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if Jesus is Lord of a”) then he is Lord of the trivia of
life also. I ho[:)e this booklet hClPS you find him there.

—Dianne Sma”ing
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God has surely Eﬁﬁ AUSTRIAN ENCOUNTER

listened and heard ‘E
my voice in prayer. oy The laclg next to me had brought her
Psalm 66:19 \‘% launclrg in a suitcase. | smiled at this classic

Pic’cure of a meticulous Austrian. | gree’cecl

her in German while sliPPing my four shi”ings into the slot of the washer.

At age nineteen, | hacljust arrived in Vienna. Missionarg school had trained
me to expec’c imPromptu oppor’cuni’cies to share my faith. The one-hour wait

for launc]rg made this a divine aPPointment.

The Austrian Pokecl careFu”g at the boiling water with a stick to assure all
her linen received its fair share of suds. Our amiable chitchat eventua”g led

to my question,

“What do you think about God?”

“Oh, | believe He exists. But of course, | don’t bother God over little things‘
For example, I wouldr’t ask Him to help me find my misplaced kegs,” she
rePIied emplﬁatically‘

UP to the last folded towel, we Poli‘celg clisagreecl on God’s interest and
Participation in minute matters. | can still hear that conversation in Vienna.
It was a divine aPPointment all riglﬁt ... between God and a 19—96ar~olcl. He

was clﬁa”enging me to discover His greatness in the trivia.

I decided to clelibcratelg examine God's smallness. All of His attributes fit

jus’c as neatlg into ting areas. Butwait! Am/!even an adequatejuclge of what



is small? 1f 1 ignore God about a misplacecl keg) what’s to keep me from a

similar attitude conceming my ministrg? Canl clisregarcl Him there?

These dags ’m on an adventure. | expec’c God angwhere ... 1discover Him
evergwhere. Even in the minutiae. Anticipation has invaded my prayer life.

Whg CXPCCt orclinarg clags’?



...and conFessecJ, THE SUITCASE

that theg were
strangers and Mom arrived Pu”ing a heavg suitcase. Our
Pilgrims on the weclcling in Englancl was a small affair, and
earth . ..

Hebrews 11:15

she was our onlg relative ablc to come.

Roger and | had fallen in love while on the

mission field in Europe. Mom happilg
boarded the long Flight from California for our big clag.

With the excitement centering on Roger and me, | hadn’t thouglﬁt to ask
Mom about her return ﬂight. When | Fina”y inquirecl, I was shocked to hear
her Plans. She wasn’t going back! Instead, she emp’ciecl her suitcase and
Presentecl it to us, along with ghcts tucked |oving|9 inside. Looking back, 1

can’t reca” what 5!’16 USCCI {:OY' l"lél" own FCW bCIOﬂgil’lgS.

Roger and | waved ‘so long’ to the weclcling guests and left in a borrowed

car ‘FOI" our l’TOﬂCngOﬂ.

Mom Promptlg headed out on the adventure of a lifetime. She kep’c it a
secret that she had onlg five Pouncls s‘cerling in her purse. with that, Mom
walked from the weclding party over to the train station and asked the ticket
master how far that amount would take her. “To Tunbriclge We”s,” he
replied‘ Off she went, without looking back.

The imPac’c of her ministry for Christ and the account of God’s faithful
supply seem endless. God eventua”g used Mom in ministry on five

continents over twen‘c9~1cive years.

Toclag | I‘IOICI hCl" BIIDIC Pastecl over thC maps ancl concordance Pages are

Photos, the smiling faces of her “Familg” from all cultures, reﬂccting her



Powemcul influence for Christ.

Mom’s Finaljourneg took her to Kenga, where God evcntua”g called her

Home. She is buried exac‘clg where her heart resided.

In retrospect, Mom Presentecl us with far more than a suitcase on our
weclcling clay‘ Her incredible example was tucked inside. It still cha”enges
us to step bolc”g out onto God’s Promises. With God, five Pouncls sterling
went much further than Tunbriclge wells!



—

o
| have been young, [ [h BEHIND THE DOOR

and now am old, yet J

have not seen the [ [ The young couple sat on our couch siPPing
righteous forsaken or e soda, oblivious to our muffled search.
his children begging Roger and | had excused ourselves to the
for bread. bedroom, a mere door away. We were scouring our

room ?rantica”g for the imPossible‘..cashj to purchase food for Peter and

his new bride over the weekend.

Drawers, Pockets) and a clesperatc Peek under the bed all collaborated
against any hope of a hidden windfall. Our aPar’cmcnt was minuscule, our
income even smaller. Unexpectecl company added a rush of adrenaline to

our white-knuckle buclgct.

Our friends had stoppecl bg duringtheir honegmoon to visit us in Toulouse,
France. Roger and I were also newlgwecls,jus‘c beginning missionarg work in
southern France. In their single dags, Roger and Peter had ministered

together brieﬂg on the campus of the Sorbonne Universitg in Paris.

Roger and | shruggecl our ShOUlClCI"S ancl l"CSOIVCCl to {:ace reali’cg. We WOUIC]

have to explain the dilemma to our guests. | reached for the doorknob.

At that very instant, | recalled that mail sometimes comes twice a clag in
Toulouse. Usua”g) junk mail is reserved for afternoon cleliverg. Roger
stagecl in the bedroom while 1 slipped quie’clg out the back door toward the
mailbox. Among the advertisements was an envelopc. | tore it open. Out fell

a check from a friend in Englancl.



