

Not easy, but definitely God’s plan.  

 

That was one of the many times in my life when I’ve felt that open hand, those strong 

arms lifting me up and out. He brought me back to him. 

 

Wherever you are today, in your life and in your relationship with God, reach out for 

him. Instead of struggling, turn to God and his Word. Let him save you. As he longs to 

do. Even if it doesn’t look like what you imagined or isn’t what you were expecting. He 

will never fail you. 

 

“I waited patiently for the Lord to help me, and he turned to me and heard my cry. He 

lifted me out of the pit of despair, out of the mud and mire. He set my feet on solid 

ground and steadied me as I walked along. He has given me a new song to sing, a hymn 

of praise to our God. Many will see what he has done and be amazed. They will put their 

trust in the Lord. Oh, the joys of those who trust the Lord, who have no confidence in the 

proud or those who worship idols. O Lord my God, you have performed many wonders 

for us. Your plans for us are too numerous to list. You have no equal. If I tried to recite 

all your wonderful deeds, I would never come to the end of them” (Psalm 40:1-5). 
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Lord, you are the only one who can pull me up out of what is pulling me 

down. I’m standing on solid ground! On the mountaintop with you. Amen. 
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Solo Deo Gloria 

 
When we think of God’s glory, we often think about and look to the sky. We might even 

go out into our yards and use binoculars or a telescope to get a closer look. Scientists 

have even invented the super powerful Hubble Telescope to give us pictures of the outer 

reaches of the universe. Psalm 19:1 (my favorite psalm) reminds us: “How clearly the sky 

reveals God's glory! How plainly it shows what he has done!”  

 

But God’s glory is revealed to us in a place that is much closer than the sky. God’s glory 

is revealed to us—just as it was revealed to Mary, Lazarus, Mary Magdalene, Peter, John 

and so many others—in the events of our lives. From Jesus’ death for our sins to his 

promise that he is preparing a place for us in heaven, we are assured that our God is a 

God of relationship who understands us and comes to us where we are. The power of 

Christ lives … in you, in me, in the events of this world, in the promise of the next. 

 

When we witness a miracle of healing, feel the peace that we’ve been praying for, see 

another person accept Christ as Lord and Savior, smell the first flowers of summer, taste 

the saltiness of the ocean, hear the laughter of children, we are witnesses of God’s glory. 

His glory and majesty are real each day for those who believe. 

 

 

To God Be the Glory 
Words by Fanny Crosby 

To God be the glory, great things He has done; 

So loved He the world that He gave us His Son, 

Who yielded His life an atonement for sin, 

And opened the life gate that all may go in. 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, 

Let the earth hear His voice! 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, 

Let the people rejoice! 

O come to the Father, through Jesus the Son, 

And give Him the glory, great things He has done. 
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Not About Me 
 

 

When I was 29, I quit my job as a legal secretary to live my dream: be a full-time poet. 

No experience, no guidance, shallow faith, an IBM Correcting Selectric typewriter on my 

dining room table overlooking the cacti and colored rocks in my backyard. I thought I 

could be a professional poet and make money doing it. Naïve, to say the least! 

 

When I was 49, I quit my job as a promotions assistant to live my dream: be a full-time 

freelance writer. No man, no regular paycheck, no kids at home, no church employment, 

a Compaq computer on my desk in the back bedroom under the oak trees. God gave me a 

chance to live my dream. 

 

In those 20 years, God gave me the experience, the direction, and the resources I needed 

to live that dream. And I lived it for 4 years. 

 

In my teens, I lived to please me. In my twenties, I lived to please my husband. In my 

thirties, I lived to please me. In my forties, I lived to help my husband and kids. In my 

fifties, I live to serve you, Lord. “So I run straight toward the goal in order to win the 

prize, which is God’s call through Christ Jesus to the life above” (Philippians 3:14). 