It was now 4 p.m. The banks closed at five for the weekend. 1 thrust the
check in Roger’s hand. Somehow) we managed to Feign calmness as we
opened our door lc:acling to the living room. Smiling at the blissful
honegmooners) Roger ’cranqui”g askecl, “Peter, would you like to g0 along
with me to the bank?”

It's been 3% years since the check was in the mail. Two weeks ago we received
an email. Peter happenecl upon our website and contacted us out of the
blue. He and his wife, kids, and granc“dds are still ministering in France. He

never realizecl tl"\C extraorclinar9 C189 we a” had



CAR TALK ",
In his heart a ‘?\' @

man Plans his if a clonkeg could speak to \‘

\\

course, but the Balaam, then this might have been e —
LORD Jecp~spcech for “'m not the

determines his vehicle gou’re taking to Guatemala.

»

To drive from
steps. Prov.16:9 California to Guatemala, wouldn’t you Pick the four-

wheel-drive Jeep over Grandma’s ancient Chrysler?

We sensed God might not be backing our Plans to use the Jeep to get us to
our next mission field location. Our first clue was when it died a noisy death

in the Parking lot of my dad’s condo.

The nightmare began when we borrowed Grandma’s car to take the Jeep’s
battery for repair‘ When we arrived at the mechanic’s shop, I discovered the
battery had tippccl over on the floor of Grandma’s sPotless Chrgsler. J
quicklg wipecl up battery acid, along with bits of dissolved carpet, which
until then was in mint condition. This couldn’t be happeningi

it called for radical Praging. UP Popped a radical idea. We could offer to
Purchase Grandma’s car. What about the Jeep’? Sell the beast. From that
Point our nightmare began to evaporate. Grandma relished the idea of

gettir\g rid of her Clﬁrgsler. The Jeep sold within clags‘

We drove Grandma’s car from California to Guatemala. E\/erg weekend we
used it to drive to a rural Villagc where we lﬁelped Plan’c a church. Before we
left Guatemala, we sold the car to another missionarg who drove it

tlﬁroughout Mexico and across the U.S. several times. Years later, he drove

10



it to visit us in Colorado. The engine had been replacecl) and the odometer

showed over 180,000 miles. Ruggecl miles indeed!

The Jeep seemed to realize it wasn’t destined for Guatemala from the get-
£0. It was we who were clueless. Have youever tried to pump life into a dead

Plan? Burg the original Plan. God has some‘ching ex‘craordinarg in mind.

11



many things) but
onlg one thing IS

OBJECT LESSON

... youare )
| was anxious to make our empt
worried and S§’ Pt
apartment homeg as we began our
uPse’c about

— j ministrg inthe Provincial town of Cuenca,
7 Ecuador. What should 1 bug first out of

needed L 9 our limited buclget? T]ﬁankgullg, the

Luke 10:41,42

former tenants had left us a bed. Tha’c,

and a rocking chair, became our first Fumishings‘

Another missionary Familg invited us over for coffee. | noticed their
hospitalitg mirrored their welcoming apartment. Theg had moved to
Ecuador from their native Norway a couple of years before and were
c:njoying a vibrant ministry. lngricl served us from a little wooden tray. The
cups, sugar bowl, and creamer matched the lovelg tile surface of the tray‘ |

remarkecl over its charm‘

‘I want you to have it!” lngricl smiled.

Mg jaw droppecl. “No, you dor’t unclerstancl)” | stammered. | assumed
lngricl misin’cerpre’ced my comment.

“l was onlg ac]miringgour taste.”

“No,” lngricl insisted, I rea“9 want to gjve it to you.”

“You certainlg hold your things liglﬁtlgl” I blurted.

lngricl wiPecl her hands on the kitchen towel and smiled. “It wasn’t alwags

s0.” She shared her adventure. . .

“Before we left Norwag) lwas Fret’cing over what to take and what to leave

12



behind. 1| made a list with two columns: Leave/Take. J sPent anxious
hours menta”g rearranging objects from one column to the other. Those

decisions even invaded my sleep.

‘One clag, a fire broke out. We lost evergthing. I was left with one tlﬁing.
.. asense of relief! We would goto Ecuador with nothing and begin from

there.”

lglancecl begoncl her kitchen. God had Providecl all the |ove|9 extras, like
this serving set.  went back to our apartment that evening with the clﬂarming
trag and cups. As | Placed them on the counter, theg became an objec’c
lesson: not of tlﬁings restored, but of a heart made ligl‘nt - |ight enougrx to

soar.

13



DUET ON AISLE EIGHT
. faithfulin

Prager‘
Romans 12:12 Sl"]él]CWI‘lCﬂ | overhearcl a nearbg SI"IOPPCI" Siﬂgiﬂg SO]Ctlg

| was Ponclering different brands on the supermarket

. . to herself. She was concluding the final line of How
- .
T g Great Thou Art. I turned toward her and commented

"~ on the truth of those words.

g e Feigning her focus on the shelf in front of her, she
S D=

« &
The words ‘have to’ drew involuntarg Pucldles to her eyes. Tears sPi”ecl
over, too quicklg to catch as she dabbed at them. | inquirecl if she had
recentlg lost a loved one. At First, she couldn’t speak but shook her head

quietlg acknowledged) “I have to sing.”

no.

After a moment of composure, she mentioned her two sons. Flor clivulged
few details, but her two index Fingers gesturecl that a breach had dcvelopecl

between the sons.
Recent19 J hacl been asking God to make me more aware of oPPor‘cunities to
pray on the sPot for others’ needs. Could aisle eight of the grocery store

be such a set‘cing’?

| Pu‘c my arm around Flors shoulder. “We’re Familg. Where two or more

gathcr in His name, God Promises to listen. Let’s pray about this.”

Nearbg ShOPPCI"S quCtlg igl’lOl"C us as I:IOI" and | brlcﬂy PFBHCCI about ]"ICY'

sons. l:lor ancl | realizecl this encounter was orchestrated‘ Jesus’ Presence

14



turned our duet into a trio.

Our farewell seemed as brief as our introduction. | smiled at the thought

tlﬁat two strangersjust accessed Gocl’s tl‘l rone From a grocery store.

15



THE COOKIE LADY

... Itisthe Lord ey g
Myrtle wakes up every mornin
Chrict o 3 > /9 P , Y 2
rist you are /‘3’(’ ’) ,) with the same routine. To the
/ »
Serving. ‘d\; casual observer, she is limited in

Colossians 3:24 s W

kitchen, gets out her big ye”ow bowl, and begins to

her senior years. She goes to the

combine the ingreclients for her best chunkg chip cookies. Once ‘cheg’re
baked and cooling on a rack nearbg) she sits in a rocker to enjog her Bible

reacling.

A recipc card is tucked in her apron Pockc:t. Mgr‘cle ends her quiet time bg
carmcullg writing on the card the Particular verse that warmed her heart that

moming.

Mgr’cle’s God is a love-lavisher. Each new dag finds her Preparinga cookie
Plate with a verse tucked under the ce”oplﬁane. Then Mgrtle talks to the
Lord about an oPPortunitg to give away these cookies along with the

encouragement verse.

’'ve never met Myr‘clc. You see, my friend Sharon was a recipient of her
cookies and verse. When Sharon told me about Mgr’cle) | knew | had the
Per{:ect illustration for those who think God can’t use them.

Mgr’cle doesn’t realize it but she’s now a world traveler. Her reputation goes

far begoncl her little kitchen. Pve used her example with women in Ecuador

ancl Mexico. AI’IC] now 90U ‘(ﬂOW abou‘c hCl"‘

16



Mgr’cle expects far more from God than ORDINARY DAYS. She stirs
anticipation right into her cookie recipe) then relies on the Prime ingreclient

for her humble ministrg ... God’s anointing.

17



Let them give thanks  McMIRACLE
to the LORD ...

For He has g Sam’s carwas ic“ing in front of the
satisfied the thirs‘cg 1 :_,: == speaker outside the fast food

soul, and the hungrg

— e
e— ———J.

restaurant. He Placecl his order

Con
soul He has filled "\-\A,\"—k(@" and Pu”ecl forward to pay. He
with what is good. glanced up to see the car jus’c
Psalm 107:8,9 ahead abruptlg take off.

After hancling Sam his order, the emplogee asked if he
would also like five free sandwiches. The folks in the first car had changed
their minds after Placing an order and had left. sam Put the bag beside him

on the seat and drove to his office at the nearbg mission heaclquarters.

Bi”gj a missionarg candidate with his wife and three kids, was coming out
the door of the office. Theg hacljust returned froma longtrip to raise funds
for their future ministry in Jamaica and had clroPPecl bg the mission office
to check on their account. Theg were Nnow heacling over to McDonald's for

lUﬂCh.

Are you smiling? Tlﬁeg sure did, as Sam handed them the five sandwiches
as t!ﬁough theg hacljust Placecl an order.

When Bi”g and Sam related this story at our mission prayer time, | tlﬁought
of Bi”g’s kids. Hamburger chains strive for brand recognition on
impressionable minds. This timelg token allowed the Golden Arches to
unintentiona”g engrave a ‘God sees me’ moment on these kids’ memories.

A bona fide ﬁappﬂ meal

18



Go atonce to
Zareplﬂath of
Sidon and stag

GOD’S GUESTHOUSE

| oPened tlﬁe door to a bare guest room.

there. I have The furniture had been sold.

commanclecl a

widow in that | thought, Whew, so ends an clooc/ﬂ In
PlaCC to Supplg jusi'a few a’ays, we leave Ecuador. | bet
you with food. —ATe had at least 2S00 guests in three
IKingsl!7:9 n‘*(’:"t‘i years.

‘luiﬂ'!"tﬁ f

‘R-r-r-rrrring’

How can the Phone be working when the line has been dead all clag? I
wondered.

“Hello?”

“Dianne, this is Pastor Jose. Isn’t this your last weekend in Ecuador? Our

family wants to come spencl it with you twol”
“well, Ul‘l, that’s great!” | blurtecl, trying to sound thrilled over this
Ecuadorian version of a warm farewell.

Before Jose could say another worcl, the line went dead once a%ain. The
countrg was expcricncing blackouts. José’s Plﬁonc call was the oniy one to
ge’c through in over a week.

With the dead connection makingtheir Plans irrevcrsible, lglancccl up to see
Roger enter the room. “Guess whojus’c called?” 1 stammercd, cgebrows
raised.

Suclclenlg, | sensed God clcalix;‘?witlﬁ me about the Posi’cion of my egebrows.

W/y are your cﬂcbrows raised? Isn’t it my gucstﬁouse ? W/y does furniture
matter?

19



José and Familg came that weekend . . . with their own bedding, like a
slumber Partg! Even our canary san happilg over the scene. Our little bird
seemed even happier as tlﬁeg ?emct, or he went along with them to his new
home on the sunny coast of Ecuador.

| still sometimes raise my brows over tlﬁings the Lord asks me to do.
He ignores it, though) and Plows ahead with His Plans. He’s not into
orclinarg clags.