 

Forgive me for all the days I’ve wasted, Lord. Use me now. Whatever that 

means, wherever you want me to be, with whomever you choose for me. It’s 

all for you, Lord. It’s not about me. It’s all about you. In Jesus’ name, 

Amen. 
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In the Country of Cancer 
 

 

“This is cancer. Colon cancer. Hasn’t anyone told you yet? Is anyone here with you?” 

 

And so it began … my journey into the country of cancer. I had traveled there before, 

walking the road in different ways with Dad, Cindy, Sally, John, Annette. Their earthly 

journeys ended at the cemetery. Is that where I’m headed? I thought as I left the doctor’s 

office that day. 

 

Instead of traveling the road, I decided to stand in the middle and wage the battle. “I’m 

victorious in Jesus!” I declared. I asked everyone I know to stand with me in faith. I 

asked for their prayers, encouragement, and support. “I am going to be victorious over 

this malignant tumor in my large intestine. I’m leaning into Jesus, NOT into this 

disease!” But the journey continued, regardless of whether I wanted to go. And the name 

was “cancer,” regardless of whether I wanted to voice it. 

 

Every morning, when I wake up, it takes a moment for reality to catch up. I have cancer. I 

don’t have any of the symptoms that the doctors keep asking me about. I’m sleeping well. 

How can I feel good, go to work every day, do Jazzercise twice a week, drive, talk on the 

phone, and have this disease in my body? One article I read said that colon cancer can 

develop over a period of 12 to 15 years. How is it possible to have this growing inside 

and not even know it? 

 

I feel like I’m in a bubble, insulated from the full impact, fragile but cushioned against 

the onslaught of this trial. I struggle to keep my mind from going to Why? or What did I 

do wrong? or I should have done something sooner. This whole situation is beyond my 

understanding. But I know God is good. He loves me and will never leave me through all 

of this. I’m standing in faith that this is happening so that God can be glorified. God 

didn’t cause this and doesn’t want this for me. But he will bring good out of this 

situation. Praise God! 

 

Bad things happen to everyone. But it’s how we’re equipped to deal with them that makes 

all the difference. We don’t have to be Satan’s punching bags. Fifteen years ago, I gave 

my life to you, Lord. You have used these years to prepare me for what you knew was 

coming. You have provided me with everything I need to take this trip. I have everything I 
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need to deal with this. Thank you, Lord. May I be a witness for you every minute of every 

day. I love you, Lord, and I lift my voice to worship you. Oh, my soul, rejoice! 

 

I knew there would be surgery, pain, and drugs. But I didn’t expect: 

 My pain when I saw  the sadness on others’ faces, knowing that my situation was 

the cause 

 Pastor Chris’ sermon on healing that anchored me for the battle and the realization 

that I am healed from this disease, even if the healing doesn’t happen this minute 

 Doctors and nurses who didn’t care how I felt, only if the disease won or lost 

 Such an amazing outpouring of love that I stood chin deep in prayers, hugs, 

affirmations, gifts, cards—all my needs met, often without my even asking 

 Strong hands of a caring surgeon to carry me along part of the way 

 Fear to creep in, but not to overwhelm me 

 Such a deep understanding of a reminder from a sermon that Monica shared with 

me: Jesus is my resident healer! 

 

Through all of this, Jesus was with me, every minute of every day. He is my all in all. 

 

I’ve asked myself why I should bother to write about all of this. Thousands have already 

been through it and already written their stories. So what is my take away, my learning 

from my journey? What can I extend to others from this real life adventure in which I 

was the star for a time? 

 

God still has work for us to do here. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be here. Even if we’re not 

always sure what that work is, he’s still giving us assignments. 

 

We are loved by God and by the people he has connected us with during our lifetime.  

 

That love sustains us time after time. 

 

God uses many ways to work his healing.  

 

God never leaves us or forsakes us. Even when we feel alone, our loving God is always 

there. 