20



Once you were GREAT EXPECTATION
not a People e @\

but now you are

|

)

the People of &
God l Puzzlecl over the one-word bumper sticker on the car
| Peter 2:9 ahead. ‘WHATEVER’

Of all the statements to Pas’ce on chrome, whg choose that? I could almost

hear the sigh of boredom.

| contrasted that attitude with a vivid memory from my childhood. 1 can still
see my mom rubbing her hands in anticipation‘ “What is God going to do
todag’?” She was an earlg riser in more ways than one. Surelg God was at

work, and she was Poisecl for the action. Mom had great expec‘cations‘

As | waited for the green liglﬁt, the bumper sticker cha”engecl me to evaluate
my own attitude.

Could | actua”g be asleep in the middle of God’s activi’cg?

How do I become an ‘expecter’? Dol pray for big things, things that require
a miracle? Do | see my dag from God’s viewpoint’? Hejust may turn the

Predictable into the ex‘craordinarg.
The car ahead turned the corner and clisappeared out of sigh’c. | wonder

what bumper sticker aclequatelg depicts a great expecter?
How about No Ora//na/y Daﬂs’?

21



ROOMS TO GO

because hé cares /(1/-
]COY' QOU. m
)

| Peter 5:7

Ca-tall your

anxxet9 on him As newlgwecl missionaries

—
— in France, we discovered
- a small house for rent.

We could not believe the

modest Price. The landlord was Primarilg interested in

having someone there to maintain it. However, we had no money for

furniture.

Just before we moved in, the Printcr who did our evangelism brochures
Phonecl‘ He and his wife wanted to give us a clining room set. It had eight
chairs and a matching hutch. 1tlooked like it belongecl in a showroom. How
Per{:ect for our Weclnesclag night Bible studies!

We moved into the little house with onlg this dining set and a couple of
suitcases. Later that clay a French Salvation Arm9 friend Phonecl to say he

was on his way over to our new Place.
He drove up in a moving truck. A widow who was clownsizing wanted to
donate furniture, even a sewing machine. Our little house was entirelg

furnished in one clag.

Many Bible studies took Place around that clining room table. Over time,

c]uite a few visitors enjogecl our guest bed.

The caPstonc came at the end of our term. When we notified the landlord

we were leaving he asked us to Put a Price on all the {:umislﬁings and simplg

22



leave them in the house. He bought evergthing in one fell swooPI

It seems comical to us now how we had ‘clﬁought moving in and moving out

would be orc]inarg.

23



HIGH ALTITUDE MISSION FIELD

e )

opportunity. O =
Colossians +:5 “7) thirtg in the morning, we heard the
dreaded worcls, “Your ﬂiglﬁt has

e 9@ @L

SUI"FOUI’ICICCI bﬂ luggage at {:iVC

been canceled.” We had to be in Mexico for ministrg that very afternoon.

The airline managecl to transfer our ticket to another company. The

impromptu clﬁange gave us seating next to Maria.

She was headed to Mexico to be reunited with her husband. Alex had flown
to Mexico City to be with his clging father three years carlier. After the
funeral he discovered his U.S. immigration papers were lacking final status,
Prolﬁibiting his return to his American wife and their four children. Three
years of legal rubber~stamping were now culminating N a Mexican
courthouse. Maria was headed to Mexico City to appear with Alex before

ajuclge to determine if Alex could return to Tennessee.

Maria shared her ordeal cluring the threegear absence of her husband.
God had rescued a c]aughter from drowning and healed a son from
epilepsg. She realized the Lord was somehow through this clrawing her to
Himself.

24



Rehearsing these events with me, Maria seemed to become Freslﬁlg aware
of God’s gooclness to her. “God Put you right here . . . in this seat next to

me!” Maria said, wceping. I sensed God at work as we Praged togetlﬁer.
Leaning my head back against the seat, | recalled those anxious Pre~clawn

events in the airPort‘ I was amused to discover that on the way to the

ministrg in Mexico | had a mission field . . . sit‘cing in12-D.

25



I know, O LORD,
that a man's life is
not his own;

it is not for man
to direct his steps.
Jeremiah 10:23

SURPRISE ME
Appointments made bg You | see,

Within a stranger’s face,
Like a Friendlg shoulcler—tap,
To Participate in grace...

Aware You’re workir\g in the small
As well as in the grancl...
| Peek begoncl the orclinarg
To glimpse Your greater Plan.

Where are You ’coclay at work?
Whose life to touch bg mine?
Where will you breathe your Spirit’s
Power?

And grant new I‘IOPC divine?

Surprise me, Lord.
Toclag!

26



SOUL STRENGTH

He will have no fear
of bad news; his
heart is steadfast,
trusting in the
LORD.

Roger clisapl:)earecl into the store to
Purchase batteries while | waited in the
car. Suclclenlg the cell PI‘IOI‘]C rang

bcsicle me on the seat. The doctor

stated abruptlg that my results were in:
Psalm nz.7

| had breast cancer.
The call was so brief that once it enclccl, I had a few moments to gatlﬁer

clisjointecl thoughts into one prayer before Roger returned. Lord, give me
soul stréngfﬁ./ And p/ease grant the same to Roger.

Just then | spo’ctccl him coming towards the car.

Over the Fo”owing weeks, emails Pourecl in from People Praging for me.
One Pastor’s wife had recentlg unclergonc cancer treatment. She wrote, “|
asked the Lord to make me not merelg a survivor, but a flourisher.” Her
attitude articulated my prayer from that Point.

Fear is often worse than the realitg. It can become a stranglehold.

Corrie ten Boom summed it up nicelg: “Worr9 does not emptg tomorrow of

its troubles; it em[:)ties todag of its s’crength.”

At my weakest Point, God graciouslg Pinnecl my heart to His character.

27



Pm thankFUM writing this from the well side of cancer. God graciouslg
took care of the Problem. I now hesitate to refer to cancer as the /oroé/em)

forin unexpcc‘ced ways God turned it into a ghct.

28



MUSINGS IN THE MIRROR

But Gocl, who ,
As | drove along the mountain roacl, |
set me aPart , ,
) listened to a sermon on the radio. The
from birth...

Preaclﬁer was reacling from Galatians,

Galatlansl:15 slﬁowing how God called Paul for a

unique minis‘crg.

The radio Preacl*:er noted, “Perhaps God created you with certain traits in

orderto reach a sPechCic People.”

lglancecl in the rearview mirror. Magbe my skin tone isn’t incidental, I smiled.
Mg olive comPlexion and dark hair have certainlg been a Plus. These traits
allow me to blend in where we minister in Latin America. Even my Personalitg

seems Latin!

As | listened to the Preachcr, | realized that Paul looked begoncl his
reflection in the mirror at all the other components of his life. He anticipatecl

God would use him as he is, every unique detail, for His purpose.
The radio Preacher cha”engecl me with Paul’s assump‘cion. Wl‘ng not expec’c

God to use all the ingreclients that make up me? After all, theg are as distinct

as the Features on my 1Cace.

29



Don't worry about

aﬂgthiﬂg;iﬂstead, D ANYWHERE, SEEING HIM EVERYWHERE
“Pragabout

cvergthing. L THE GIFT

Philippians 4: 6
pprans Carla Passccl brieﬂg across the landscape of my life,

A Y
/m lea\/ing me a legacg.

At the time, Roger & | were missionaries in Ecuador. My friend Carla
asked if 1 would be her prayer Partner. Once a week we would meet in my
living room for an hour of sharing. Then we got on our knees and talked
to the Lord. Those Thursclag momings were a heartfelt commitment on
Carla’s Par‘c. if she detected my Faltering enthusiasm, she never let on. |

relished Carla’s Fricndslﬁip, but prayer certainlg wasn’t my strong suit.

Each time we met for prayer, Carla would rehearse God’s speci{:ic answers
to her rec]uests over the years. Wlﬁg would she not pray about
evergt]‘ning‘? She was motivated bg cleliglﬁhcul Pragmatism) not staunch
cliscipline.

Our weeklg get~togethers ended abruptlg when Carla moved to ltaly‘ I
felt like a child, weaned Prematurelg. Her example was like a farewell ghct
left there in front of me, to open on my own and imitate. How could I ever

be as Passionate about Prager’? This ghr-t seemed uniquelg Carla’s.

| determined to start somewhere. Whg not mimic her spontaneity?

Through this | recognizecl two Possible responses to life: pray or worry.

30



My first steps in imitating Carla’s spontancit9 were indeed shakg‘
Eventua”g it became more natural to pray with others about their
concerns, right on the sPo’c. Opportunities aPPearecl now that |
speciﬁcang asked God for them. Prayer IS becoming natural, almost like
breathing.

Carlaindeed left me a ghct, an essential element for no oro//ha/y o/aﬂsl

31



REFRESHER COURSE

...sothat bg ;

God's will | may '“O.’ It was one o’clock in the morning, |
come to you with e slipped c]uietlg into the next room
JOQ and tog@‘fher &7 / and sPread my notes out on the
with you be l desk. Once again, insecurity
refreshed. L — grippecl me over the aPProaclﬁing
Romans 15:32

conference with Pastors’ wives in
Mexico, where I was to be the kegnote speaker. These
women looked forward to a brief vacation and spiri‘cual renewal. It seemed

unfair that | was the on19 one in knots!

Traveling to Guaclalajara alone was less intimiclating than the Presen’cation

itself. lgrappled with my lack of confidence.

At three a.m. | openecl my Bible and began reading in Romans. Paul also
Plannecl a triP‘ He expected to be Persona”g refreshed along with those
who would receive him. Refreshed. God used that one word like a
Promise, reshaping my expectations. | suddenlg felt surprisinglg tranquil‘ I
gathcrecl my outline into a folder, closed it, and went back to bed.

What a terrific time at the retreat! | enjogecl it as much as the other ladies.

What’s more, I've been enjoging my minis’crg with new enthusiasm ever

since. W!"]9 Sl’TOUlCl CVCFgOﬂC CISC have a” tl‘lé ]CUI’]?
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But God
demonstrates his
own love for us in
this: While we were

still sinners, Christ

RELIEF WORK

—

TAx!

m—

A
of =

Roger and | ducked into the

ramshackle taxi that would take us

died for us. \"0,/) from the airpor’c to our students in
Romans 5:8 (@\(m/a Tegucigalpa, Honduras. | Practicecl
\ my SPanish with the driver along the

way .

“Have you heard the gooc] news?”
“What's that?” he asked, glancing at me in his rearview mirror.

« Jesus died to save sinners!”