 

I looked at death from a distance this time, but it was closer than ever before. I felt the 

paralysis of an uncancellable appointment, an unchangeable destination. I tried to 

imagine closing my eyes to this world and opening them in my Father’s house, but I 
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couldn’t. I mentally examined every part of my body, wondering which part would stop 

working and end my earthly life. 

 

But here I am with everything working once again. This is a true miracle: worked by 

God, medical science, skilled human hands and minds, and love beyond measure coming 

at me from every direction. Flashbacks do come and go. Fear tries to grab me. But in 

Jesus, I am victorious. 

 

I am joyful in a new way, a quiet way. I am thankful in a deeper way than ever before. 

For so many years and so many people, cancer equaled death. For me right now in this 

place, cancer equals new life. I’m living in God’s good. I am more of what God wants me 

to be. And I am expecting new work to do, work that God is already preparing for me to 

do. 

 

Like a bad love affair … like a lemon car off the lot … like the ball that just misses the 

net in the last seconds of the game … cancer came and went in my life. I still can’t fully 

absorb this miracle. And I still have trouble seeing why God has spared me and not 

others.  

 

What a wonderful life I am blessed with! I can’t wait to see the good that is coming from 

this and what god has in store for me for the rest of my days here on earth. 

 

Lord, I don’t want to miss the mark for you. Help me to be a tool you can 

really use, not a pawn or a roadblock. I want to live every minute of every 

day for you. Help me to ignore the lies I hear in my head. You have proven 

to me that I’m where I’m supposed to be and that I’m here for many 

reasons. Help me to get in line with your reasons, Lord. In Jesus’ name, I 

pray. Amen.  

 

For I am certain that nothing can separate us from his love: neither death nor life, 

neither angels nor other heavenly rulers or powers, neither the present nor the 

future, neither the world above nor the world below—there is nothing in all 

creation that will ever be able to separate us from the love of God which is ours 

through Christ Jesus our Lord (Romans 8:38-39). 
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Jehovah Jireh: God, Our Provider 
 

 

And the Lord God made clothes out of animal skins for Adam and his wife, 

and he clothed them (Genesis 3:21). 

 

This always amazes me. The God who had just created the universe, the Earth, the 

animals, and the first people … the God who had just realized that Adam and Eve, his 

beloved children, had sinned against him … the God who already knew his plan for their 

salvation … that God, our God realized their immediate need and fulfilled it without 

saying a word. He didn’t humiliate them further or leave them to fend for themselves. He 

simply gave them what they needed at that moment: clothing.  

 

When God created Adam and Eve in the garden, God wanted a relationship with human 

beings. But sinfulness always got in the way. Through broken laws and wanderings in the 

desert, through denials and deceptions, God’s people who came before us did their best to 

damage that relationship.  

 

Then, in their hopelessness of ever being close to God again, God’s plan of salvation 

intervened. Jesus Christ, through his death on the cross for the sins of all—past, present, 

and future—and his victory over death through his resurrection, is the bridge that brings 

us close to God again. For those who believe, the power of Christ is a constant resource 

that lives inside and radiates all around. 

 

Today, if you are standing on one side of that bridge and looking across at the beauty of 

that relationship with God, what is keeping you from running to the other side and 

throwing yourself into God’s open, waiting arms? It might be your past mistakes, the 

hurts and disappointments in your life that you still don’t understand, your shriveled 

faith, or just your stubbornness. Jesus took all of these on himself that day he suffered 

and died on the cross. He suffered and died for you that day. And he rose victoriously to 

make us victorious over anything Satan tries to do in our lives. 

 

So take that first step today. Cross that bridge and run into your Father’s arms. He has so 

much to give you and so much to do in your life. Proclaim him as your Lord and Savior 

today.  
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Dear Lord Jesus, I know I am a sinner, and I ask for your forgiveness. I 

believe you died for my sins and rose from the dead. I trust and follow you 

as my Lord and Savior. Guide my life and help me to do your will. In your 

name, I pray. Amen. 

http://laurawarfel.com/