He cagerlg agreecl. Come to find out, Pedro also knew his sins were Forgiven
in Jesus. He Pointecl to the wide l’]ighwag nearbg. “That's where we have
our gearlg Jesus March. There are so many believers in Tegucigalpa now,

even tl‘lé government has taken notice!” he beamecl.

“How did you come to know Jesus?” We’re alwags fascinated bg the unique

storg of each Christian.

Pedro spoke about a gripping fear he once had. In his gouth, an encounter
led him to suspec’c he miglﬁt have contracted AIDS. For two years, any
Phgsical malaise hinted at his Private fear.

One dag, God merci{:ullg arrangecl ProoF that Pedro did not have AIDS. He

recognized it as God’s very Personal attention to his secret dread. The
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clcep relief drove him to repentance and gratitucle. Pedro committed his life
to Christ.

We aPProacl‘lecl our destination. Pedro’s final remark confirmed this was
indeed a divine aPPointment between this driver and us. He said, “Because
of the shameful cletails, I have told my storg to onlg one other person, my

Pastor. .. ten years agol”
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... Thisis the one | THE DIGNITARY

esteem: he who is
hunble and

o o Roger’s cough hung on for
contrite In strlt, L )
weeks. We were llvmg in Quito,

d trembles at
and trembies at my Ecuador, and the regular

WOI”C] .

Isaiah 66:2

PU]q:S O]C aSl"l 7Crom tl‘lC nearbg

volcano were agecting his lungs.

One moming Edgar Plﬁonecl. He had heard about Roger’s Persistent cough

ancl was now on }'IIS wag over to Prag {:OY' l‘nm

Without knowing Eclgar, you might Picture him clriving up to our home like a
Pastor on a visit. Not so. Edgar lives in a house with dirt floors on the
outskirts of Quito.

His Familg owns the property to their small home without running water.
Neighbors) along with Eclgar, Fought hard for the rights to that turf fifteen
years Prior‘ In the battle, Ecﬂgar lost his riglﬁt hand from a clgnamite blast.
His testimony begins from that very clag he lost his hand. The tragic event
turned him to Christ. Eclgar’s teachable spiri’c made him one of Roger’s

clﬁoices’c men to mentor.

Eclgar Provicles for his 1Cami|9 bg rising earlg to bake bread, then he sells it
in the market . . . all this with onlg one hand.

Toour hOUSC ]CI”OITI Edgar’s l‘lome entails three ChF]CCI"CI’It bUSCS ancl an UPhl”

walk. This clag outside our small gate, he removed his cap and Pressecl the

35



doorbell. As he entered our living room, he stammered an explanation:

“Roger, I am nothing. ’'m not wortl‘ng to pray for you. Yet, | believe 1 should
pray for your couglﬁ.”

“Heavenlg Father, I am here to pray for my dear brother Roger. Who am |

to pray for him? 1have but one hand. |1 lag it now on Roger. Please hear my

Pe’ci’cion and heal my Precious brother. In Jesus’ name, amen.

GOC] hearcl ancl Iﬁealed. We lﬁearcl ancl were humblecl.
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'the LORD VAP OF THE HEART

search the
heart . .. Pll never look at a map of east Georgia
) the same. I can easilg iclenthcg two routes
Jeremiah 17:10
that form a Pergect box. One road led
from the sleepg town where we spent the night. A

mile further on is the turn-off heacling clirectlg south. We meant to take
that route back to Florida, but we missed the sign.

Roger and | were alreaclg eclgg from the roug]ﬁ weekend. We had scurried
up to Georgja because a hurricane threatened Florida, where we lived.
That night the hurricane wobbled around the tiP of Florida instead and
now seemed to be hunting us out in Georgja. Once again, we tossed our
suitcase into the car and hurried back to Florida, lﬁoping to skirt its
threats along the way.

Fo”owing the map, my frustration began to build. Ten minutes outside of
town, we realized we had overshot the direct road south. The route we
were now on seemed to mock us. Lcng’chg right angles eventua”g led to the

very Point as the more direct route we’d missed.
| secretlg fretted over the extra Fortg minutes tacked on to the triP. Wasn’t
God sovereign? Whg this waste? Whg didn’t either of us notice the sign

ten minutes back) and whg was Roger so calm?

| checked the map again. Magbe there was a cut-off further up. No, we

were doomed to this Pathetic countrg road.
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lglancecl up from the map and noticed golclen hag bales neatlg Placecl
along ro”ing fields. what a reFreshing contrast to the hurricane confusion

of 9esterclagl Roger’s attitude seemed to match the scenery.

| Pu’c the map away. It was my heart that had taken the long way around.
God was giving us a ghct ... the Peacexcul view begoncl the windshield.

When | see that small square on a map of Georgia) ’m amused. Not on19 did

[ fail to see the sign, | almost missed God in the detour!
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SERENADE

| summon . ..aman

to fulfill my

o 't e

YW
purpose. Is. 46:11 ) Have you ever been
h& , ,
o~ serenaded? It’s a charmmg
( .'/d Latin American tradition.
Musicians are hired to surPrise a friend with

beautiful music, sometimes in the dead of niglﬁ‘c.
Roger and I were serenaded once, at an unexpectecl moment.

We were in Ecuador, se”ing our belongings in order to char\ge mission
fields. We decided to pare down to a couple of suitcases. Three c]ags
later, our liquidation resembled a home invasion. Each nigl‘nt after bargain
hunters dispersed from shcting througlﬁ our belongings) we fell wearil9 into
bed . ..abed that was no longcr ours. It too had been sold. We were

merely using it until our cleparture.

By the third evening, the bargain hunters had Pe‘cerecl out. Our every
exhausted s’ceP reverberated through the emp’cg house. Sucldenlg) the
doorbell startled us! Yet another bargain hunter at this hour?

On the stoop stood an Ecuadorian Pastor hugginga guitar under one

arm. His smile lit up the darkness as he grec:’cecl us warmlg with his free arm.
We ushered him into our empty living room. How do we Properlg receive a

guest without even a chair? The Pastor casua“y Posi’cioned himself on the

eclgc: of a steP as though not no’cicing the barren room. He Placecl his
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guitar on one knee and, with closed eyes, began to sing. Worship songs

filled the house.

Roger’s eyes met mine. Theg were moist. Music was massaging our deep
weariness.

This clearlg was no orclinar9 serenade. Looking back we see God’s
ﬁngerprint on our doorbell that niglﬁ‘c. For at the Per{:ec’c moment, He had

brough‘c us His servant with a song,
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Your attitude should be
the same as that of Christ
Jesus:

He made himself
no’ching...being found in

CURB APPEAL

Jesus LIVES HERE

aPPCSFBHCC as a man, 1’16 Th,s t’n}j Slgﬂ WOUlCl

humbled himself. . .
Philippians 2:5-7

fit neatlg just above
the doorbell as a

dedication of our new

home. | carcﬂcuug Pressecl its stick9 backing onto the stucco. lmmecliatelg,

insecurities began to mock me . ..

Does this mean my house should be immaculate at all times? Shouldn’t my
hair bcjust so when | answer the doorbell? And the garcl leacling up to the
little sign—what does that say about us? PerhaPs | should reconsider this

audacious claim: ‘Jesus Lives Here.’

Many years have Passed with that sign clinging

ft tenaciouslg to our en‘crg, clespi‘ce hurricanes and second thoughts. We
now greet most of our neighbors bg name. The Postman sometimes stops
at the door with a Package. Despi’cc my efforts, | can’t avoid him catclﬁing
us off guarcl. | answer the doorbell and realize the living room behind me
looks a little too lived in. When 1 inquire about his sore knee, he thanks me

for our concern, oblivious to the living room backclrop.
Recentlg, | Polislﬁecl the words on our little Plaque‘ | saw them in a new light.

PCI"I‘BPS our ﬂCigthl"S PI"C]CCF to l(ﬂOW tI‘IC aPProachable, FU”H l‘numan

Jesus . . . the One theg canrelate to in orclinarg ways, on orclinarg dags.
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. You are familiar

with all my ways. f?-"' THE CALENDAR

Before a word is on
my tongue j.
you know it Roger and | were waiting for
completelg, OLORD. thesecond leg of our triP from Ecuador to Mexico.
Psalm139:34  An ovemight stay in Miami was an unavoidable part

of the itinerary. It was terrific to set foot in the U.S.

after three years. However, we felt frustrated. Our hotel near the

airpor’c was nowhere near angthing.

ljokecl to Roger that we should rent a carjust to go bu9 a simple
calendar. The ’cgpe of calendar 1 like is shapecl like a checkbook, sold

angwhere in the u.5., yet unavailable in Ecuador.

Ear|9 the next morning a shuttle returned us to the airPort‘ When we
reached Mexico later that dag, we settled into the guestroom of our host
at the seminarg. Over the next clags) Roger would teach the stuclents)

while 1 would do a seminar for Pastors’ wives from the nearbg ci‘cg.

lmagine my clisappointment when onlg one lad9 showed upl Someone
had clroppecl the ball. The ladies from the citg were unaware of my
conference. Onlg Rosa had overheard mention of it from the seminarg.

| resolved to teach her alone, l‘n’cling my disappointmcnt.

Rosa and | were c]uicklg at ease. She began to open up about her goals,

stru ICS ancl rayer concerns.
88'¢s; pray
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The second moming, | was lﬁaving my quiet time at the clining table. Mg
mind was Plaguecl bg doubts. Was it a giant mistake for me to be here?
On|9 one lacl9 and so much Preparation onmy Par‘c ..

Our host came into the dining roomjus’c as | Ponclcrecl that c]uestion.

“Could you use one of these?” he asked. An object landed somctlg on the
table beside me. A checkbook calendar!

| was stunned. M9 host Figurecl what he gave me was rather orclinarg. To
me, it was a tailor made confirmation that God sees me. | was exactlg

where He wanted me.
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IMPROMPTU PROMPTINGS

Mg Father is

\L
alwags atwork ... Traveling bg Plane isa major element of
Johnns:17 my ministry. At first glance, seating

arrangements appear to be ranclom.

One clay) a handwritten note changec[ that Percep‘cion.

The passenger in the next seat asked how | had become a missionary. Our
conversation seemed clivinelg navigatecl all the way to Atlanta. Despi’ce
in’cerrup’cions over the intercom, Tom kept returning to the Point where we
left off in our conversation. He was keen|9 interested in how to know God’s
1Corgiveness. By the time we landed, 1 had made a commitment to pray for him

as he read througlﬁ the Gospel of John over the Fo”owing clags.
UPon landing, | reached toward the overhead compar‘tment for my case. The
couple seatecljust ahead helped retrieve it for me, at the same time slipping

a folded note into my hand.

It read, “We are Christians too. We have been Praging for your conversation

with that gentleman the entire trip.”

God is not arbi’crarg. “Mg Father is alwags at work” . .. riglﬁt down to the
seating arrangement on ﬂight #157.
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FELLOWSHIP OF THE GOWN
For where two or

three come The hos[:)ital gOown doesn’t aclcc]uatelg

together n mg cover me, even wrapped around tl‘erC

name, there am | times. I'm alone in the waiting room

with them. musing over whg thcg even bothered

with the flowered Print.

Mathew 18:20

Underneath 'm conscious of my nakedness. Deepcr
sti”, m exposed to a fresh dependence on God. He alone decrees the

outcome of this aPPointment

A Pamphlet nearbg addresses breas’c cancer. | used it for a fan at first.
Then | glance at the words inside. Theg Preclict Pll need to acljust to a ‘new
normal.’ Though my cancer Is non~-invasive, | am alreaclg aware of the need

to bow before God’s sovcreigntg.

| recall the moment | got the news and how quicklg God showed me Psalms
112:7-8: “He does not fear bad news, nor live in dread of what may happcn.
For he is settled in his mind that Jehovah will take care of him.” Inthe Place
of dread, He grantccl a settled mind that He would take care of me. This is

my ‘new normal.’

Jill now entered the waiting room, dressed in a similar|9 faded gown. | soon
learn she is a Pastor’s wife. Despi’ce recurring breast cancer, her smile is
radiant, and her liPs form words to match. She tells me about her church,
how she came to know the Lorcl, and God’s absolute gooclness to her. Inan

instant, we become sisters of the gown.
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We have two tlﬁings in common: cancer and Christ. We take a minute to pray
together before the nurse appears. In that brief moment, the faded Print
and the Himsy fit of hospital attire turn into the clesigner wardrobe . . . the
fc//ows/w/b of the gown.
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.. like sarah . ..
you are her
daughters iFgou
do what is right
and do not give

BACKGROUND MUSIC

lmagine traveling on a rural higlﬁway in
way to fear.

South Africa. We were squeezed into a
| Peter 3:6

Pastor’s ’cing car along with his young

1Cami|9, returning from an evangelistic
outreach in a distant vi”age. It is Pi’cch dark when sucldenlg the car’s
heac”ights quit. To add to the drama, this region’s crime statistics are

WOFICl—FCﬂOWﬂCCl.

We were still miles from CaPe Town. Roger was in the passenger seat beside
the African Pastor. I was tucked in back between the Pastor’s wife, Mary,
and their children. The car Iimped forward slowlgj as tlﬁough Fc:eling its way
with c]igicultg through the darkness. We were now invisible to speecling
traffic. 1 was clreacling an impending crash from behind.

Mary, on my left, did sometlﬁing unexpec’ced. She began to sing. Her
children, on my other side,joinecl in. “Lord, we liﬁgour name on high; Lord,

we love to singyour Praises. ... Noone spoke of imminent clanger.

I didrn’t know all the words butjoinecl in the meloclg. | wasn’t Paying much
attention to the words anyway. lnsteacl, I was obser\/ing Mary’s reaction to
this Preclicament‘ As a mother, she had much at stake in an accident. She

wasn’t reacting like 1rd expec’c.

The contrast to my internal fear was striking‘ Onlg God knew my inner Panic
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at that moment. Shouldn’t my heart be settled on His gooclness and
control? It seemed He had turned off the heac”ights to draw me into a
classroom. During the hour it took us to make it saFelg back, I was

obser\/inga homeschool lesson at its best: solid faith Put to music.

Mary’s kids knew their mother well. This songwas tgpical of her. Tlﬁeg knew
every word bg hcar’c, taught bg Marg’s life.
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Blessed be the THE YAPA
Lord, who &ailg
loads us with
benefits, the God
of our salvation!
Psalm 68:19

(Quito, Ecuador...)

As missionaries in Ecuador, we deliglﬁtecl

over the endless varietg of fruit offered at

the market. AProned women would flatter me. “What
does my lovelg laclg wish?”

Once the Price was settled and the fruit weighecl) the vendorwould surprise

)

me with the “9apa)’ an Indian word for bonus. An extra mango or apple

would be sliPPecl into my bag.

(A few years later in Miami..))

It was Saturclag and Per{:ect weather. We would drive over to Baysicle
Marketplace to watch boats and People along the water’s edge. I gatherecl
up loose change from a bedside drawer. This overlooked treasure could

satismcg the hungrg Parking meter.

Asign at the Parking lot explained there was a four-dollar fee. A machine at
the entry receives the coins and spits out a ticket. Roger carcFu”g selected
out our Pennies Firs’c, then the nickels. It was a slow process, and we were
onlg up to two dollars when we noticed a man Patientl9 waiting to use the

machine.

| explainecl apologetica”g how we never get the leisure to use up our Pocl«:‘c
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clﬁange. “No hurrg,” he smiled.

Then a breathless person aPPearecl suclclenlg. “| caught you in time. Here,

use my ticket! There are three hours left on it. Press that cancel button!
Sure enough, when we Poked at the knob, it sounded like ajackpo’cl Our
Pocket clﬁange rushed back at us. We thanked the stranger as he waved
gooc]bge. Meanwhile, the man waiting nearbg had witnessed the scene.

“That won’t happen twice in Miami!” he said clrglg.

His attitude surprisecl me. | told him I meet terrific People evergwhere in

Miami.
“When did you get here, five minutes ago?’ hejokingly retorted.

As Roger and I strolled over to the marke’c, we smiled over whatjust occurred.
What others miglﬁt consider a fluke has become what we recognize as “the
9apa” from our Heavenlg Father. After a”) with Him there are no ordinar9

clags.
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